
🦢
The Next Generation
Cathy's breath hitched in her throat. "Do you think…?"

Samantha grinned, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Think what, love? Think our 
plan worked?" She reached out, gently cupping one of Cathy's breasts. "They do 
feel a bit fuller, don't they?"

Cathy shivered at Samantha's touch, her mind racing. Could it really be 
happening? After all the meticulous planning, the donor selection, the 
synchronized cycles… could she be carrying a child?

"It's too soon to know for sure, isn't it?" Cathy asked, her voice barely above a 
whisper. "It could just be… wishful thinking."

Samantha's smile softened. "Maybe. But I have a feeling, Cat. A really good 
feeling." She leaned in and kissed Cathy softly on the lips. "We'll know soon 
enough."

The mundane tasks of getting the toddlers ready suddenly felt charged with new 
meaning. Every giggle, every spilled cup, every demand for a story felt like a 
precious gift, a glimpse into a future that might soon include a child of their own.

As they dressed the toddlers, Cathy couldn't help but steal glances at Samantha. 
She looked radiant, her face glowing with a quiet excitement. Cathy wondered if 
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Samantha felt it too – this overwhelming sense of hope, this fragile belief that their 
dreams were about to come true.

Later that day, as the children napped, Cathy cornered Rose. "Can you take a look 
at me?" she asked, her voice tight with anticipation. "I think… I think something 
might be happening."

Rose, ever the attentive matriarch, immediately focused her attention on Cathy. 
She took a quick peak, Cathy's breasts with a practiced eye.

"Yes," Rose said after a moment, her voice calm and steady. "I see it too. The 
areolas are definitely darker, and there's a slight tenderness. It's still early, but it's 
a promising sign."

Cathy's heart soared. "Really? You think so?"

Julia nodded. "I do. I'll keep a close eye on you both. We'll do a blood test in a few 
days to confirm."

The next few days were a blur of anxious anticipation. Cathy and Samantha found 
themselves constantly checking for symptoms, comparing notes, and clinging to 
every hopeful sign. They were a whirlwind, making the other women slightly 
motion sick.

Finally, the day of the blood test arrived. Cathy could barely eat or sleep as it was 
time. She had asked for this so much, that now that it could possibly be here she 
was fighting through feeling she thought she had already processed. Rose drew 
their blood, her touch gentle and reassuring. Then, they had to wait.

The hours ticked by with excruciating slowness. Cathy and Samantha tried to 
distract themselves, but their thoughts kept returning to the same question: Were 
they pregnant? Were they finally going to be mothers?

As Julia completed the test, it was confirmed. Tears welled in Cathy's eyes as she 
saw her sister’s reaction.

“Yes, both of you are going to have a family!”

The hum of the centrifuge filled the small lab space as Julia processed the blood 
samples. Cathy and Samantha hovered nearby, their faces etched with a mixture 
of hope and anxiety. Ginger fidgeted in a corner, impatiently tapping her foot.

"Alright," Julia said, breaking the silence as she pulled the results. She examined 
them closely, a small smile playing on her lips. "Congratulations, Ginger. You're 
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pregnant."

A whoop of joy erupted from Ginger, and she threw her arms around Lily. "We did 
it! We're going to have a baby!"

Lily squeezed her tightly. "I knew it! I could feel it. We are so happy!"

Now it was Cynda's turn. Julia ran her labs and looked. "You as well, Cynda!"

Samantha squeezed Cathy’s hand. “Looks like you were right, after all. We’ll be 
doing this together.”

Cathy took a deep breath, trying to calm the flutter of nerves in her stomach. All of 
the women in a close window of time were with child. The excitement was 
palpable, a tangible force that filled the compound. There was a collective sense 
of joy, of shared anticipation for the future. It was exciting and frightening all at 
once, to know that the family was about to grow in such a significant way.

Rose floated in, her touch, gentle and focused as she worked. She compared the 
results of each of the women, noting slight changes and deviations. She could 
sense and feel things that even the sophisticated machines could not, a gift and a 
burden she carried with grace.

"Each of you is unique," Rose said, her voice filled with a quiet strength. "Each of 
you will have your own journey, your own challenges, and your own triumphs. But 
we'll be here for each other, every step of the way."

Daisy leaned into Rose's embrace, her body trembling slightly. "I just... I thought it 
would be different this time," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. "I 
wanted this so badly."

Rose squeezed her tighter. "I know, sis. I know. But it's not over. We'll figure this 
out."

Beth joined them, wrapping her arms around both of them. "We're a team, Daisy," 
she said, her voice filled with love and support. "We'll get through this together."

Lily, her face etched with disappointment, approached them as well. "It's not fair," 
she said, her voice laced with frustration. "Why us?"

Rose pulled back slightly, looking at each of them in the eye. "I don't know why," 
she said, her voice calm and steady. "But I do know that we're not going to give 
up. We'll try again. We'll explore other options. We'll do whatever it takes."
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She took Daisy's hand in hers. "Your body is strong," she said, her voice filled with 
conviction. "You're a survivor, Daisy. You've been through so much, and you've 
always come out stronger on the other side. This is just another challenge, and 
we'll face it together."

Rose and Beth gently helped Daisy to the sofa, and helped her to lay down and 
relax. "We'll take care of everything. We'll handle the toddlers, and help you get 
back to your normal self. Right now, you need some rest and relaxation."

Rose looked over at Beth, and gave her a look. It was time. Beth nodded in 
understanding.

Rose gave Daisy a kiss on her forehead, "Close your eyes and know we are 
always with you."

