


Catherine


There I was sitting with my handsome black husband eating dinner in a fancy Italian restaurant in the Gaslamp Quarter of San Diego. I was listening to his Planning Commissions' proposal on the “City of Villages” project.  After three years of marriage Grey had become more distinguished.  When he wore glasses, a logical frame draped his intelligence.  I asked Grey on several occasions through the years to watch his diet and work out.  If it was not for him returning to college to finish his Master’s Degree I do not think he would have ever joined the fitness center on campus.  I think the pressure of being thirty-nine years old, and frequently surrounded by younger women, made him self-conscious.


The only real excitement for me was the tall lady in red, across the way, sitting at the dark cherry wood and brass trim bar.  The moment she looked at me, naughty little thoughts danced around in my head.  She was slimly fit, with freckled pale skin and gorgeous red hair.  She looked to be in her mid-twenties and wore a sleek red dress with black fishnet stockings.  Her long legs circled down around the wooden barstool like the stripe on a candy cane, which really did it for me.  Her eyes looked at mine with wild intent as she stirred her drink.


I started to get moist between my legs; it was hard to tell if it was caused by the sheer pantyhose I wore or if it came from my dirty thoughts.  I squirmed in my seat, uncrossing my legs to adjust my thong a little because what was once moist had became wet and was running down between my thighs.

That is when I saw her stand up from the bar and start walking in my direction.  She seductively grinned when passing our table on her way towards the restrooms; she looked back at me invitingly as she elegantly made her way through the busy place.  I soon found myself telling my husband I had to go to the ladies room and was off in the same direction.  I just wanted to say hello or to give her a way of contacting me.  I was not expecting what happened.

When I entered the women's restroom the lights were off.  I started to ask if anyone was in there when a hand grabbed my arm and yanked me into the darkness.  Whoever it was twisted me around, placing their arm around my stomach, holding my back pressed up against them while placing a hand over my mouth.  I drew a deep breath to scream, but their hand was there before I could do anything.

I felt warm air and skin brush the right side of my face as her voice said, “I'm going to DO YOU in one of those stalls over there.”


A scent of Shalimar perfume lingered in the air, the hand around my mouth was soft, and I could feel small but firm breasts pressing against my back.  I signaled yes by moving my head up and down. 


She marched me straight back into the farthest stall.  Her arm around my stomach had moved down to between my legs.  Her hand pulled up my skirt aggressively.  The hand around my mouth moved to my left breast squeezing it lustfully.  As soon as we entered the stall the bathroom lights came back on and we could hear other women enter the restroom. 

She wasted no time, bending me forward, leaning me over to brace the cold pipes of the toilet.  I guess she did not want me to look at her because when I tried to turn my head she would pull my hair and yank my head forward again.


She bent down behind me, lifting my red & black Catholic plaid skirt over my bottom.  I felt her mouth press against my hose where I was tingling and her teeth nibbled there.  I heard a snapping sound while feeling my hose rip and I quickly realized she had made a hole.  Her hands found their way to the hole, where she gripped the hose and in one swift motion, tore the hose wide open.   When she ripped them it echoed in the restroom.

She tore my thong off me and I felt them pinch me as they snapped off around my thigh.  I felt her tongue plunge into me feverishly.  Her lips paid special attention to my pleasure while her hands fondled my breasts.  I found myself biting my arm to stop from moaning aloud in ecstasy.  I bent my head down towards the toilet moving my rear up more to give her better access. My hips gyrated; I just could not help myself.  My teeth bit into my arm more as I began to taste blood. 

Bending over allowed me to see between my legs so I watched her hand play with herself as she knelt on her knees tasting my pleasure from behind.  Her red dress was hoisted up over her hips and her stockings were thigh high.  Her glistening fingers moved in a circular motion over her shaven vagina.  My orgasm was swelling up in me with my embarrassment because I was a squirter who was about to soak her with a whale of a gush.  I started to tell her, but I could hear others in the restroom.  God, I did not want anyone to hear us. 

I climaxed so hard that I trembled and my knees got weak.  I gushed for what seemed a long time but she continued to work through it.  A moan seeped out from between my teeth and my arm.  I heard her moan in pleasure as she moved her mouth up above my wet spot to ream me, forcing her tongue in and out of my bottom.  This action took me to the next level and I could feel myself about to orgasm again.  She plunged fingers inside of me as her tongue continued its anal venture.  I came again; shocked to feel her mouth create a seal with my bottom, forcing fluid like an enema into it.  She had caught all of my juices in her mouth when I squirted, saving it for my bottom when I climaxed again. The feeling was pure ecstasy.

There I was with my hair a mess, a breast hanging out of my bra, and juices trickling down.  I heard our stall door open and close quickly.  I stood up slowly, still woozy from two orgasms in a row. I turned around, but she was gone.  I quickly straightened myself out while opening the door to the stall.  There were five women looking at me.  A couple whispered, a couple stared, and one stood frozen.  I kept wondering am I so predictable?  Is it so obvious I seek the impulsive pleasures of women?
Grey


Talking about work wasn’t making any sense to Cat and I knew it.  I was so nervous about what happened earlier.  I was trying to figure out a way of telling her what happened today.  I felt guilty about keeping secrets from her.  No matter how hard I tried to make it seem like everything was normal I knew she would be able to tell something was up.  She barely paid attention to me at dinner; rarely looking in my direction.  I think she just wanted to get through dinner and go back home.  She wasn’t interested in my job because our careers were too different.


Physical fitness was Cat’s thing.  She had worked long, hard hours to be the physical trainer every athlete in the city talked about.  She worked even harder on her body.  Even at twenty-nine years old I still couldn’t find a stretch mark anywhere.  Her perky B-cup breasts look like they’re paid for, but they weren’t.  She only wore white thong underwear; she had a talent for keeping them clean.  My wife’s lovely long black hair highlighted the cleanest and fittest woman I’ve ever known.


I worked hard to be the type of husband Cat would appreciate, but working out all the time wasn’t my forté.  I didn’t like “eating right” because it took too much spice out of life.  I felt old, so the more spice I could get the better.  In the past I tried to explain to her how I needed more fire in our relationship.  Now, I can’t figure out if I’m a hypochondriac or nymphomaniac.  I feel like I’m losing control of my sexuality.  My appetite for pleasure increased with my willingness to explore different things.  At the beginning of our marriage everything was so simple.  Whenever I wasn’t recuperating from the sexual Olympics with Cat I just jacked-off.


Then a year of marriage went by and things quickly cooled off between us.  We both got busier at work.  We each began getting home later and later.  So we got a brand new computer with all the updated gadgets to do some of our work at home.  It was supposed to give us more time together, but it did just the opposite.  I used the Web Cam, Video Cam, and DVD Player as sexual aids.  A few 900 numbers later, I was up at three in the morning on work-nights cumming underneath the computer desk.  The phone bill became too expensive to deal with; so I went from the home computer to the seedy gentlemen adult bookstores.


A couple of movie rentals later I found myself cumming thrice a week on the floor in my favorite booth.  Of course, this was before a gay guy managed to interrupt my masturbation matinee by getting past the door lock.  The trouble that followed caused quite a scene.  I think it may have backfired though because afterwards all of the regulars treated me as if I had a fight with my boyfriend.


I changed my gentlemen matinee place, making the R&R adult bookstore my new home.  It had bigger booths and the TVs in the room worked better.  It was a little more upscale than your regular joint, and no one barged in on me.  It was there that I crossed into the pleasure land of no return.  Six months ago I went to the R&R on a dead Tuesday after work.  There was barely anyone else in the place.  I picked out a flick from my favorite amateur video series next to the counter.


“That’ll be twenty dollars,” she said.


“She” had long straight blond hair, huge tits, and was thirty something.  Her clothes fit tighter than Saran Wrap.  


“Can I have booth six?” I asked.


“I’m sorry, but booth six is out of order.  I’ll put you in booth 10—okay?”  She replied.


I was fine with it so, I went back to booth 10.


The moment I crossed the doorway from the front of the R&R to where the booths are in the back, a mysterious horny feeling came over me.  The arousing old motel ambience was created by the staggered doorways to booths, low lights, and wooden floors that creek.  The erotic sensation came from other booths playing their videos and the sounds of sex filling the corridor.  Sometimes I could even hear the occasional moan or gasp from someone who wasn’t on video.


