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Cytophylaxis sucked in the last of the gas spurting out from
the end of the machine his father had willed him. Sister
Sixteen had gotten the Cadillac and he this strange device
and lifetime supply of drugs, he joked to his wife Marissa,
who wasn’t listening, who was having a stroke of her own
from indulging on the pipe’s fumes �rst.

Cytophylaxis was a writer of some renown, having just
completed a magnum opus of auto�ction based on his little
sister, Sixteen Smith-Müller, heir to the great Müller fortune
after secretly murdering her husband with an ax. The book,
Duo Praxis, was also a bestseller. He was certainly at “the
top of his game.”

Cytophylaxis visited his younger sibling at her country
home in Germany as she toiled away on the great and
famous car, which she still owed him a small fortune for
shipping the automobile overseas.
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Cytophylaxis returned to his wife Marissa rejuvenated, ready
to give up sucking on the fumes from his father’s machine.
But she had other ideas.

In the time he was away, she’d sealed o� the distribution
pipe and thrown out all of the fuel. She had reengineered
the machine to be something else. It wasn’t quite a sex
device but a device that made sex sexless and she said, not
only that, but the machine could give birth to tiny machines
if those who controlled it worked together correctly.

Cytophylaxis didn’t quite understand. And, worse, he
didn’t know if this was something he was going to be able to
write about. He was stunned to see what his wife had done
in person, but he felt compelled to touch the new machine.
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What happened next, startled both of them. A dog with red
eyes emerged from the machine. It made its way to a beach
and multiplied. It started to dig up ancient bowls.

Cytophylaxis and Marissa felt compelled to make quinoa
salad and fed each dog from the bowls. They all instantly
died.

They had to start from scratch. And so they returned to the
machine.
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Cytophylaxis and Sixteen were immediately back in
Germany. They struggled to come to terms with the
revelation and they worried what duplicity had been set in
action and when and by whom? Was it their father all along?

The red Cadillac glistened in the German sunset as they
contemplated their next move.
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Cytophylaxis and Sixteen were �ooded with emotions as the
memory of their eight children rushed back. The four sets of
twins had actually been harnessed from Cytophylaxis’s
mouth and teeth via father’s machine.

The true purpose of the machine was singular and the dogs
on the beach had been Adolph Müller’s and it wasn’t the
quinoa salad that had killed him but the very meat of the
man. But they needed to die so the Smith kids could live.

A quadrant of helicopters, each piloted by two of the
children �lled the sky above them: Oneg & Opos,
Aneg & Apos, Bneg & Bpos, Abneg & Abpos.
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“NO, APOS. NO.”
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Via the helicopter radio system, the dog children consulted
Abneg & Abpos, the wisest of the twin sets.
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And so that’s what they did.

Cytophylaxis and Sixteen embarked on a journey in the �xed
Cadillac and immediately were in a horrible car wreck.

They were split into �ve parts each: an even ten together.

But together they taught their odd pieces how to write as
one. And, in time, they were producing works at an amazing
speed.

By the end of it, every spot on the New York Times bestseller
list was occupied by a Smith.

And the dogs on the beach, who never learned to read or
write, were happy just the same.

They took o� their gas masks and breathed in the very same
drug Cytophylaxis and Sixteen’s father had provided for the
machine:
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