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David was one of those classically made men. It felt profane to like him at times. To love him. To want him. To want to
tame him for myself but to turn him on those | found unworthy. But that thought process was foul with a hubris | had
been taught to avoid. His features were soft, inviting, luminous yet freckled. He carried himself as a contradiction.
Softness but an untapped chaos. He ruined my thoughts at times. My body would simply turn into a mass of nerves,
filled with a warmth | could not describe.

Then there was Garth. He was not mine to want but every so often he crossed my mind. In fact, when | entered the
Stellar he was the first one | had wanted. | had touched myself thinking of him.

And there was also Noel. Noel was gentle and tender. There was something so simple about time spent with him. It felt
so new and different after years outside of Stellar circles.

| suppose the order with which | described them says something. | suppose there is something to self-reflexive speech
after all. This has been a part of my schooling at the Stellar. Watching one’s actions unfold and pruning like a bonsai. The
constructed self.

This was one side of the education. The study of order.
The other was the study of chaos management.

(haos could be expressed as something as simple as reading omens into the world around. If one was not careful they
could get lost in superstition. But with careful thought-pruning, it could be managed, the Stellar ensured close
supervision of the process.

Still. It was hard to concentrate on Stellar Academics when surrounded by fellow acolytes of such distracting personality.

| had been raised by a Stellar Sisterhood. Then | entered the world and at first gravitated to fellow products of Stellar
Graining - the communities built on Stellar principles. Soon | came to feel myself needing to explore wider. | came to
be grazed and scratched and hardened as a result of not knowing anything but what | was used to.

Anyway. That’s behind me now. I'm back in a Stellar. And I've made it my mission to climb the ranks. Focus on getting
ahead. So here | am, head down, in a book - bleh - and doing my best to be focused. But | am not made for reading.

“So cheat.”

David.

| looked around at him. There he stood, black hair to his shoulders, heavily lidded eyes, a thick lower lip and a mocking
smile gracing it. He leaned against the doorway to the library.

“What did | tell you about reading me?” | snapped.

“As | recall you said: ‘Read your little Sage books.

“Exactly.”



“| can't help reading you though. You're so easy. Anyway. | need some glacier.”

“In my bag. Over there.” | pointed to the dirty book bag on the chaise lonque. | was running low on the stimulant but
there was an unspoken rule at the Stellar - you will be in receipt when you give.

He dug through my bag, shoulders wide, posture crooked and yet stylish. Sometimes he reminded me of a wildman.
Other times a scholar. | chased the thoughts away. Focus!

“Yes,” he said, chuckling to himself.

“What?”

“You should focus. At this rate you'll never beat me to running the Stellar.”

“| told you not to-”

“I'm not going to stop reading you. You tell such funny stories. Anyway. Noel asked for you to help with some botany.”

“I'm hardly in the mood.” | drooped on the table a little, childishly, tapping into that phase in order to perhaps gain
pity and help in shirking my botanical duties. | still had not found my place in the Stellar. Everything felt a chore except
for my studies.

“That’s between you and Noel.”
“You're never any help, David.”
“Never said | would be, | mind my own business.”

He walked away to his quarters. He was always curt with me. This was part of why | did not like the feelings | had for
him. Especially because he studied Gris. Gris Stellars were not the most trustworthy, chaos management was looser in
that field.

| suppose | had finally gotten to the stage of stupidity where | liked the ‘bad boy’
Why?
Why...

“Yuri?” Garth. His smooth caramel skin glowed under the afternoon sun as he entered the library. He was tall and lanky.
He brushed his hand through his curly black hair before coming over to me.

“So | need to ask you a favour. I'm trying to fuck with David.”
“Perfect,” | said, perking up.

“l have a cupcake | baked with curry powder in it. If | give it to him, he’s gonna know | fucked with it because he knows
he’s got something coming. | told him. | need you...” he took me by the shoulders and turned me toward the door,
producing a cupcake out of nowhere, “to take it to him and tell him you can’t eat anymore of these delicious cupcakes.
Does he want one. Go-go.”

“Fuck off, no,” | said laughing.



“Why not?” he said, shocked.

“l don't think that’s the best you can do.”

“You got anything better?”

“Not off the top of my head, no, but..”