I discovered that booth 10 had the same set-up as booth six.  I felt pretty comfortable doing what I usually do.  I got a thick knit sock out from my coat pocket.  Cum doesn’t soak through those very easily.  I took out my little jar of Vaseline because without it I would chaff from the fury of my masturbation.  I unzipped my jeans, sat back, and fiddled with the buttons on the remote.  That’s when I saw it.  Before the TV came to life, the darkness revealed a red light flashing in the corner.


I zipped my pants back up while moving over to the corner.  With the rented video playing it was a little lighter in the booth.  I could sort of see a little red light flashing from a slit in the wall.  I felt around the booth causing a piece of the dry wall to fall.  There was a hidden compartment within the wall, inside was a video camera.  The red light on it was flashing because the tape in it had finished recording.


“Holy shit!” I blurted.


Thoughts of how many times I had come to the R&R raced in my head.  I was a city employee—if this shit got out I was all caught up!  I grabbed the video camera while opening the door to the booth all pissed-off.  I took the tape out placing it in my coat pocket.  I went back up to the counter with the camera in hand,


“What the fuck is this?” I said.


“Oh my God!” she said.


She quickly walked from behind the counter to the back where the booths were.  Within a few minutes, all kinds of characters hurriedly came rushing out passing me by as they raced out the main door.  Afterwards, she locked the main door and changed the sign in the window from “open” to “closed.”


“What kind of place are you running here?” I furiously exclaimed.


“Look, I don’t want any trouble, please let me explain sir,” she nervously stuttered.


“No, no, no, just give me my money back and give me every tape you have with me on it!”


“Please, I just became the owner of this place; I didn’t put the camera there!”


“Then who did?”


“My father did.  He passed away about a month ago and left me all of his establishments,” she said.


“What?”


“He left me everything, including the headaches.  Right now, I’m legally battling my two brothers, a mother-in-law, and his entire side of the family because he left everything to me.”


I decided to calm down a little to listen to the buxom blonde.


“I’m a CPA who works at a firm in La Jolla.  The only reason I’m here is because I’ve let go of all of the help and I’m currently liquidating what my father had to settle-out some of these legal battles.  This is one of the last stores to close.”


“Look, I just need the tapes with me on it; I don’t need to hear about the drama.”


“Okay, follow me and I’ll show you where the tape most likely is.”


I followed her downstairs into the basement area of the place where I saw other video equipment along with tons of stored adult videos.  I felt like I was in a warehouse.  Boxes, packing material, plus four-wheel dollies were strewn all over.  The basement looked more like a movie studio; it was very well designed.  The umbrellas I’ve seen on TV when they photo-shoot models were set up in what looked to be a filming area with a bed.  Costumes hung on rolling chrome racks throughout the basement.


Behind a false walk-in closet was a tall chrome-plated vault door with a combination lock.


“13-43-3,” she said as she turned the combination knob and pulled down the handle.


She opened the door to reveal a huge room filled with tapes on shelves.  They were in a very orderly fashion against the walls with small racks set in the middle of the room.  


“What is this?” I asked.


“This is the customers of R&R on tape,” she explained.


“What?”


“My father owned twelve stores in San Diego and each one has a room just like this one.”


“Oh my God, do you know how much blackmail is in this room?”


“No pun intended—huh?”


I looked at her smiling while thoughts of the tapes raced through my mind.  I wondered how many people I knew in San Diego were on those tapes.  I wondered if any were members of my family or the women at work I daydream about.


“Why are they all on VHS tapes?”


 “I was told that film has a longer storage life than carbon based discs.  I believe there are microfiche as well as tapes.  It will take me forever to find the tapes you are on, why don’t I just give them all to you.  My dad was a librarian for twenty years before he got into this business.  He had some fancy-dancy way of categorizing his tapes.  He did it on purpose so that no one could just come in here and find anything without searching them all.”


It was the first temptation, but I rapidly realized the type of jeopardy I would be placing myself in.


“No thanks, just give me the ones with me on it.”


“I already told you it would take me forever to find the tapes with you on it.  I’m not even sure if all of your tapes are at this store.  How about I give you all of the tapes from every store my father owned.”


“What?” I asked.  It was the second temptation, but again I resisted.


“Look, maybe we can do each other a favor.  I don’t need any more legal trouble and I’ve been advised by my attorney to get rid of all of this stuff.  It’s only a matter of time before one of my dad’s former employees blows the whistle about all of these videos.  Not to mention, anyone else who might know.  I’ve been busy moving much of the video equipment and tapes to one of my dad’s houses in Oceanside.  By this weekend all of the tapes and equipment will be there.  All of it!  Now, I was going to destroy all of the tapes and sell all of the equipment, but I’ve run into a legal snag.  If you help me with this I’ll give you the house and everything in it.”


“Why?”


“Because the equipment, tapes, and the house are mine to own, but not mine to destroy or sell.  Are you interested?”


It was the third temptation that made me fall from grace.


“Sure, I’m interested, who wouldn’t be interested in a free Southern California house?”


She grabbed a couple of the videotapes from a rack handing them to me with an attorney’s card.


“Call my attorney tomorrow and we will make the necessary arrangements.  Until then keep these tapes as collateral.”


“I don’t understand what kind of legal snag you’re referring to.”


After we were walking back upstairs she said, “My dad owned a video city.  My attorney will explain to you what it is and how everything works.”


I left the R&R with three tapes while the term video city was swirling in my head.  I couldn’t wait to watch the videos sometime when I was alone, but I was worried about dealing with an attorney.  I had little choice because I needed to get all of the tapes with me on them.  It’s six months later and everything that could possibly go wrong has.

Cat: The Abduction


When I came back to the table I could feel the blood pumping through my heart.  My sweaty palms left a foggy residue of perspiration on my glass of water.  The glass trembled in my hands as I brought it to my lips because I was filled with a guilty nervousness.  But I wasn’t ashamed of what I had done.  I lived for the feeling of forbidden pleasures including the prospect of possibly being caught.  Only then did I feel truly alive; there was no greater rush.


“What were you doing in the bathroom?” Grey said.


“I used it,” I sarcastically responded.


“Oh, well while you were in there, some cop came to the table.”


“What, a police officer?”


“Yeah, she hit on me.”


“Oh really,” I said rolling my eyes to the ceiling.  “What did she look like?”


“She had C-tits, long legs, nice ass, wavy bright red hair…” he raved.  I smiled while thinking to myself that it takes guts to screw me in the bathroom and afterwards come out and hit on my husband.


“What did she say?” I inquired.


“She said, if I wasn’t married, she would frisk me right here in the restaurant.  Then she flashed her badge at me.”


“She didn’t give you her phone number?”


“No, I told her I was a faithful husband.”


“Sure you did,” I said.  “It seems working out at the gym is picking up your game, Grey.”


I was not jealous of the officer because I wanted women to hit on Grey.  Every woman wants the man every other woman wants, especially if the man is a good man and a wonderful husband.  I could not believe he was never married before I came along.  I recognized how good of a man he was a long time ago.  He just needed a bit of physical fixing up with a better emotional understanding of women.  Some fashion lessons mixed with a couple of health and hygiene solutions, a few tips on what women expect and voilà; the perfect husband!  It’s almost like training a dog, but you have to clean up behind men more.


It was the redhead being a police officer that disturbed me; bringing back memories of the grocery store cashier.  I was just starting to get over what happened six months ago.  Now, the thought of having sex with an officer had triggered forth all of the memories I had worked so hard to forget.  A bad feeling came over me and I began to feel as if meeting the redhead was not coincidence.


“Are you ready to go Cat?”


“Yes.”


Grey paid the waitress and held my hand as we headed for the door of the Cheesecake Factory.  He kissed me with a peck on the lips.


“I love you.”


I smiled as we headed for our car in the bottom of the Horton Plaza Mall parking structure.  I was looking forward to going home and getting ready for bed.  I had been on my feet all day and the sex in the restroom plus the food had made me sluggish.  I was praying Grey would not want to fool around.


While I was waiting for Grey to unlock my side of the car I felt a hard jab on my left side.


“Oomph!”  I said as air rushed out of me from the force of the blow.


I could see Grey’s eyes grow wide as he said, “You!”


An arm reached around my neck and pulled back hard.  I was choking and I could still feel what ever jabbed me pressing into the side of my head.


“Shut up!  Follow me or I’ll kill her right now!” a female voice with a foreign accent ordered.


“Ok…ok,” Grey replied.