Rose motioned Beth and Lily, and they departed to start getting their plans 
together.

Rose, Beth and Lily found themselves huddled in the kitchen, their faces serious 
and thoughtful. "We have to do something special for Daisy," Rose said, her voice 
filled with determination. "She's hurting, and we need to show her how much we 
love her."

Beth nodded in agreement. "I was thinking about a spa day. We could give her a 
massage, a facial, a manicure… make her feel pampered and relaxed."

Lily nodded, "I could set up a romantic movie night, just her and me. And get some 
of her favorite snacks and drinks. She loves old movies."

Rose smiled, feeling touched by their outpouring of love and support. She looked 
at them and could feel the emotions, some had a deep level of understanding and 
some had a distant knowing. "Those are great ideas," she said, her voice filled 
with gratitude. "But I think we need to go even further than that."

She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "I think we need to show her 
that we support her, no matter what. That we'll be there for her, even if she can't 
carry a child herself."

Beth looked confused. "What do you mean?"

Rose sighed, and then started, "We should carry her to the river, and then take her 
to the alter and give her what she really desires."
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Lily and Beth looked at each other with some confusion, but they did get it as they 
connected and shared feelings of care and passion. "I believe I know what you are 
thinking."

Rose smiles, "It's what all of us want."

Daisy’s eyes widened as she took in the scene. The white tent billowing gently in 
the breeze, the array of her favorite foods, Ruthie’s earnest little face… It was all 
so unexpected, so extravagant. A lump formed in her throat.

"Rose, you didn't have to do all this," she said, her voice thick with emotion.

Rose smiled softly. "But we wanted to, sis. You deserve it."

Daisy watched as Ruthie, her tiny hands surprisingly strong, began to massage 
her shoulders. The essential oils filled the air with a soothing aroma, and Daisy 
couldn't help but relax, a little.

"Gently, darling," Rose instructed Ruthie, her voice patient and encouraging. "Feel 
for the knots, and use your thumbs to work them out."

"Is this good, Auntie Daisy?" Ruthie asked, her brow furrowed in concentration.

Daisy smiled at her. "It's wonderful, sweetheart. You have magic hands."

As Ruthie continued her massage, Rose began to sing a soft, melodic tune, an 
ancient lullaby passed down through generations of their family. The other women 
joined in, their voices blending together in a harmonious chorus that filled the air 
with love and support.

With each passing moment, Daisy felt her tension melt away. The weight of her 
disappointment began to lift, replaced by a sense of peace and gratitude. She was 
surrounded by her family, by women who loved her unconditionally and would do 
anything to make her happy. What was there not to be happy about?

She focused on Ruthie's hands, so small, yet so full of intention. She was teaching 
them. As their mother’s mother has taught her, as she will one day teach the future 
of their family. It’s bigger than bearing the children. It was the love, the support, 
the growth. It was bigger than what she had always thought.

As the massage progressed, Daisy closed her eyes, surrendering to the 
sensations. The warmth of the sun on her skin, the gentle breeze in her hair, the 
soothing aroma of the essential oils, the melodic voices of her sisters… it was a 
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symphony of pleasure that soothed her soul. As the time progressed, she was 
starting to feel good, which was really bad.

When the massage was complete, Daisy felt like a new woman. The river side was 
the perfect place. Then, just like Rose had planned, everyone disrobed and went 
into the river. It was time to give Daisy what she desires, she had to share in their 
experience and their joys.

The cool water enveloped Ruthie's skin, sending a shiver down her spine. Ginger's 
touch was gentle and reassuring as she lathered Ruthie's hair with a fragrant 
shampoo. The other women smiled warmly, their eyes filled with acceptance.

"Just relax, sweetheart," Ginger whispered, her voice soothing. "Let the water 
wash away all your worries."

Ruthie closed her eyes, surrendering to the experience. The sounds of the river, 
the gentle caress of the water, the soft voices of the women… it was a symphony 
of tranquility that eased her anxieties.

As Ginger rinsed the shampoo from her hair, Ruthie felt a sense of liberation she 
had never experienced before. She was surrounded by women who loved and 
supported her, women who celebrated the beauty of the female body. There was 
no shame, no judgment, only acceptance and love.

She smiled. "This is nice," she whispered, her voice filled with newfound 
confidence.

As they continued their bathing ritual, Ginger taught Ruthie how to properly 
cleanse her skin, how to massage her scalp, how to appreciate the beauty of her 
body. She spoke to her with kindness and respect, empowering her to embrace 
her femininity.

"Your body is a temple, Ruthie," Ginger said, her voice filled with reverence. "It's a 
gift, a source of strength and beauty. Never be ashamed of it. Always treat it with 
love and respect."

Ruthie listened intently, absorbing Ginger's wisdom. She felt a sense of pride in 
her body, a newfound appreciation for its capabilities. She was learning to love 
herself, to accept herself, to embrace herself for who she was.

Ruthie, feeling a sense of belonging she had never experienced before, joined the 
circle. She was one of them, a member of this extraordinary family of women.
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A chorus of "You're welcome, Daisy!" and "We love you!" echoed through the 
river valley. The air crackled with warmth and affection, a testament to the 
unbreakable bonds between these women.

Rose clapped her hands together. "Alright, ladies," she announced, her voice filled 
with energy. "Let's get this food on the table and get eating. It’s getting late and 
we have a long walk back."

As the women began to gather around the makeshift table, Rose noticed that 
Ruthie was looking thoughtful, her brow furrowed in concentration.

"What's on your mind, dear?" Rose asked, her voice gentle.