“Right, exactly. So just, you know... play along.”
| rolled my eyes. Still it meant a delay in botany.

| marched over to David’s quarters and knocked. He did not respond. | knocked again then lost my temper and just
opened his door. He was immersed in a tome.

“What?” he asked without looking up.

“Food. There’s too many. | don’t want this one.”

“Weird.”

“Yes. Here.”

He stood up and came and took the cupcake. “Cool, later,” he said, reaching to shut the door.
“Um. Eat it”

“I... will..” he said, confused.

“Yeah, you know. Just take a bite or whatever?”

“You are being even stranger than usual. Don't make me read you.” He looked at me with suspicion sideways then took
a bite.

“Hm.” He chewed in his usual ill-mannered way. Wildman style. “Yeah. It's a cupcake. Good baking.”
“Oh, fuuuuck you,” said Garth, appearing from the library.

“Hah,” said David. “Knew it.”

| sighed then went outside. It was time for some botany.

Noel stood in the greenhouse on the other side of the garden. | strode over and leaned against the doorway with my
head to the side, indicating vulnerability. Of course, this was not a conscious effort but Stellars are taught to interpret
their manipulations as much as their other habits.

“Hey,” said Noel. His features were taut and precise. He always had a thoughtful expression as though on the cusp of an
idea.

“Hey,” | said, tone lively enough to indicate that | would want to work but also subdued enough to get me out of
things if possible.

Noel chuckled. “Why are you looking like that?”



“Like what?” | asked.

“You are looking like you don’t want to be here.”

“Not true. | want to be here just not today,” | chuckled.
“Ah. Well, the plants wait for no one.”

“(an’t we alter them to do that?” | was only half-joking.

“I would not recommend it. Unintended consequences and all. Come on. I'll put on some atmosphere.” He turned on
some music from his phone and turned to smile at me. “Better?”

“| quess,” | said, walking into the greenhouse.

“l wanted to talk to you actually,” he said, moving over so | could start planting the seedlings on the tray in the
enclosed space. | busied my hands.

“What’s up?” | asked.
“You have been an acolyte for 5 months now. Right?”
“Actually, 7

“Hm... really?” he frowned at me. “Oh yes, | was away the first two months.” | nodded. He continued. “Well. At this
point | should let you know. | think you are ready to see the tower.”

“Um..”
“You still haven't seen it. | notice that you've been here and you haven't gone. Why?”

“It's very simple,” | said, turning to him. “I'm scared of heights. 'm not climbing up to that tower on those rickety
stairs.”

“Oh, come on..”
“Yes. | just have no curiosity large enough to go there.”

“There are some interesting techs up there,” he said, wiggling his eyebrow as he plucked a weed from one of the
plants.

“Are they necessary parts of my traineeship?”

“No. They're just... cool.”

| chuckled. “I dunno. Maybe. One day. Not soon. | have enough to learn now. | can wait.”
“That’s interesting. That you can restrain yourself from acquiring knowledge.”

“I know how to pace myself,” | shrugged.

“Alright.” And he smiled.



There it was. That sweet thing he would do. Being an accepting presence. | couldn’t help beaming at him.
“Okay, that's enough,” he said. “You're not in the mood. | can tell. Send someone else in your stead.”
“Oh, Noel, thank you.”

“No one said botany was mandatory, | don't know why you do this to yourself. You always say you will try and then you
realize you don't like it.”

“It just feels like the thing you're supposed to do. Stellars being all about respecting nature and our spiritual ties to the
Earth and cosmos and all.”

“There’s no right or wrong way to do it.”

“Sometimes it feels as though there is.” | crossed my arms, accidentally getting some compost on my shirt.
“Well. | mean everything within reason but you're supposed to chart your own path.”

“Hm. It's no longer my own path if someone tells me to do it, is it? Then I'm still following instructions.”
“Nope, it's a quidepost, not a lecture.”

| giggled and left the greenhouse. Now | felt restless. | saw David in his room window, pacing back and forth, book in
hand, and - surprisingly - the cupcake as well. He was still eating it. My stomach crunched. My head went a little light. |
can't believe this was happening again. Why want someone who seemed to hold open contempt for you and
indifference at times? | did not take being teased well.

| sighed and decided to move my body a bit. | kicked off my shoes and walked in the garden. The topiary shrubs were
recently manicured. The air was crisp. My nips were doing their own thing at this point. | wanted to feel something
other than lost.