She held onto me tightly and kept what I assumed was a gun next to my head.


“Why are you doing this?”  I said.


“Shut up!” she replied.


We ended up next to a run down Chevy van.  It was a throwback from the eighties with fake wood paneling on the side.


“Slowly, reach into my coat pocket and get both sets of handcuffs Grey,” she said.


Grey gave me his “there’s nothing I can do right now” look and he got the handcuffs.


“Cuff her feet together.”


Grey cuffed my ankles.


“Now, cuff her wrists,” she said while shoving me stumbling into my husband.  He caught me and turned me around to put on the handcuffs.


I could see our attacker now.  She was a young Chinese woman.  She had an athletic build and was extremely fit with small breasts.  Long ebony hair sculpted against a smooth beautiful face.  Strong brown eyes revealed an incredible presence and full lips caressed a powerful voice when she spoke.


“Open the van,” she demanded.


She had a gun in each hand now and kept one pointed on each of us.  Grey slid the side of the van door open revealing the redhead from earlier, face down in a pile of black ash all over the orange-carpeted van floor.  I was relieved to know she was dead, because now she could not reveal to Grey my secret.  There were no seats in the back, so I would have to lie alongside her corpse.  Now, there was only the Chinese woman with the guns to worry about.


The smell of burnt flesh filled the cabin of the van giving the inside a psychedelic flare amongst the lava lamps in its carpeted walls.  There was no blood, but the dried husk of what was once a vibrant woman left no doubt of death. 


As I looked at the scene before me I felt a crushing blow against my scalp.


“Oh, fuck!”  I said.


“Get in,” she said.


I crawled into the van next to the dead police officer.  Black ash drifted up into the air as I rustled through it.  Blood began to trickle down my forehead from where she struck me; she slammed the van door shut.  Soon Grey was driving down the expressway with our attacker in the passenger seat aiming one gun at him and keeping one gun on me.  


“Why are you doing this?” Grey said.


“Just drive!” she yelled.


“You’re holding the gun,” Grey said.


“Who are you?” I questioned.


“You know,” she said.


“We will help you; there is no need for this,” Grey exclaimed.


“Tell your wife how we met.”


“What?”


“You heard me!” she shouted while pointing the gun to his head.


“Ok, ok…honey I have something to tell you.”

Grey: The Video City

The semi-automatic in my face wasn’t fun at all.  To make matters worse the tires of the van hit every pot hole in San Diego.  The van hadn’t had a decent pair of shocks in years.  The pot holes made loud bumps whenever we hit one.  Each time I hit one I thought it was the gun firing.  It was time for me to tell Cat what I wanted to tell her at dinner.


I looked back to see Cat lying in a pile of black soot next to the dead police officer.  Cat’s legs and dress were covered with the stuff.  The officer lay motionless face down with her red dress burnt in several places.  Her hair was a mangled mess, but there was no blood anywhere in the van.  Cat seemed unusually calm, but I knew there was more to the woman I married than I imagined.


Cat’s tone was lower in her voice and whenever I looked back at her it seemed her eyes were sort of different.  This was a side of her I had witnessed only once before.  Regardless, the look she gave me was the “I’m going to kick your ass when we get home” look.


“Honey, it all started when…”


I was nervous when the elevator stopped on the 10th floor of the Bank of USA building.  I stepped out into the hallway not knowing what to expect and looked at the business card the buxom blonde had given me: 

Meenakshi Jacob

Attorney at Law Acquisitions & Holdings 450 B Street

Suite 1010

San Diego, CA 92101

I walked towards the hallway doors on the right and eventually found the room.  I knocked on the door, but there was no answer.  I opened the door and cautiously entered into a practically huge bare office space.   The walls were an opaque vanilla color bestowing the aura of an apothecary’s model skull.  The presence of a marble red carpet and big bay windows made the single oak desk in the middle of the room picturesque.  A telephone and computer set-up with some papers strewn on top of the desk gave the office space life.  The bay windows flooded the room with afternoon light and out of them I had a great viewpoint of downtown San Diego.


“Hello?” I said.


There was no answer.  I braved a journey on into the room even though my gut was telling me something was wrong.


“Hello?” I said in case someone might actually hear me in a room with no people.  I looked around a bit, but it didn’t feel right so I turned towards the door to leave when I heard a woman’s voice.


“Can I help you?”


I jumped a bit, startled by the voice coming out of nowhere.  I swung around to see a gorgeous East Indian woman sitting behind the desk, as if she had been there the whole time.  Her lightly curled black hair flowed about her angelic face and her caramel brown eyes seemed to swirl like a tornado.


“Oh, you startled me.  I didn’t see you sitting there.”


She stood up and held her hand out to greet mine.  Her slim figure was professionally fitted into a red Versace business suit.  Her smile was very contagious and her handshake was very strong.  She looked me in the eyes when we talked.


“Grey I presume,” she said with a Boston accent.


“Yeah, I’m looking for a Mrs. Jacob”


“Miss—Jacob.  I am her, but please call me Meenakshi.  Shall we get down to business?”


“What is a video city?”


“Okay, a video city is comprised of a multitude of high tech cameras and microphones in up to thousands of various locations.  This equipment is constantly recording data.”


“Data?”


“Yes, the data is used by the owners of the video city primarily for retrieval, acquisition, and analysis purposes.  The data is then archived.”


“You mean the Intelligence is used for spying and is saved for blackmail.”


“Blackmail?  No pun intended Mr. Wisquer, but we’re not into that kind of business.”


“Look Miss—Jacob, all I want are the recordings with me on them.”


“Good, then just sign here and you’ll become a shareholder in the video city.”


She pushed a stack of papers stapled together across the table and flipped all of the pages up except for the last page where she wanted my signature.


“What’s this?”


“It’s a contract detailing the agreement between you and the other shareholders.  This document gives you the access to the data you require.”


“There must be four hundred pages here!”


“You have about five minutes.”


“Now wait just a God Damn second!”


“No, you wait Grey!  I have your file right here.”


She opened a drawer on her side of the desk and pulled a pile of documents stuffed in green file folders.


“What?”


“You were raised on the south side of Chicago in the Pilsen district.  You were involved in several misdemeanors and minor felonies until you turned eighteen and a Judge Reinholt persuaded you to join the military.  You joined the US Marine Corps as a combat engineer and after four years of service became a Reconnaissance Ranger in the Special Forces division.


“You received an honorable discharge after eight years of service and relocated to Los Angeles where you attended USC.  Six years later you graduated from USC with Honors and a BS in Urban Planning & Real Estate Development.  After some work in LA’s financial district you landed a job with the City Planning department of San Diego.  Three years ago, you met and married your wife who just happens to be an heiress of a notable Italian family.  Shall I go on?”


“Who are you?”


“We are American, Grey.  That is all you need to know.  Your position with the city, your skills, your wife, and her ties are quite attractive to an organization like ours.”


I was drowning and when I looked up I couldn’t see the surface.  I was beyond submersion into the watery depths of life.  I was buried and I could feel heaven and hell fighting in my heart.  The battle they waged caused the veins on the sides of my neck to bulge.  The stress made it difficult for me to hold my pen steady as I signed the contract.


“Now you are the owner of a house in Oceanside, California, about forty-five minutes north of here.  The data and various other technical devices including two satellite stations are housed in the basement.  They are constantly in use.”


“What do you want me to do?”


“Visit the house three times a week.  Watch as much of the data as you want.  You will find it in a series of underground vaults extending from the west side of the basement.  Each form of data has a cryptologic code labeled on its outside.”


“Ok.”


“After a while you’ll be able to locate the data with you on them.”


“You mean after I figure out the code.”


“Yes, the code is a combination of 29 prime numbers and 13 alphabet letters.”


“Why don’t you give me the code?  I’m going to figure it out anyway.”


“Limited insurance.”


“I see.”


“Here are the keys.  The grounds, supplies, and maintenance of the house will be provided.  And Grey, this is very important—if ever you arrive at the house and you see vehicles parked in the driveway…”


“Yeah?”


“You will wait until they leave the premises entirely before you approach or enter.”


“What if someone’s trying to rob the house?”


“We will take care of it.”


It took me a week to get up enough guts to drive to Oceanside.  It was a windy morning and one of the longest drives of my life.  As I headed north up Interstate-5 from San Diego, I couldn’t help but notice the range of mosaic blended grassland and coastal chaparral. The occasional sighting of a red-tailed hawk soaring amongst inland slopes and blue skies gave me a sense of freedom.  I drove to the house running tons of scenarios through my head.  I felt like a little kid about to steal a candy bar from the store and trying not to get caught.