Ruthie hesitated for a moment, then spoke, her voice soft and hesitant. "I was just 
wondering… why do you all love each other so much? Is it because you're all 
women? Is it because you're all… together?"

Rose smiled, her eyes twinkling with wisdom. "It's a lot of things, Ruthie," she said, 
her voice patient and understanding. "It's because we're family. We've been 
through a lot together, and we've learned to rely on each other, to support each 
other, to love each other unconditionally. It’s not just because we’re women, or 
together. It’s because we chose to be."

Daisy interjected. "It’s important to remember, you don’t have to be just like us. 
There’s a place for you here in our family even if you’re different from us."

Daisy continued, “It’s about respecting your body, mind, and heart. We’ll support 
you along the way. Your family is important but what’s most important is what you 
want.”

Rose added, "And it's not always easy. We have our disagreements, our 
challenges, our moments of doubt. But we always come back to each other. 
Because we know that we're stronger together than we are apart."

Ruthie nodded slowly, her eyes widening with understanding. "So… it's about 
love?" she asked, her voice filled with curiosity.

Rose smiled warmly. "Yes, dear," she said. "It's about love. It's about compassion, 
about understanding, about forgiveness. It's about creating a space where 
everyone feels safe, supported, and loved for who they are."

Daisy sighed, turning away from the stars to face Rose. "It's not just that, sis. It's… 
everything. The pregnancies, the disaster, the isolation… it's a lot to take in."
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Rose nodded, understanding etched on her face. "It is. But we're strong, Daisy. 
We're resilient. We've faced challenges before, and we'll face them again. 
Together."

Daisy crossed her arms, hugging herself. "I know, I know. It's just… sometimes I 
wonder if we're doing the right thing. Are we protecting our children, or are we 
isolating them from the world?"

Rose stepped closer, placing a comforting hand on Daisy's shoulder. "We're doing 
both, sis," she said, her voice firm. "We're protecting them from the dangers of the 
outside world, the prejudice, the hatred, the violence. And we're giving them the 
tools they need to thrive, to grow into strong, compassionate, and capable 
individuals."

She paused, her gaze sweeping over the moonlit landscape. "But we're not 
isolating them forever," she continued, her voice softening. "One day, they'll be 
ready to go out into the world, to make their own choices, to create their own 
destinies. But until then, we'll keep them safe, we'll nurture them, and we'll give 
them the love they need to blossom."

Daisy leaned into Rose's touch, finding comfort in her words. "I just want what's 
best for them," she whispered, her voice filled with emotion.

Rose squeezed her shoulder gently. "I know you do, sis. And you're doing a great 
job. You're a wonderful mother-to-be, a loving sister, and a strong woman. Don't 
ever forget that."

She paused, a mischievous glint entering her eyes. "And speaking of strong 
women… what do you say we sneak down to the kitchen and raid the chocolate 
stash? I have a feeling we both could use a little sweetness right now."

Daisy chuckled, her face lightening slightly. "Now you're talking," she said, a 
playful smile gracing her lips. "But if we get caught, I'm blaming you."

Rose laughed, linking arms with Daisy. "Deal. But remember, what happens in the 
kitchen, stays in the kitchen."

As the two sisters crept down the stairs, their laughter echoing softly in the night, 
they knew that no matter what challenges lay ahead, they would face them 
together, their bond unbreakable, their love unwavering.
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Daisy sighed, popping another chocolate into her mouth. "It's not just that, Rose. 
It's… I don't know. I feel like I'm failing her somehow. Like I'm not giving her 
enough attention, enough guidance. She's growing up so fast, and I'm afraid I'm 
going to miss something important."

Rose nodded, understanding etched on her face. "You're not failing her, Daisy. 
You're doing a great job. Ruthie is a remarkable girl, and she's lucky to have you 
as her auntie."

She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "But I understand your 
concerns. It's not easy raising a child, especially in our unique circumstances. We 
have to be both parents, both teachers, both protectors."

Daisy leaned back against the counter, her gaze drifting towards the window. "I 
just want her to be happy," she whispered, her voice filled with emotion. "I want 
her to have a good life, a life filled with love and joy."

Rose stepped closer, placing a comforting hand on Daisy's arm. "She will, sis," 
she said, her voice firm. "She will. We'll make sure of it."

She paused, a mischievous glint entering her eyes. "And speaking of making 
sure… what do you say we give Ruthie a little surprise tomorrow? Maybe a special 
outing, just the three of us? We could go to the beach, have a picnic, and just 
spend some quality time together."

Daisy's face brightened, a genuine smile gracing her lips. "That sounds 
wonderful," she said, her voice filled with enthusiasm. "She'd love that."

Rose smiled, feeling a sense of satisfaction. "Then it's settled," she said. 
"Tomorrow, we're going to have a girl's day. Just you, me, and Ruthie. We'll make 
some memories that will last a lifetime."

The next morning, Rose, Daisy, and Ruthie set off for the beach, their hearts filled 
with anticipation. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and the air was 
filled with the scent of salt and flowers.

When they arrived at their secret beach, Ruthie squealed with delight. The sand 
was soft and white, the water was crystal clear, and there wasn't another soul in 
sight.

As they spread out their picnic blanket, Ruthie skipped down to the water's edge, 
her eyes sparkling with excitement. She splashed and played, her laughter 
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echoing through the air.

Rose and Daisy watched her, their hearts swelling with love and pride. They were 
so grateful for this moment, for this chance to connect with Ruthie and create 
some precious memories.