“Hello?" came a voice from the gate, calling. | turned around. There stood a tall man, blond hair, blue eyes, sharp
haircut, glasses. He wore a white tee and jeans. | loped over slowly, dragging my feet through the tall grass.

“Hey, how are you," | asked. | scratched my scalp in irritation.

“| came to visit, someone should be expecting me," he said, offering a small smile.

"Oh wait you're the prospective acolyte, right?" | asked.

“Yeah, I'm Grayson."

"Hi. Yuri. So usually anybody can lead these tours so let me take you around."

“Nice." He was actually super handsome. Nothing like a man with a bit of stubble, honestly.

“Okay so, what's brought you here? You can go around and look at different stuff but it helps to know what you're
interested in."

“I'm... um. Feels strange to say this to someone | just met. But | am dealing with a lot of negative emotion and | just
need a space to work on myself. | have a therapist who will be supervising my stay here so it will be a hybrid retreat for
6 months."



“Lovely. | hope you'll get what you want out of it. Come. I'll show you around."

We walked around the garden and | pointed out the various herbs used for medicinal purposes. We stood by a shrub
wall and looked out into the field.

“So that's where we have been allowed to grow our food. It's a pay it forward system so everyone plants stuff they like
and either they reap or someone else who comes next gets to."

“Is that mandatory?"

“You do it if you don't buy your food. | don't have a skill with plants and haven't quite found the motivation to do it yet
so | tutor online and pay the local co-op for delivery."

He nodded, hands clasped behind his back. He stood next to me and there was a sudden, gentle draw that | felt toward
him. His presence was magnetic. So steady and gentle.

Really, woman? | thought to myself.
| chuckled.
“What's funny?" He asked, already grinning and seemingly prepared to join in on the joke.

“|.." | tried to lie but felt too tired actually. | wish it were because | was being brave but | was just tired of hiding my
emotions constantly. "l dunno. You seem nice."

"What gives you that idea? Won't say you're wrong but just curious."

“| dunno. Something about you. Okay, so let's go into the house."

"Okay," he said with a gentle and friendly expression.

“This is the main corridor with all the books we collect here, there's one shelf that gets shuffled once a month."
“Which are the self-reflexive techniques?"

“The breakdown is this middle shelf right here. You learn basics of psychology, meditation, history of
anthropomorphism, stuff like that. Then you have spaces to try them out."

“I'm... well actually | didn't hear that last bit - you have really nice eyes."
"Huh?" | hid a smile. "Thanks."

"Yuri, was it?"

"Yes."

"How do you like it here?"

“Ha. Complicated. | feel restless most days."

"Restlessness. Relatable."

“Not sure what it is about us that makes us so damn reliably unsatisfied as human beings."



“The world isn't perfect," he said with a shrug. "(an't be comfortable in a world that is imperfect."
“It's better than it used to be," | said with a shrug too.

“Yeah but there is a certain exhaustion to everyone. We've had to overcome quite a bit."

“| agree," | said leaning against the bookshelf.

“| mean..." he leaned beside me, "don't you think that there are all these things we still need to do? It feels
insurmountable sometimes."

“| quess." There was a thoughtful pause. | sighed and stood upright. "Okay here is the study," | pointed and walked
towards the room.

He walked into the room, a bit close to me and | stayed in his sphere. His pull became present again and it felt as
though his energy was linked to my core as that crunch came again and my features blurred with subdued longing.

“|..." | searched for my words, trying to come back to the moment. “"Um. Here's the um.."

"You okay," he asked.

“You're kind of distracting. Like your whole look is very old-school and vanilla sexy."

“Holy backhanded compliment," he said with a smirk.

“Yeah | mean, blond quy in the James Dean look, super Americana."

“So what does this mean for my prospects with you?"

"Who said you had a prospect,’ | said with a teasing smile.

“Okay," he conceded, folding his arms. They were meaty but not muscular. | wanted to touch him.

He saw me looking and his eyes became lidded. (runch. My stomach knotted intensely. A small sigh escaped my lips. |
was out of control!

"Hey.." he said.

“Hey," | whispered, my hands clinging to one another, forcing them to be still and not touch him.
“Hey," came a voice from the doorway. David. He had on a weird expression.