When I was pulling up to the house I saw three black SUVs with tinted windows in the driveway.  I remembered what Meenakshi had said, so I circled around the block and parked not far from the house.  The driveway was a wide black top gradually slanted up away from the curb.  The house was stationed on an acre of land and was about two hundred feet from the main street.  An array of young and old palm trees lined the front yard; this impeded a clear line of sight to the front door.


It was a brick two-story house with Victorian features, which was rare for southern California.  I wondered if the house was brought to Oceanside from somewhere else.


“Excuse me sir,” a woman’s voice said.


I jumped as I swirled my head around to the passenger side window of my car.  My heart was racing when I saw a casually dressed Chinese woman with an ID wallet pressed against the glass of the window.  Her picture was on the top half of the wallet next to the acronym NSA in bold letters.  On the bottom was a badge and I was too nervous to look any further.  I rolled down my passenger window.


“Yeah.,” I stuttered.


“Open the door.”


“Is something wrong, Agent?”


“Let me in—now.”


I unlocked the car doors and she hopped into the passenger seat.  She was wearing blue jeans, black tennis shoes, a black t-shirt, and a turquoise wind-breaker.  She moved her wind blown hair out of her face.  I felt compelled to explain myself before she questioned.


“I didn’t know I parked too close to the house.  I thought that this would be far enough away.”


“You are new, right?”


“Yeah.”


“What is your name?”


“Grey, what’s yours?”


“Rakshasas.”


“Rak-ash-sa?”


“Just call me Fall.”


“How much longer are you guys going to be?  I can come back later.”


“Here they come now.”


“Good, because I can’t spend much time here.  Hey, are all of you women?”


“See you later.”


She got out and walked towards the back of the car.  I looked in my rear view mirror to keep track of her, but she wasn’t there.  I turned around and looked over the car seats.  There was no trace of her.  It was as if she vanished into thin air.  She left as quickly as she arrived.  While I was looking for her the three SUVs in the drive cruised off the lot.  I waited about twenty minutes before I pulled into the drive.


I pulled the house keys out from my pocket and prayed I wouldn’t encounter anyone else in the house.  Once inside I took a look around.  The house had an obviously remodeled eat-in kitchen with maple cabinets, a wolf range, brick floors, and an island plus breakfast bar.  Haiku poetry was engraved in brass plaques set in ornate wooden frames and affixed to walls throughout the house.  Latin poems were written in catalectic verse and African poems were elegiac laments of dactylic prose.  And there were Indonesian poems in anapestic meter.  There were five bedrooms and each was a different design theme.


One of the two downstairs bedrooms had a hospital theme, complete with a hospital bed and stirrups in its center.  The scent of Lysol and other medicinal smells resided in the room.  Various white hues colored the room with mirrors affixed along the peripheral walls, creating a sense of being watched.  The kind of maneuverable light you see in emergency rooms hung overhead.  The other bedroom was designed like an elevator.  Silver metallic walls surrounded a chrome-colored California king sized bed.  A red phone case sat next to the bed with the words “In Case Of Emergency” written on the glass of the case.  A large hatch similar to the one you would find in an actual elevator was centered in the ceiling of the room.  Soft elevator muzak played from speakers in the walls.


The two guest rooms upstairs were bigger than the bedrooms downstairs.  One was designed like the inside of a red sports car.  Two queen sized beds were made to look like reclined brown leather bucket seats.  Each had a stick shift attached to its left side that automatically adjusted the beds and made them turn in circles as if you were on a merry-go-round.  The walls had the motif of red car doors painted on them and outside of the car door windows you could see the skyline view of downtown San Diego.


The other guest room was made up like an athletic locker room.  One of the queen beds looked like a bath tub with a bubbles printed comforter.  A sheer drape resembling a shower curtain surrounded it.  The other looked like a heart-shaped Jacuzzi raised off the floor.  There was a nightstand resembling a deck platform right next to it.  Resting on the platform were nightlights that appeared to be champagne bottles and wines glasses.  Two white recliners looked like toilet seats and their ottoman resembled rolls of toilet paper.  The psychedelic walls had stocked medicine cabinets and bathroom shelves painted on them in all sorts of colors.  The west wall of this room actually had a window with shellac finish on the top portion creating the illusion of looking into a steamy mirror.  I could see the ocean from its hampered opaque view.


  On the door before entering the master bedroom there was the only poem of English origin.  This one was written in iambic pentameter, an excerpt from Christopher Marlowe’s play Doctor Faustus:

“Was this the face that launched a thousand ships,


And burnt the topless towers of Ilium?


Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.”


The exquisite master bedroom was an astonishing sight.  It resembled a mix between a Broadway theatre and a Catholic Church.  A vaulted ceiling with colored glass crowned an oversized bed with blood red comforters and pillows.  The bed sat in the middle of painted rows of red pews on the floor.  The walls were hues of grayish black painted terraces and each terrace chair was actually a television monitor.  At the head of the bed was an elaborate painting of two female angels wrestling amongst the clouds.


The walk-in closets were opened and in them were more television monitors.  At the foot of the bed was a panel of some sort with buttons and switches.  A nightstand made to look like an altar was on the right side of the bed.  I couldn’t resist walking over to the foot of the bed and seeing more.  When I got there I saw a note which read “lie down”.  I slowly sat on the corner of the foot of the bed and things began to happen.


The door to the room slowly shut and the television monitors turned on as the lights in the room dimmed.  A long wide-screen monitor lowered down from the ceiling.  A red button began to flash on the panel.  I pressed the button and a familiar face popped up on the screen and all of the other monitors.  It was the buxom blonde from the R&R.  She was smiling.


“Hello Grey, we have been expecting you.”


I started to say something, but her image kept talking and that’s when I realized it was just a recording.


“I did not get a chance to introduce myself properly when we first met at the R&R.  My name is Tina.  Well, here is the house I promised—neat, huh.  The panel before you operates the archived data.  The panel is similar to a laptop, but has a few more switches and control features.  Use the keypad to enter the archive code of the data you wish to view.  If you want to view data from live feeds follow the instructions after you turn on the red switch.  You have the option of having one data stream relay to the entire network of sub monitors, including the main screen, or you can view up to one hundred different feeds at once.  That’s right, there’s one hundred sub monitors in the walls.  If you see something you like on one of the sub monitors you can switch it to the main screen.  Oh, and one more thing, I put together a couple of things from the archive for your personal enjoyment.  I think you will find the data quite pleasing.  Just hit the gray button—ironic, huh.”


Her image faded off screen and when it did I heard the screen static noise fade down.  The surround sound was state of the art.  The fact Tina didn’t mention anything about a directory didn’t surprise me at all.  Before flipping the gray switch I decided to investigate a little further.  I noticed the lids on all of the toilets were down and I could smell the fragrance of mixed perfumes throughout the house.  There were women’s clothes in many of the closets and plenty of fetish lingerie, yet I noticed there weren’t any tampons or maxi-pads.  There were fruits & vegetables in the refrigerator, but very little meat.  Everyone involved was a woman and all of the evidence pointed back to them.


The basement set-up was filled with sophisticated technology and I was afraid to mess with any of the equipment amassed there until I knew more about it.  Finally, I made my way back to the master bedroom.  I flipped the gray switch and lay down.  The lights in the room dimmed much like they do in a cinema theatre.  The feature presentation was in black & white.  The word NEPOTISM appeared on the screen in big white letters.  There were no commercial advertisements, but the film did display my office with the City Planner’s secretary, Christie, sitting at my desk.  I could see and hear everything she was doing.  Yesterday’s time and date were in the corner of the screen [01:49 AM—11/2/2034].


Christie was on my computer and rambling through my desk.  She was even going through my filing cabinet, writing notes on a notepad and using my fax machine.  After about twenty minutes she was very careful to put everything back just the way I left it.  She sat back in the chair as if she was waiting for someone and sure enough Bill, the chief night security officer, came into my office.  They began kissing and holding each other.  Before long they were fondling one another and clothes were coming undone.  Christie started giving Bill a blow job and suddenly the image events switched to Christie sitting at a café in the Gas Lamp Quarter.