After a while, they called Ruthie back to the blanket, where they spread out their 
picnic feast. There were sandwiches, salads, fruits, and, of course, plenty of 
chocolate.

They ate their lunch slowly, savoring each bite, talking, laughing, and sharing 
stories. Ruthie regaled them with tales of her adventures, her eyes shining with 
enthusiasm.

After lunch, they decided to go for a swim. They changed into their swimsuits and 
plunged into the cool water. They swam, splashed, and played, their laughter 
mingling with the sound of the waves.

Later that afternoon, as the sun began to set, they gathered on the beach, 
wrapped in towels, watching the sky turn a brilliant shade of orange and pink.

Ruthie snuggled between Rose and Daisy, her head resting on Rose's shoulder. 
She was tired, but she was content. She had never felt so loved, so cherished, so 
happy.

"This was the best day ever," she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude.

Rose and Daisy exchanged a loving glance. They knew that they had given Ruthie 
something special, something that would stay with her forever. They had given her 
their love, their time, and their unwavering support. And that was the greatest gift 
of all.

Shem, his eyes gleaming with pride, puffed out his chest. "We can see everything 
from here, Papa Noah! No one can sneak up on us."

Jacob nodded in agreement. "We can protect everyone!"

Noah ruffled their hair, his heart swelling with affection. "That's my boys," he said, 
his voice filled with pride. "Always thinking about how to help and protect our 
family."
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He gazed out at the panoramic view, his mind racing with possibilities. The boys 
were right – this vantage point offered an unparalleled view of the island, a perfect 
spot to keep watch for potential threats.

"You know," Noah said, turning to the boys, "this treehouse is amazing. But what if 
we built more of these? What if we built them in all the tallest trees, creating a 
network of lookout posts all around the island?"

Shem's eyes widened. "Like guard towers?"

Noah grinned. "Exactly! We could station guards in each tower, and they could 
keep watch day and night, making sure everyone is safe."

Jacob jumped up and down, his face flushed with excitement. "That's a great 
idea, Papa Noah! We could even connect the towers with ropes and zip lines, so 
we could travel between them quickly!"

Noah chuckled, admiring their enthusiasm. "Hold your horses, son," he said. "Let's 
start with the towers first. We can worry about the zip lines later."

He clapped his hands together, his mind already buzzing with plans. "Alright, 
boys," he said. "Let's get to work. We have a lot of trees to climb and a lot of 
towers to build."

Cathy sighed, smoothing out a freshly laundered diaper. "I know, I know. I wouldn't 
trade this life for anything. But sometimes… sometimes I just miss the little things. 
Like disposable diapers, and takeout pizza, and Netflix."

Rose chuckled, placing a comforting hand on Cathy's shoulder. "I understand, sis. 
It's not easy giving up all the modern conveniences. But we're doing this for a 
reason. We're creating a better world for our children, a world free from the toxic 
influences of society."

She paused, her gaze sweeping over the bustling communal area. "And look at 
what we've built," she continued, her voice filled with pride. "We have our own 
community, our own support system, our own way of life. We're self-sufficient, 
we're independent, and we're free."

Cathy nodded slowly, her face softening slightly. "You're right," she said. "It's 
just… sometimes it's hard to see the bigger picture when you're knee-deep in 
diapers."
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Rose laughed, squeezing Cathy's shoulder gently. "I know the feeling," she said. 
"But that's why we're all in this together. We can lean on each other, support each 
other, and help each other through the tough times."

She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "You know what, Cathy? I think 
you're due for a break. You've been working so hard lately, taking care of the 
toddlers, helping with the babies… you deserve some time to relax and recharge."

Cathy looked surprised. "But… who would take care of the children?"

Rose smiled. "That's what the rest of us are here for," she said. "We'll take care of 
everything. You just focus on yourself. Go to the beach, get a massage, read a 
book… do whatever makes you happy."

Cathy hesitated for a moment, then nodded slowly. "Okay," she said, her voice 
filled with gratitude. "Okay, I'll do it. But only if you promise to take a break too."

Rose laughed, hugging Cathy tightly. "Deal," she said. "We all need to take care of 
ourselves, Cathy. We can't pour from an empty cup."

Rose, watching Cathy walk away, felt a pang of guilt. She knew that she was 
asking a lot of her sisters, demanding that they sacrifice their own desires for the 
good of the community. But she truly believed that their way of life was the only 
way to protect their children, to preserve their unique abilities, to create a better 
future.

The hurricane had been a stark reminder of the fragility of society, of the chaos 
and desperation that can erupt when the comforts of modern life are stripped 
away. Rose was determined to ensure that their community would never be 
vulnerable to such a collapse.

That's why she insisted on self-sufficiency, on simple living, on a rejection of 
consumerism and materialism. She wanted to create a community that was 
resilient, adaptable, and independent, a community that could withstand any 
storm.

She was interrupted by Julia, ''Rose, is everything OK with you?''

Rose looked at her, ''Always planning. Perhaps I need my head examined.''

Julia put her hand on her, '' Perhaps you have been and now you are making sure 
they are executed. However, sometimes you need to think it over. Not all of them 
may work as planned. I'll take care of you like our babies.''
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Rose chuckled, ruffling Ruthie's hair. "That's the spirit," she said. "Besides, you're 
getting to be a big girl now. It's time you learned how to take care of the little 
ones."

Ruthie sighed, but her frown softened slightly. "Okay," she said. "I'll help. But can 
you at least show me how to do it properly?"

Rose smiled. "Of course," she said. "That's what I'm here for."