Sitting across the table from her was Michael Brasso, a well known San Diego developer.  He was handing her a stuffed manila envelope.  She took the envelope and opened it underneath the table.  It was full of money.  This occurred one week prior to Christie and Bill screwing around in my office.  Again, the events changed and now Brasso was on the phone in some office and he was stuffing a manila envelope with cash while talking to Adolfo Vera, a banker, from the Bank of USA.  I could see both of them in their different locations and I even saw my secretary Marivic tanning on the deck of a swimming pool right next to Adolfo.


I hired Marivic because she was the one secretary my wife approved of, after reviewing her credentials and meeting her in person.  I lusted for the gorgeous woman and I fantasized about her every day.  I figured sooner or later I would get up enough guts to have an affair with the lovely Filipina, but there she was backstabbing me with that bastard Adolfo.  In my jealous anger I turned my head from the main screen and that’s when I noticed a vertical row of sub monitors displaying images.


I got up from the bed and walked over to the right wall of monitors.  The images of events were of Marivic, Christie, Brasso, Bill, Adolfo, and so on.  Their role was continuing on different sub monitors, and as others entered into the web of my life through events connected to these individuals, their images of events displayed on the next row.  And so it continued for four hours until the main screen and all of the sub monitors were full of image events.  The main screen always showed the image of events directly affecting me and the sub monitors always showed the image events that indirectly impacted my life.


Every time I was about to turn off the panel a new image event would appear and I was unable to tear myself away from the main screen.  The last images of events were about Cat.  The first image event was her buying groceries and talking to a beautifully young Latina cashier at the checkout register.  The next image event was of the cashier meeting her in the parking lot and getting into Cat’s car.


It ended with the cashier and Cat apparently in some hotel room.  They were naked and Cat was speaking in some kind of musical language.  Apparently, they were in an argument and the Latina smacked Cat across the face!  Cat moved super fast and grabbed her by the neck.  The Latina never had a chance as Cat lifted her about three feet off the ground with one hand wrapped around her throat.  Cat snapped her neck like a foot stepping on a twig and in one swift motion tossed the dead Latina’s body over her shoulder.  The Latina’s body landed behind her in the bathroom like a lumpy wet towel.  She did it as if she was throwing away a napkin.  My heart fell out of my ass and I didn’t know what to think.  My body was buzzing and jittery as I walked over to the sub monitors to see what would follow.


On the first monitor was a red-head detective investigating the crime scene.  The second monitor displayed local newspaper, San Diego Confederate Tribune’s, front page article about the mysterious death of a University of California college student.  I vaguely remembered reading some of the article and I looked down on the panel to see the archive code of the data I watched.  There were no letters involved in this particular archive code.  The code was 29-29-29-3-3-3-43-43-43-13-13-13-1-1-1 and I wrote it down.


For the next six months I investigated my life and my wife using the video city.  I entered variable archive codes into the panel similar to the code I recorded.  Sometimes I was lucky and I was able to see many things directly or indirectly in connection with my life.  Other times I was very far off and witnessing events on the other side of the world.  I tracked all of Cat’s recorded movements that I could.  I found nothing else out of the ordinary.  It was hard for me to look at her the same, but I loved her, and if necessary I would protect her from the police with my life.  At night I would look at her beautiful face contemplating if what I saw was an elaborate hoax.  But as weeks went by more and more recordings from the video city were confirmed by the news media.


After some soul searching I decided to stand by Cat to the end, so I didn’t talk to her about the video city or what happened.  Instead, I used information to get ahead at work and increase my position of power with the City of San Diego.  My income doubled in less than three months.  When I walked into the City of San Diego building where I worked, many employees were sure to greet me.  When I attended business meetings, executives were quick to apologize if they thought I was annoyed by something they had done or said.  On conference calls I could hear trembling in the voices of my colleagues.  The power granted me freedom to spend more time at the video city and less time at work.


I was obsessed and I wanted to know everything!  But today I was standing in the cafeteria at work and something happened.  I was alone and people were whispering and staring at me.  I looked down at the food on my tray and lost my appetite because the Chef who made the menu was stealing food from the cafeteria to pay for crack.  And the girl who handed me the tray and charged me for the food was tapping the register till for money in order to pay for insulin her mother needed.  And one of the male janitors caught her and threatened to tell on her if she didn’t fuck him sometimes.  So she did.


It was at that moment when a certain revelation clobbered me on the head.  I looked up from my tray and turned around in the cafeteria looking at everyone.  I knew everything about their life that was somehow connected to me.  I realized all of us in the cafeteria were reasonably biased and partial to someone. At its base, the true definition of nepotism was our preferential treatment towards someone, regardless of their character.  Even if the repercussions were horrible, we held fast to our discriminatory behavior.  Our nepotistic tradition rationalized certain illegal allegiances, wrongful acts, and inhumane deeds.  The practice of marriage, religion, and politics were founded on them.  Nepotism was the leveraging device used to maintain our dark nature.  Nepotism was the core of human social structure.  


I couldn’t take it any more and I decided to call my wife and tell her everything.  I needed Cat who could make sense out of chaos. I knew she would reshuffle the deck and make things right.  As I dialed my cell phone I remembered the image of the word NEPOTISM in black and white on the main screen.


“Hey Cat, how are you doing?  Good.  Hey, why don’t we go to dinner at Gio’s in the Quarter tonight?”

Cat: The Barrio


“Watch out!”  Fall shouted.


Grey bellowed a warning to me in the back of the van.


“Cat, hold on!”


Grey cut the wheel of the van hard to the left as bullets punched through the driver side like a nail gun and exited out of the roof.  Carpet fibers burst into the air like dust particles hovering in a ray of sunlight.  The sound of automatic rifle fire resembled the propellers of a helicopter whirling nearby.  I could feel the tilt of gravity as the van began to jackknife and roll over.


I was rolling down hill in a barrel as I tumbled around in the van like clothes in a dryer.  The passenger’s side of the van ground against concrete when it slid down the street.  The van finally came to be still with the carcass of the redhead detective on top of me as I lay pinned between her body and the passenger sliding side door.


I could smell smoke while I watched Fall tear off the safety belt from around Grey’s waist.  She grabbed him by his arm and moved him from the driver’s seat to the cabin of the van.  Grey was dazed from the wreck, but he was not shot.  He was groggy and half conscious.  She stumbled around me and the carcass dragging Grey with her.  Smoke began to fill the cabin and she kicked the back doors of the van open.  Fall still managed to keep one gun in her hand as Grey staggered along with her out of the back.  Fall looked at me through the billowing smoke and flickering snub flames.


“They are coming, help me and save your husband.”


I looked at her, but I gave her no detail of my intentions.


“Get out of here Fall, you are running out of time!”


Fall took off down the street hauling Grey behind her.  His feet barely touching the ground because the speed at which Fall traveled kept him in a forward lean akin to a flag waving in a stiff breeze.  I felt his arm might come out of socket if she traveled any faster.  The sight was like a mother holding the arm of her two year old and running to seek shelter with the child unable to keep up with her mother’s stride.


I was upset with Grey for waiting until the last minute to fill me in on what was going on.  When we got home I promised myself I would ring his neck.  As the van became engulfed in flames I realized I had no choice but to finally reveal my identity.  The handcuffs around my wrists and ankles shattered into pieces like brittle potato chips crunched in a fist.  I stood up and walked through the smoke and fire out the back of the van.  


We were near Chicano Park in Barrio Logan, not far from Harbor-Side Naval Station.  The van had rolled onto the lot of a storage facility.  The docks and the Pacific Ocean were less than half a block away.  Smoke emanated from my hair and clothes as fire erupted into the air and completely engulfed the van.  My scorched clothes smoldered as three limousines screeched to a halt and twelve men in black with custom automatic rifles immediately jumped out.


They held their weapons at the ready and aimed them in my direction.  The last members to vacate the limos were four women.  The Latina of the group ordered the men to lower their weapons.  She was dressed in a red and black warm-up.  Her hair was dark brown and streamed down her shoulders.  Her fit physique matched her executive style authority.  She was in charge with three equally beautiful Inuit women flanking around her in support.  She walked forward leaving the others right behind her as she came up to me face to face.


We stood in the street staring at each other for a moment and then she grabbed my chin with her left hand and said, “Come out, come out where ever you are.”


I remained silent and looked into her dreamy brown eyes searching for the same thing she was trying to discover.  A moment later she removed her hand from my chin.  She had discovered what she wanted and it displeased her to know I was more powerful than she imagined.  I, on the other hand, was elated to know she was weaker than I expected.  She walked back to the three women and shook her head in a gesture suggesting they did not do anything foolish.  She faced me again and said,


“My name is Señora Elva Salinas.  You must choose between us or them, Divinity.”


“I do not answer to Thrones.”


“We will see.”


The three women flanking her became obviously uneasy when Elva mentioned my angelic station.  This confirmed my suspicions that they were Cherubs.  They were unhappy to be facing a Divinity.  For a moment everything was still as we faced each other already knowing the inevitable outcome.  Suddenly the twelve men raised their weapons and began to fire.  I fled into the burning van and crouched down waiting for the weapons fire to stop.  Bullets cut through the fire like torpedoes in water and whistling ricochets whined off into the distance.  My clothes were aflame, but I was unharmed.  The situation reminded me of a time I was near the edge of a sun.  My angelic spirit protected me and was able to secure the character of flesh I inhabited beyond fire and bullets.


Approximately a minute went by before the weapons fire stopped, and I wondered when the police would arrive, but then I remembered I was in Barrio Logan.  Grey always talked about Logan’s desperate need for community revitalization.  This community was red-lined by banks and businesses.  Its Chicano population was poorly prioritized by the City of San Diego, especially the San Diego Police Department.  I knew it would take about an hour for them to respond to a burning van and shots fired by twelve men with automatic weapons.


I reckoned this must be Elva’s neighborhood and it was no wonder she chose this place to ambush us.  I heard footsteps circling the van and through bullet holes with flickering flames I saw the armed men inspecting their work.  They were close enough for me to execute my plan of action.  I outstretched my arms and hands like Jesus on the cross, my palms flat against the burning floor and roof of the van.  The flames were snuffed and a vacuum was created when I, with a simple concentration and a single pulse from my inner being, exploded the van in an outward circumference.  The noise was deafening and rang my ears like Christmas chimes.


I stood amongst the wreckage in the lot; a witness to overturned limousines, and dead men with shrapnel protruding from their bodies.  Their guns and bullet casings littered the ground beside them.  I walked through the obstacle course of warfare wondering where Elva and her Cherubs went.  Noises of battle could be heard inside the storage facility.  Elva had undoubtedly located Grey and Fall.  I rushed through the once locked door of the facility as if it were aluminum foil.


The warehouse was an open bay building with steel framing covered with metal siding.  It was constructed on concrete footings and the floor was a concrete slab on grade.  Interior walls were partitioned to form eight cells of office space and a central corridor leading to the football field long bay area.  The scenery was supported by rows of conix boxes stacked upon each other.  These large metal storage bin units were stacked from the floor to half way up the five story bay of the facility.  Steel walkways and staircases lined the aggregate concrete walls of the bay in a zigzag formation.


In the middle of a long row of conix boxes Fall was engaged by the three women assisting Elva.  The battle was a cascade of lights and sounds as all of the women fought with martial punches and kicks.  Their hands and feet were engulfed in glyphs of scintillating colorful lights, and when their hands met in combat, currents of energy arced from them onto the bins.  The currents raced across the bins in a lightning pattern as sounds of squelching and crackles echoed in the bay.


Elva was on the west walkway and she held Grey three feet in the air by his collar.  His feet dangled from left to right as she slapped him repeatedly across the face.  At first, I thought about letting Grey take a couple of more after all of the trouble caused from him keeping secrets.  But I realized I was just as guilty.  It was now time for me to reveal my true nature in the character of flesh I donned.


I rose into the air high above them in the bay.  When my angelic spirit emerged forth from my body, a great tide of brilliance radiated through the entire facility.  My hierarchical privilege granted me abilities far greater than any other angel in the room.  I spoke down to them in the tongue of angels uttering an order for all to obey.


“ENOUGH!”


The building quaked and bins toppled over under the power of my order.  Grey’s back was facing me and his hands covered his closed eyes.  Still my brilliance blinded him and he cried out in agony.  The three Cherubs lay unto the floor and covered their heads in fear.  The Seraph, Fall, respected my heavenly station and averted her eyes from me while stooped low.  Elva’s hands were held high in front of her face as she looked up and called out in our familiar tongue.


“Divinity…Divinity…please harm us not!


I toned down my aura of light, but remained high in the air above them.  I looked down at Grey who was rubbing his watery eyes while bent over next to Elva.  I turned to Fall and said,


“Fall, take the Cherubs and destroy any security devices you find in this facility.  Make sure there is nothing left behind to implicate our kind.”


Fall nodded and quickly moved with the Cherubs to follow my command.  I floated down to where Grey was stumbling around next to Elva.  I grabbed him by the back of the neck and stood him up straight.  I squeezed his arm the way I usually do when I’m upset with him to let him know who I was.  He realized it was me… and that I was angry.  He spoke in a soft husbandly voice,


“Cat, what the hell is going on?  I‘m blind…”


“Just shut up Grey, when we get home you are in trouble.”


Elva interrupted my scolding of Grey.


 “Join us?” Elva asked.


“Why?” I countered.


“Isn’t attacking Lucifer and his minions the best way for us to aid humanity?”


“Has God said this?”


“Must we wait for God’s direction to choose what we know is right?”


“That is the edict of faith.  You have assumed your path to be righteous Elva, yet you combat your own to pursue its course.  This makes evident your course assumption is wrong.  Gathering to attack Lucifer and his minions is not the way.”


“If we are wrong, God will tell us so!  Could it be that you are wrong, Divinity?”


“I do not assume to know the will of God.”


“Join us?”


“No.”


Elva looked at Grey and then looked back at me as she began walking down the stair.  She called out to the Cherubs who eventually met her at the bottom of the stairs.  Then she looked back at me and said, “Did God tell you to marry a human male?”


I did not answer her.  Instead I turned to face Fall who had returned with the others.  Elva and the Cherubs left the facility as Fall walked up the stairs.  Fall questioned my decision.


“Why did you allow them to leave?  They must be stopped,” Fall said.


“They are free to choose their course in life,” I replied.


“But God has not decreed for them to do such a thing.”


“God has not decreed for you to stop them.”


Grey could not remain quiet any longer.  His eye sight had returned with his impatience.


“What language is that you’re using?” Grey inquired.  “I’ve never heard it before.”


“He does not know?” Fall questioned.


“I have not told him anything,” I responded.


I switched back to English and told Grey to listen.


“Fall, explain to Grey what this is all about,” I said.


“There we were, the Fallen, roaming in our place of banishment for mating with the women of man.  Before the great flood of Noah, many of us fell from our graceful places in heaven because we were tempted by the same beauty that persuaded Adam into the forbidden.  We disobeyed God by taking on the character of flesh to involve ourselves with the women of humanity.  Some of us even impregnated them and raised a perverted ilk called the Nephlim, better known to humanity as the mythological Giants & Titans.  With them we ruled the earth as deities and demigods for thousands of years.


“However, Yahweh is a just God and would not let our disobedience escape punishment.  God flooded the earth and when our human bodies could no longer survive the cataclysm, we transformed back into our spiritual forms.  When we returned back to the gates of heaven we were met by Michael the Archangel.  He denied us entry into heaven and carried out the decree of God to banish us for our crimes.  With one mere utterance from Michael’s voice we were all sent reeling back from whence we came.


“We crashed upon the earth into a place of limbo called Leore—a place that is neither here nor there.  After God’s decree, angels could no longer take on possession of a human soul without a human’s permission.  The Fallen could no longer take on the character of flesh and we were unable to communicate with our brethren in heaven.  We could not escape our imprisonment.  Angel and humanity’s theatrical spectacle was the only relief in our solitude.  We were not with Lucifer when he challenged God during the time of Job, but we witnessed Lucifer’s fall from heaven along with two-thirds of our brethren.


“In the year nineteen ninety-nine, US scientists solved the genome equation and mapped out the genetic code for humanity.  They developed a ribosomal plasmid bacterium embedded with a genetic transcription code that re-programmed the DNA and RNA strands in human genes.  The genetic transcription code was of unmatched human design for clones.  The clones would be physically superior to most humans and they would be immune to most diseases, even HIV.  When the first human clone was created a doorway opened inside of Leore.  At first, many of us rushed the doorway, but all of us could not get through at once.  It was then we realized that only one angel may inhabit a human clone.  Angels have the ability to posses human spirits that are willing to accept us, but we were unable to take possession of human clones since humanity could not create spirits.  Only God can breathe life into a being.  It was immediately clear that only a single angel could inhabit a human clone.  A legion of angels would need a legion of clones to escape imprisonment.