She began to demonstrate the proper way to fold a cloth diaper, explaining the 
importance of hygiene and comfort. Ruthie listened intently, her eyes wide with 
concentration.

"It's not as bad as it looks," Rose said, her voice encouraging. "Once you get the 
hang of it, it becomes second nature."

Ruthie nodded slowly, taking a diaper from Rose and attempting to fold it herself. 
Her first attempt was clumsy, but with Rose's guidance, she quickly began to 
improve.

"See?" Rose said, her voice filled with pride. "You're a natural."

Ruthie grinned, feeling a sense of accomplishment. "Thanks, Auntie Rose," she 
said. "I think I'm starting to get the hang of it."

As they continued to fold diapers, Rose shared stories about her own childhood, 
about the challenges and joys of growing up in their unique community. She spoke 
to Ruthie about the importance of family, of love, and of service to others.

"Life is a journey, Ruthie," Rose said, her voice soft and wise. "It's filled with both 
triumphs and trials. But the most important thing is to never stop learning, never 
stop growing, and never stop loving."

Ruthie listened intently, absorbing Rose's wisdom. She felt a deep connection to 
her aunt, a sense of gratitude for her guidance and support. She knew that she 
was lucky to have such a strong and loving role model in her life.

As they finished folding the diapers, Ruthie turned to Rose, her eyes shining with 
curiosity. "What else will I need to learn?" she asked.

Rose smiled, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Everything," she said. "Life is 
nothing but teachable moments. From cooking and cleaning to gardening and 
building, there's always something new to discover. And I'm here to teach you 
everything I know."
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She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "But more importantly," she 
continued, her voice filled with sincerity, "I'm here to help you discover your own 
passions, your own talents, your own unique gifts. I want you to become the best 
version of yourself, to live a life filled with purpose and meaning."

Ruthie smiled warmly, her heart swelling with gratitude. She knew that she had a 
long journey ahead of her, but she also knew that she was not alone. She had her 
family, her community, and her own unwavering determination to guide her. And 
with their help, she knew that she could achieve anything she set her mind to.

Ruthie frowned, her eyes darting around the nursery, taking in the sight of the 
sleeping infants. "But… why?" she asked again, her voice filled with genuine 
curiosity. "Why do women choose to have children? It seems like so much work, 
so much responsibility."

Rose chuckled, gently wiping a baby's face with a soft cloth. "It is a lot of work, a 
lot of responsibility," she said, her voice honest. "But it's also the most rewarding 
thing in the world."

She paused, her gaze softening as she looked at the sleeping babies. "There's 
nothing quite like the love you feel for your child," she continued, her voice filled 
with warmth. "It's a love that's unconditional, a love that's fierce, a love that's 
eternal."

She turned to Ruthie, her eyes locking with hers. "But it's not just about love," she 
said, her voice firm. "It's also about legacy. It's about passing on your values, your 
knowledge, your traditions to the next generation."

She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "Our family is unique, Ruthie," 
she continued, her voice filled with conviction. "We have special abilities, special 
gifts that need to be preserved. And the only way to do that is to have children, to 
pass those abilities and gifts on to future generations."

Ruthie nodded slowly, her brow furrowed in concentration. "So… it's our duty?" 
she asked, her voice hesitant.

Rose smiled softly. "It's not a duty, Ruthie," she said. "It's a choice. You have the 
right to choose whether or not you want to have children. It's your body, your life, 
your decision."

She paused, a mischievous glint entering her eyes. "But," she added, her voice 
playful, "I would prefer it if you did choose to have children. Our family always 
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needs to grow, to evolve, to become stronger."

She squeezed Ruthie's hand gently. "But whatever you decide, I'll support you," 
she said, her voice filled with sincerity. "I'll love you, and I'll be there for you, no 
matter what."

Ruthie smiled, her heart swelling with gratitude. She knew that Rose was telling 
the truth. She was free to choose her own path, to make her own decisions. But 
she also knew that Rose would always be there for her, offering her guidance, her 
support, and her unwavering love.

As they continued their work in the nursery, Ruthie couldn't help but think about 
what Rose had said. About love, about legacy, about the future of their family. It 
was a lot to take in, a lot to consider. But she knew that, whatever she decided, 
she would always be a part of this extraordinary community, this family of strong, 
independent, and loving women.

Ruthie shivered as she padded across the cold floor towards the bathroom. The 
moon cast long, eerie shadows across her room, making the familiar space seem 
unfamiliar and unsettling.

As she relieved herself, she couldn't shake the feeling that the dream was more 
than just a dream. It had been so vivid, so real, that it felt like a memory, a glimpse 
into a future that was already unfolding.

She looked at herself in the mirror, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and 
fascination. Was she destined to become a mother? Was that the path that was 
laid out for her?

She washed her face, splashing cold water on her skin, trying to clear her mind. 
But the image of herself holding a baby, cradling it close to her chest, refused to 
fade.

She stumbled back to bed, pulling the covers tight around her. She couldn't shake 
the feeling that something had changed, that she was no longer the same person 
she had been before she went to sleep.

As she drifted back to sleep, the dream returned, more vivid and intense than 
before. She saw herself surrounded by children, laughing, playing, and loving. She 
felt a deep connection to them, a sense of belonging she had never experienced 
before.
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She woke up again with a gasp, her heart pounding in her chest. She was 
sweating, her body trembling. She couldn't tell if it was real or not. It was there. It 
was vivid. Was Rose right about her "abilities?"

Something was wrong.

She knew she couldn't go back to sleep. She had to talk to someone, to make 
sense of what was happening to her.