“Before we could act amongst ourselves, the doorway began to close and the strongest of us—a Divinity—pushed through and crossed the doorway into the clone.  Soon, other doorways began to open and other Fallen escaped into human clones.  Shortly afterwards, a conflict arose amongst us.  The Fallen with Fall who believe we have atoned for our disobedience and should guide humanity in order to regain admittance to heaven; versus the Fallen with Elva that believe we must gather to destroy Lucifer and his minions in order to truly atone for our past sins.  All of us want to return to heaven.”


“Why are all of you women?” Grey asked.


“The US decided the first clones would be female in order to bear a sub race from their offspring.  These females would be related to families of power and influence across the globe.  This way, the clones would have the resources and diplomatic network necessary to maintain themselves,” Fall replied.


“Why?” Grey asked.


“The cloning process had to become more cost effective.  It is very expensive and takes years to grow a clone to maturity.  If clones had children the production could occur at a geometric rate.  And if those children were connected to families of power and influence they could maintain a sphere of control for the United States.”


“Are the angels having children?”


“Elva and her followers have secured a male clone, which is why they must be stopped.”


“Will the clone offspring be inhabited by Fallen angels?”


“No, our seed produces the Nephlim.”


“So, it’s going to happen all over again?  What about Satan?”


“Lucifer has the entire multiverse to roam.  Earth is but one tiny concern.”


“What?”


“Lucifer is an Archangel.  The four Archangels are the crown of us, and their reasoning is perfect.  I do not understand the will of the burning great ones.”


I could hear sirens in the background as Fall revealed to Grey the gist of what was going on.  I intervened to explain quickly to Grey what Fall had not.


“Grey, there is an elaborate hierarchy amongst the ranks of angels.  There are three tiers of angelic order.  The first tier honors the Archangels who are the most powerful and wisest of us.  Next are the Divinity who manage the planets, stars, and heaven.  Then there are the Sacred who are the holy knights of God.


“The second tier honors the Faiths, who directly aid God with creation.  Next are the Thrones, who manage time and travel in the physical and spiritual realms.  Then there are the Seraph who are generals of heavens armies.


“The third tier honors the Cherubs, who are the soldiers of heavens armies.  Next are the Phoenix, the couriers and messengers of God.  Finally, you come to the Guardians, who are assigned to watch over every sentient being of God’s creation.


“Existence is a vast reality of life and earth holds a miniscule part of it.  Humanity is not as significant as it makes itself out to be.  Now, we must leave before the police arrive,”  I stated.


We were easily able to avoid detection by the police and eventually made it back to where our car was parked downtown.  Fall left us a way of contacting her and departed.  Grey was understandably disturbed by the whole situation.  I figured he was confused and trying to make sense of it all, but I was still upset with him.  It was then I knew that I truly loved him because I could not let go of my feelings.  Somehow, I had fallen in love with a man.  When we got into the car I looked at Grey and said,
“If you ever keep something else from me I will hang you by your testicles from the Empire State building!  And I mean it!”

Grey: The Eye of God


I didn’t know how to respond to Cat.  I was frightened of what she might do if I pissed her off any further and I no longer really knew who or what I was married to.  Still, I was determined to make my feelings about the situation known.  She started the car and headed home.  When we were half way there I said, “Why didn’t you reveal to me that you’re an angel?”


“What was I supposed to say Grey?  Hi, my name is Catherine, oh and by the way, I am also a Fallen angel.”


“Who are you?”


“Excuse me?”


“I mean what body are you inhabiting?”


“Oh.  I am inhabiting the body of Rosalina Ginobli.  She died in a fire back in 1977.  Her parents were wealthy wine makers from Milan, Italy.  They had a lock of her hair from when she was born and when they were offered by the United States a chance to have her back they agreed instantly.


“Ok, now, who are you?”


I am a Divinity.  I have stood before the very glory of God.  The Archangels have communicated with me on many occasions.  I know every star and planet by name.


“Cat…”


“You were not ready to accept these things Grey.  You do not have an open mind.  You live much of your life within the lines of human society.  If I revealed everything I knew to you back then, your soul would have bent over while your body was standing.”


“I had a right to know.  I could’ve been killed tonight.”


“No, you could not have.”


“What makes you so sure?”


“For one thing, I would not have let that happen.  Secondly, angels, unlike man, do not kill unless they have no choice.  We never kill other angels and last, but not least, your guardian angel was there.”


“Really?”


“Yes.”


“What’s it like to inhabit a human clone?”


“It is like wearing an aircraft carrier.  The character of flesh is slow to respond to our will.  In the spiritual realm we do not have the physical restraints of flesh which are common in the celestial realm.”


“Celestial realm?”


“The physical realm of existence you live in.”


“So as a spirit you can move easier and get more things done in an hour?”


“As a spirit, I can manage every star and planet in the multiverse in an hour.”


“Multiverse?”


“Grey, your perceptions are limited by your senses.  It would be difficult for you to understand that there is no universe.  There is a multiverse comprised of spiritual & celestial realms structured with dimensions and parallels.  Believe it or not, what you consider a universe can exist in the eye of a needle.  Also, there are beings other than angels in the spiritual realm capable of inhabiting a human clone.  Dark and evil beings whose shadow can turn the sun to ice.”


Cat pulled into the driveway as I tried to make sense of what she was talking about.  We went straight up stairs to the bedroom and changed out of our trashed clothes.  We took a shower together as we usually do before bed and I said, “So they recruited me to get to you?”


“Yes.  They also recruited the cashier and the redhead police officer for the same reason.”


“Will they continue to pursue us?”


“Grey, you think the video city is a great big deal but it is not.  It is as insignificant to an angel as a person smoking a filthy cigarette.  It is a habit of Fallen angels.  The US government being guided by angels to discontinue cloning males, our involvement in Earth’s global issues, and what occurred tonight will go away as if it never happened.”


“Why discontinue male clones?”


“As women clones, we do not bear children because angels can not bestow the miracle of life to humanity.  Only the daughters of Yahweh’s begotten can do that.  If we inhabit a male form we could seed children, but we do not want to create a new generation of Nephlim.


“Angels only mate with women.  There is no gender in the spiritual realm, we are all androgynous, yet angels are drawn to evidence of God’s presence and essence just like humans.  We are drawn to it like the tides to the shore.”


“What does that have to do with women?”


“When women give birth there is a miracle of life that occurs.  This miracle can be witnessed across the stars and through the streets of heaven.  When a woman gives birth, God’s essence is there.  As angels, we honor births like you celebrate the Fourth of July.  This is why we fell from our graceful places.”


“Angels fell because they have a habit of being drawn to God’s essence?”


“Yes.  We all want to touch God, but only the Archangels are allowed to actually do so.  Like humanity, we have the freedom to choose our course in life.  Many of us chose to leave our heavenly abode just to know what God feels like, but the Fallen fell prey to lusting after the essence of God in women.”


We finished showering and made our way to bed.  Cat was reading an article she had clipped from some magazine.  I was sitting there putting together my next question.  I believed Cat was waiting for me to catch up.  It was as if she already knew what I was going to say.  But I had to know two more things before I went to bed that night.


“Cat, what is the purpose of mankind?”


“The purpose of all sentient beings is to gain knowledge and wisdom through exploration.  In doing this all beings advance the cycle of creation God has sparked.  In order to develop a relationship with God we must educate ourselves of God’s works.  Science is key in attaining this understanding.  Humanity is a complex whole and has yet to consider other forms of existence in their equations.  This is why their religions and doctrines are flawed.”


“Why me?”


“Grey…”


“You said that angels only mate with women.  Why did you marry and mate with me?”


“In the beginning it was out of habit, but after tonight I know it was because I do truly love you.”


“What do you mean habit?”


“We have habits Grey.  Follow the trail of habits and you will find a Fallen angel.  With every video city you will find one of us.  We have a habit of using prime numbers.  Remember the combinations you encountered?  We have a habit of associating the perfect numbers 3, 4, 7, and 10 into our vernacular speech.  Remember how Fall spoke to you in tetrameter when you first met?  Remember the poetry at the Oceanside house?


“We absorb all of the mass we consume and have no need to use the restroom.  We have a habit of maintaining perfect health.  We obsessively work on our physical bodies.  We control every move of our bodies, choosing not to menstruate.  Remember how all of the women involved looked healthy and fit?  Remember the bathrooms at the Oceanside house?


“We have a habit of having sex with women.  Remember the cashier?  I killed her because after having sex with her I sensed a Nephlim in her womb.  Remember the redhead?  Fall told me she killed her because she had been impregnated by an East Indian male clone named Ponnappa.  Our most outstanding habit is our inability to resist sex with women.  Remember the themes of the bedrooms at Oceanside?  They were not meant for the seduction of men.”


“Why did you kill the women with the Nephlim?”


“It is impossible to abort or give birth to a Nephlim without killing the mother.  They were dead already.”


“Which habits lead you to me?”


“God looked at you.”


“What?”


“Here.”


Cat handed me the article she was reading.  It was a thirty-five year old magazine article titled “The Big One That Didn’t Get Away.” I read it aloud:


Jan 27, 1999: For the first time, scientists have witnessed the visible light emitted at the same time as a gamma-ray burst, a mysterious explosion in the far reaches of the universe…Gamma-ray bursts, brief flashes of gamma-ray energy lasting from a few milliseconds to a few hundred seconds, disappear almost as fast as they appear. These bursts occur randomly, and their source is unknown. Gamma-rays are far outside the visible part of the spectrum and cannot be detected by the human eye…This particular burst had the power of nearly ten million billion suns, and the light grew so bright that anyone gazing at the night sky could have seen it using only a pair of binoculars. The chances were slim, however, that someone would be looking at that exact point in the sky at 4:47 a.m. EST, on Jan. 23…The entire duration of the gamma-ray burst was only 110 seconds.—NASA


When I finished Cat sat up in bed and said,  “Ten billion years ago a few of us were there when God looked at you.  You were not even born yet and I wondered what God what was looking at because he looked for so long.  I always remembered exactly where God looked.  On January 23rd, 1999, you were standing at Navy Pier in Chicago, Illinois, and I was in Leore looking at who God viewed for 110 seconds.  And I said to myself, ‘He is the one,’ and I married you thirty-two years later.”


Cat rolled over in the bed and turned out the lamp on the nightstand.  I sat there stunned from what was revealed.  The old article was still in my hand as I remembered the day I was on Navy Pier.  I prayed for God to be my Father that day because my dad passed away.  As my eyes began to water, I laid down in bed comforted to know God listened to my prayer and sent me an angel too.

THE END
A Cosmic Event

GOTCHA! The Big One That Didn't Get Away

Robotic telescope captures visible light from a powerful gamma-ray burst

Jan 27, 1999: For the first time, scientists have witnessed the visible light emitted at the same time as a gamma-ray burst, a mysterious explosion in the far reaches of the universe.

"This discovery signals yet another new era in the study of these fantastic objects. It is now shown that they can be observed from the ground, in different wavelength regions, while the main part of the explosion is in progress," said Dr. Jerry Fishman, principal investigator for the Burst and Transient Source Experiment (BATSE), a NASA instrument on board the Compton Gamma Ray Observatory which captured the gamma-ray burst, and alerted other observers.

This particular burst had the power of nearly ten million billion suns, and the light grew so bright that anyone gazing at the night sky could have seen it using only a pair of binoculars. The chances were slim, however, that someone would be looking at that exact point in the sky at 4:47 a.m. EST, on Jan. 23. But thanks to the use of two satellites, a unique ground-based telescope, and the Internet, scientists around the world were able to pinpoint the location of the burst, and to monitor it from start to finish.

Gamma-ray bursts, brief flashes of gamma-ray energy lasting from a few milliseconds to a few hundred seconds, disappear almost as fast as they appear. These bursts occur randomly, and their source is unknown. Gamma-rays are far outside the visible part of the spectrum and cannot be detected by the human eye. Scientists, using gamma-ray telescopes, detect only a few hundred gamma-ray bursts a year. The combination of all of these factors makes it extremely difficult to study these puzzling objects. Instruments used to capture this most recent burst were BATSE, on board NASA's Compton Gamma Ray Observatory, in co-operation with the Los Alamos National Laboratory's ROTSE (Robotic Optical Transient Search Experiment) and the Italian-Dutch satellite BeppoSAX.

**This is an article from NASA’s website.  It was used to enhance the story and educate the reader about occurrences in the universe.  For more information about this or other cosmic events happening around us go to: 

 http://science.nasa.gov/newhome/headlines/ast27jan99_1.htm
I personally thank NASA for their contributions like these to the world.

-Michael A. Gill-Branion**

Oceanside House Poetry:
Handicapped

Crippled steps

Too awkward stance

Tire completely

All elegance
Posture leans

On sturdy cane
Angry frustration

Persistent pain

Endless struggle

The ordinary fact
Acknowledging life’s

Handicapped

HOPE

A kidnapped child cries in anguish

Look for me, I am comfort

A loved one has succumbed to death

I am with you, I am peace

You pray to God in desperation

To me, it’s no wonder

Your weary heart grows depressed

I shall carry thee

I brace life’s weight

placed upon your troubled soul

My brother’s names are Love and Faith

My name is called Hope

EVEN GOD CRIES

Politicians corrupt the world

Corruption destroys the meek

Plight strikes the children

They struggle to be free

False religions are misleading

Causing hopelessness and despair

Children are getting abortions

Doctors are getting scared

War falls upon us

It takes many lives

It’s no damn wonder

Even God Cries

GRAVITY
I spool the moon,

But my grasp is loose

I dance in air,

But my presence is scarce

I fall through skies

And rise with tides

I linger in space

Yet, leave no trace

What am I?

THE DANCER

Grace is their ambrosia

Craved by the audience

Excellence demands their perfection,

And they do not deny it

Once beheld in performance,

You must submit to their skillful awe

For even Samson was ensnared

By the dancer named Delilah

The Childless Father

There is no curse

Possibly worse 

Than that of the childless father

There is no pain

Suffered in vain

More outstanding than mine

To be denied

my other life

The one I seeded fair

To have taken away

my other self

The one I loved and cared

What in life can be as hard

Surely,

You do not know

For I am a childless father

The saddened tortured soul

(Sonnet)

THE SECRET

Alas,

All is and all isn’t

In order for all to be

Time is sentient

And not fallacy

Humanity can not comprehend

The great expanse of time

However,

Existence may be conceptualized

With a proper mind

To be or not to be

Wasn’t the question meant

It was the secret answer

Hidden in riddled defense

BEING BLACK

Am I an angel among demons?

I truly believe so

For when I walk down the street

Creepy people lock their doors

Am I an angel among demons?

This I must truly be

For when I shop in stores

Sinister people follow me

I am an angel among demons

This is an  absolute fact

Because I wouldn’t be treated this way

For simply being BLACK

AFFIRMATIVE ACTION

What are you complaining about?

Don’t you know how this works?

Just ask the Native-American

We’ve done all of this before

We gave you Affirmative Action

But we are Indian givers

That old Civil Rights treaty

Was never really yours

So when you picket and march this year

Go right down the trail of tears

Bury your hearts at wounded knee

And remember your place, Niggers

THE DONOR’S LIST

Our little girl needs a Heart today

That’s what the Doctor said

But our Insurance doesn’t cover it

And we’re too far in debt

We sold the house, the cars, and the van

We sold everything we could

for an Organ Transplant

That’s why we’re absolutely pissed

We can’t believe our daughters name

Didn’t make the Donor’s List

Our little girl needs a Heart today

That’s what the Doctor said

But that was early this morning

This afternoon she’s dead.

POLICE BRUTALITY

I don’t remember exactly how

it actually happened to me

My wrists were severely sprained

and I was beaten very badly

I know Police Officers are terrible

and they make me truly afraid

For me the badge is a symbol

of Police Brutality

gillbranion@hotmail.com
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"And the angels who did not keep their positions of authority but abandoned their own home-- these he has kept in darkness, bound with everlasting chains for judgment on the great Day.  In a similar way, Sodom and Gomorrah and the surrounding towns gave themselves up to sexual immorality and perversion. They serve as an example of those who suffer the punishment—Jude 1-6





"Do not forget to entertain strangers, for by so doing, some people have�entertained ANGELS without knowing it. "—Hebrew 13:2





“For this cause ought the woman to have power on her head because of the angels.”—1st Corinthians. 11:10
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