She slipped out of bed, her bare feet silent on the floor. She made her way to 
Rose's room, her hand trembling as she knocked softly on the door.

Rose, ever alert, opened the door almost immediately, her eyes filled with 
concern. "Ruthie, what's wrong?" she asked, her voice gentle.

Ruthie burst into tears, her body shaking with sobs. "I… I don't know," she 
stammered, her voice barely audible. "I had a dream, and… and it felt so real. Like 
it was actually happening."

Rose pulled her into a warm embrace, her touch comforting. "Come in, dear," she 
said, her voice soothing. "Tell me everything."

Ruthie followed Rose into her room, collapsing onto the bed, her body still shaking. 
She told Rose about the dream, about the babies, about the feeling of connection, 
about the overwhelming sense that something had changed.

Rose listened intently, her face growing more serious with each passing word. 
When Ruthie had finished, Rose took a deep breath, her eyes filled with wisdom.

"I think," Rose said, her voice soft, "that you're starting to awaken your abilities, 
child. The dreams… they were not just random visions. You were given a glimpse 
into what will come to pass."

Rose nodded slowly, respecting Ruthie's need for space. "Of course, dear," she 
said, her voice gentle. "Just know that I'm here for you, whenever you need me."

Ruthie managed a weak smile. "Thanks, Auntie Rose," she said. "I know."

She stood up, her body still trembling slightly, and made her way back to her 
room. As she closed the door behind her, she couldn't help but wonder what the 
future held. What did it mean to awaken her abilities? What was she supposed to 
do with this newfound power?
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She crawled back into bed, pulling the covers tight around her. She tried to clear 
her mind, to focus on something else, but the images from the dream kept 
flooding back.

She tossed and turned, unable to find a comfortable position. She felt restless, 
agitated, and overwhelmed. She knew that she needed to do something, to take 
some kind of action, but she didn't know what.

Finally, she sat up in bed, her eyes filled with determination. She knew that she 
couldn't stay here, hiding in her room, letting fear and confusion consume her. 
She had to face her destiny, to embrace her abilities, to become the woman she 
was meant to be.

She got out of bed, her bare feet silent on the floor. She walked over to her vanity, 
her hand trembling as she reached for her journal. She opened it to a blank page, 
took a deep breath, and began to write.

She wrote about her dream, about her fears, about her hopes. She wrote about 
her family, about her community, about the extraordinary life she had been given.

As she wrote, she began to feel a sense of clarity, a sense of purpose. She 
realized that she was not alone. She had her family, her friends, and her own inner 
strength to guide her.

She wrote until the first rays of dawn began to peek through her window. By the 
time she had finished, she felt like a new person. She was still scared, still 
uncertain, but she was also filled with a newfound sense of hope and 
determination.

She closed her journal, her heart swelling with gratitude. She knew that the 
journey ahead would be long and challenging, but she was ready to face it, head-
on, with courage, compassion, and unwavering faith.

She knew she could reach out to her mother too, perhaps Daisy, and she’ll visit 
her.

Rose pulled back, her eyes filled with concern. "You sensed something, didn't 
you?" she asked, her voice soft. "Something about Daisy, Beth, and Lily?"

Ruthie nodded slowly, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and fascination. "I… I 
think so," she stammered, her voice barely audible. "I think I know why they didn't 
get pregnant."
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Rose took Ruthie's hands in hers, her grip firm and reassuring. "Tell me 
everything, dear," she said. "Don't be afraid."

Ruthie took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. "I… I don't know how to 
explain it," she said, her voice trembling. "But I saw something, felt something… 
like there was something wrong with the donors. Something the AI models 
missed."

Rose's eyes widened. "What do you mean, wrong?" she asked, her voice filled 
with urgency.

Ruthie shook her head, her brow furrowed in concentration. "I don't know exactly," 
she said. "But it was like… their bodies were rejecting the donors. Like there was a 
genetic incompatibility that we didn't know about."

Rose's mind raced, trying to make sense of what Ruthie was saying. She had 
trusted the AI models implicitly, relying on their sophisticated algorithms to identify 
the most suitable donors. Had she made a mistake? Had she overlooked 
something crucial?

"Are you sure, Ruthie?" she asked, her voice filled with doubt. "Are you sure you're 
not just imagining things?"

Ruthie looked up at her, her eyes filled with conviction. "I'm sure, Auntie Rose," 
she said. "I felt it. I saw it. There was something wrong."

Rose sighed, rubbing her temples wearily. "This is… troubling," she said, her voice 
filled with concern. "If Ruthie is right, then the AI models aren't as reliable as we 
thought."

"This could have dire consequences," she said, her voice filled with a new sense 
of urgency. "We need to re-evaluate everything. We need to find out what the AI 
models missed and ensure that it doesn't happen again."

Rose stared at the glowing screen, her eyes scanning the complex data with laser 
focus. Ruthie stood beside her, her presence a comforting reminder of the 
extraordinary abilities that lay dormant within their family.

"It's here," Ruthie whispered, pointing to a series of numbers and symbols that 
seemed to vibrate with a faint energy. "I can feel it. It's subtle, but it's definitely 
there."
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Rose zoomed in on the highlighted area, her brow furrowing in concentration. She 
ran a new series of tests, adjusting the parameters, tweaking the algorithms. And 
then, she saw it. A tiny anomaly, a minute deviation from the norm, a genetic 
marker that had been previously overlooked.

It was a recessive gene, one that only manifested when paired with a similar gene 
from the female partner. The AI models had been programmed to identify 
dominant genetic disorders, but they had failed to detect this subtle imperfection.

"Damn it," Rose muttered, her voice filled with frustration. "We were so close. How 
could we have missed this?"

She turned to Ruthie, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and admiration. 
"You saved us, dear," she said, her voice filled with sincerity. "You saw what we 
couldn't see. You protected our family from a potential disaster."

Ruthie smiled shyly. "I just wanted to help," she said, her voice soft.

Rose squeezed her hand gently. "You did more than help," she said. "You showed 
us the true power of our abilities. You reminded us that we are not just ordinary 
people, but something more. Something extraordinary."

With newfound determination, Rose began to reprogram the AI models, 
incorporating the new genetic marker into their search algorithms. She also 
decided to implement a new layer of screening, utilizing the women's own intuitive 
abilities to identify potential mismatches.

"From now on," she announced, her voice filled with conviction, "every donor will 
be subject to both scientific analysis and intuitive assessment. We will trust our 
science, but we will also trust our instincts. We will leave no stone unturned in our 
quest to create the perfect family."

Julia nodded, her face grim. "I'll run the tests immediately," she said. "We need to 
know for sure if this is a widespread issue, or just an isolated incident."

As Julia gathered the samples, Rose turned to Ruthie, her eyes filled with concern. 
"Are you alright, dear?" she asked. "This must be a lot to take in."

Ruthie nodded slowly. "I'm okay," she said. "Just… worried about Daisy, Beth, and 
Lily. I want them to be happy."

Rose smiled softly. "They will be, dear," she said. "We'll make sure of it. We'll find 
the perfect donors for them, and they'll have the families they've always dreamed 
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of."

She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "You know," she said, "this could 
be an opportunity. A chance for Daisy, Beth, and Lily to explore other options, to 
consider different paths to motherhood. Maybe they'd like to adopt, or foster. 
Maybe they'd like to focus on other aspects of their lives, their careers, their 
passions."

"It's important to remember that there's more than one way to build a family," she 
continued, her voice filled with sincerity. "And whatever they choose, we'll 
support them every step of the way."

As Julia returned with the results, Rose took a deep breath, preparing herself for 
whatever news they might bring. "Alright," she said, her voice steady. "Let's see 
what we've got."

Julia handed Rose the lab reports, her face etched with a mixture of relief and 
concern. "The good news is," Julia said, "that Ginger and Cynda are perfectly 
healthy. There's no sign of the genetic marker in their donor samples."

Rose sighed with relief. "That's a relief," she said. "At least we know the existing 
pregnancies are safe."

But then, Julia's face darkened. "The bad news is," she continued, "that the 
genetic marker is present in the donor samples for Daisy, Beth, and Lily. It seems 
Ruthie was right. Their bodies were rejecting the donors because of this subtle 
imperfection."

Rose nodded slowly, her heart heavy with sadness. "I was hoping it wouldn't be 
true," she said. "But at least we know now. At least we can do something about it."

She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the challenges ahead. "Alright," she 
said, her voice filled with determination. "Let's get to work. We have donors to 
find, families to build, and a future to create."

Cathy let out a playful sigh of relief. "Good," she said, her hand protectively resting 
on her growing belly. "Because I am not giving these babies back."

Samantha chuckled, squeezing Cathy's hand. "Me neither," she said. "We're 
already obsessed."

Rose smiled warmly, her heart swelling with affection. "You two are going to be 
amazing mothers," she said. "I can already feel the love you have for those little 
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ones."

She turned to Ruthie, her eyes filled with pride. "See, dear?" she said. "Life is full 
of both challenges and joys. It's important to embrace them both, to learn from 
them, and to never stop growing."

Ruthie nodded slowly, her heart swelling with gratitude. She realized that she was 
surrounded by strong, intelligent, and loving women who were always there to 
support her, to guide her, and to help her become the best version of herself.

"Thanks, Auntie Rose," she said, her voice filled with sincerity. "I'm learning so 
much from all of you."

As Cathy and Samantha began to share details about their latest pregnancy 
cravings, Rose turned her attention back to the computer screen, her mind already 
racing with plans.

"Alright," she said, her voice filled with determination. "Let's find those perfect 
donors for Daisy, Beth, and Lily. We have families to build, and nothing's going to 
stop us."

Cathy laughed, playfully bumping her belly against Samantha's. "I guess I'm just a 
good incubator," she said, her voice filled with amusement.

Samantha rolled her eyes, but her smile betrayed her affection. "You're more than 
just a good incubator," she said, squeezing Cathy's hand. "You're going to be an 
amazing mother."

Rose watched them, her heart swelling with love. It was moments like these that 
made all the sacrifices worthwhile, that reminded her why she had chosen this 
path.

She turned to Ruthie, her eyes filled with wisdom. "See, dear?" she said. "Life is 
full of surprises. You never know what you're going to learn, what you're going to 
experience. But it's important to embrace it all, to be open to new possibilities, and 
to never stop growing."

The weekly trip to the river had become a sacred ritual, a time for the pregnant 
women to connect with nature, with each other, and with the growing lives within 
them. They looked forward to it with anticipation, eagerly awaiting the chance to 
escape the confines of the compound and immerse themselves in the cool, 
flowing water.
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As they prepared for their journey, there was a palpable sense of excitement in the 
air. They packed their bags with towels, sunscreen, and snacks, their laughter and 
chatter echoing through the corridors.

When they arrived at the river, they immediately stripped off their clothes, reveling 
in the feeling of freedom and liberation. They waded into the water, their bodies 
swaying gently in the current, their laughter mingling with the sound of the flowing 
water.

They splashed and played, their bellies bobbing like buoys, their faces radiant with 
joy. They shared stories, offered advice, and provided support, their bond 
deepening with each passing moment.

They massaged each other's aching backs, soothed each other's swollen feet, 
and shared tips for managing morning sickness and fatigue. They celebrated each 
other's milestones, cheered each other's accomplishments, and offered comfort 
during moments of doubt.

As the sun began to set, casting a golden glow over the river, they gathered on the 
riverbank, their bodies refreshed, their spirits renewed. They shared a simple meal 
of fruits, vegetables, and their conversation flowing as easily as the water.

They spoke of their hopes and dreams for their children, their fears and anxieties 
about motherhood, and their unwavering commitment to creating a better world 
for their families.

Ruthie sobbed harder, burying her face in Rose's shoulder. "It's so scary," she 
whispered, her voice thick with emotion. "I don't know what to do."

Rose held her tighter, stroking her hair gently. "It's okay to be scared," she said, 
her voice soothing. "It's a big change, a new beginning. But you're not alone. 
We're all here for you."

She gently pulled Ruthie back, her eyes searching hers. "Do you know what's 
happening, dear?" she asked.

Ruthie nodded, her face flushed with embarrassment. "I think so," she said. "I 
think I got my… my period."

Rose smiled softly. "That's right," she said. "You're becoming a woman, Ruthie. 
It's a beautiful thing, a natural thing. There's nothing to be ashamed of."
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She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "Do you need anything, dear?" 
she asked. "Do you need some pads, some pain relief, a warm bath?"

Ruthie shook her head. "I don't know," she said. "I just… I don't feel good."

Rose nodded, understanding etching on her face. "I know," she said. "It can be 
uncomfortable at first. But it will get better, I promise. Just give it some time."

She helped Ruthie up from the bidet, leading her to the bed. She sat beside her, 
taking her hand in hers. "Tell me what hurts, dear," she said. "Where do you feel 
the pain?"

Ruthie pointed to her stomach, her brow furrowed in discomfort. "It's just… 
cramping," she said. "And I feel… bloated."

Rose nodded. "Those are common symptoms," she said. "But there are things you 
can do to ease the pain. We can give you a heating pad, make you some 
chamomile tea, or even give you a gentle massage."

Rose chuckled softly, "Well, not every 28 days, thank goodness. There are ways 
to manage it, to lessen the discomfort. And you'll find what works best for you, 
dear. It's all about listening to your body, and knowing what it needs."

She paused, a wistful expression crossing her face. "And yes, Ruthie, conception 
is a beautiful thing," she said, her voice filled with warmth. "It's a miracle, a 
testament to the power of life and love."

She turned to Ruthie, her eyes locking with hers. "But it's not the only beautiful 
thing," she said, her voice filled with conviction. "There are so many other 
wonders in this world, so many other ways to find joy and fulfillment."

She paused, a thoughtful expression on her face. "It's important to remember that 
you don't have to define yourself by your ability to conceive," she continued, her 
voice filled with sincerity. "You are so much more than that, Ruthie. You are 
intelligent, compassionate, and strong. You have so much to offer the world, 
whether you choose to have children or not."

Ruthie nodded slowly, her heart swelling with gratitude. She realized that Rose 
was not just offering her comfort, but also empowerment. She was reminding her 
that she had the power to choose her own path, to define her own destiny.

"Thanks, Auntie Rose," she said, her voice filled with sincerity. "I needed to hear 
that."
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Rose smiled warmly, squeezing Ruthie's hand gently. "You're welcome, dear," she 
said. "Just remember that I'm always here for you, no matter what. You can always 
come to me with your fears, your doubts, and your dreams."

She stood up from the bed, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "And now," she said, 
her voice playful, "let's go get that chocolate. I have a feeling we both could use a 
little sweetness right now."

Rose nodded thoughtfully, popping a chocolate into her own mouth. "That's a 
good point, Ruthie," she said, her voice filled with sincerity. "It's important to be 
mindful of what we put into our bodies, both physically and emotionally."

She paused, a wistful expression crossing her face. "I often wish I had learned 
these lessons earlier in life," she continued, her voice filled with regret. "I wasted 
so many years indulging in unhealthy habits, both physically and emotionally. I 
allowed my addictions to control me, to rob me of my potential."

She turned to Ruthie, her eyes locking with hers. "That's why I'm so determined to 
guide you, to help you avoid the mistakes I made," she said, her voice filled with 
passion. "I want you to live a life filled with health, happiness, and fulfillment. And 
that starts with taking care of yourself, both inside and out."

Ruthie nodded slowly, her heart swelling with gratitude. She realized that Rose 
was not just offering her advice, but also her vulnerability. She was sharing her 
own struggles, her own regrets, in the hopes of helping Ruthie avoid the same 
pitfalls.

"Thanks, Auntie Rose," she said, her voice filled with sincerity. "I really appreciate 
you sharing that with me."

Rose smiled warmly, squeezing Ruthie's hand gently. "You're welcome, dear," she 
said. "Just remember that I'm always here for you, no matter what. You can always 
come to me with your fears, your doubts, and your dreams."

She stood up from the bed, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "And now," she said, 
her voice playful, "let's get back to those diapers. I have a feeling we're going to 
need them."

As they left the room, Ruthie couldn't help but smile. She realized that she was 
incredibly lucky to have Rose as her guide, her mentor, and her friend. She knew 
that, with Rose's help, she could overcome any challenge, achieve any goal, and 
become the woman she was meant to be.

The Next Generation 24



The Next Generation 25