"Oh," | stepped back from Grayson. | realized that we had been leaning into each other.

"Who's this?" he asked.

“David, this is Grayson, potential acolyte we heard about."

“Nice to meet you," said Grayson, walking over to shake David's hand. David looked at the hand for a second, then
looked at me, and shook the hand without taking his eyes off me.

“| fucking can't deal with Garth anymore," he said walking into the room and sitting by the window.



“Make new friends," | suggested.
"House drama?" asked Grayson.
"Always," | said rolling my eyes. "You don't get bored here. Okay, come, I'll show you the room for rituals."

“Nice to meet you," said Grayson to David. David merely nodded and dipped into some glacier, tapping his finger on the
blue powder and tapping his tonque.

"What was that powder thing," asked Grayson while we walked through the hall.

“Glacier, it's got elements of nicotine, THC and body chemistry balancing agents derived from herbs. With a steady
supply of that you'll never need another drug in your life."

"Why doesn't the public know about this if it's such a miracle cure?"
“The Stellars have been developing it, it's just about ready for market but we've been testing it on ourselves."
“So the key to health is to get high?"

“No... just a perk, innit. It's an enhancer. You can get it without THC too but we like it when the world is a bit
psychedelic."

He propped himself against the door of the room we had stopped in front of. “I'm pretty unadventurous in that area."
"Maybe we can unwind you a bit," | said, and again | found myself leaning into him.
There was a calm pause as we looked at one another.

| broke the stare first and ducked my head a little. | felt myself swirling with desire and insecurity, a pairing that | could
scarcely separate. | opened the door to the rituals room. It had dark wood shelves packed with stones, crystals, herbs,
chalk, charcoal, quills, local papyrus-equivalent and chemistry sets for playing around with ingredients.

“This is the thing that always made me skeptical of Stellars," said Grayson, gesturing to the stocks. "Witchy stuff."

“Eh. It's just associations. You can use them to enhance your experience or not. It's a tool. Just as long as you don't trap
yourself in superstition or grandiose thoughts of how much you can achieve by merely messing around in a ritual, you
can get a lot out of it. It's an old school tool but it works well enough.”

"You use the room?"

“Sometimes. Especially when I'm on my period."

"Huh? Why?"

"Something about renewal. The purge."

“Interesting. So it's just about associations?"

“Yeah. It's just a way of looking at things. If it works it works, you know."

| led him out of the room and we walked up the stairs.



“So this would be your room while you're here," | said while opening the door to a medium-sized room with a cozy bed
and work nook flush with beanbags and a coffee table.

Grayson went over to the bed and laid down, beefy arms behind his head.

"Oh, hey | can fit!" he smiled.

“Tall quy blues, huh?" | chuckled.

"Yeah, | always have to test out beds."

| walked over and sat by his feet and gave a few test bounces then nodded in approval.
"Was that a sex test?" he asked.

"Ha! Yes!" | covered my mouth.

“Inadequate," he tutted. He then began to bounce like a floppy fish, arms flailing.

| cackled. “Is this what sex is like with you?"

“Somewhat," he assured, lips puckered in a 'yep' sort of way.

“Scoot, let's be thorough," | said mischievously. He moved over. | then started to bounce and flail too. He laughed. And
then he joined in too and we spent a minute and a half laughing like crazy and bouncing.

| could barely catch my breath.

| sat up and looked around at Grayson.

“So what do you think so far?"

"How long are you here for?"

"Me? | have like another few months. Then | feel like | want to travel."

“| think if you'll be here I'll have a friend and that feels nice."

| smiled.

He sat up and wrapped his arms around his knees. He suddenly looked quite sullen.
"What's wrong?" | asked.

“| haven't laughed like that in a really long time. It felt foreign to my body."

"Oh no..." | rested my hand on his back. He tensed. And looked at me. The pull was back. His eyes trapped mine and we
stared at each other. | couldn't help myself. | reached up to touch his arm but it was a stroke full of unspoken things. It
looked like he had been waiting for that signal all along. He leaned in and touched the back of my neck gently, inviting
me to lean forward.

We met somewhere in the middle, heat turning into flesh as the air between us parted to meld us together. 'm a
sucker for a vulnerable man.



His lips were soft and gentle. His touch on my neck soft and full of sensation as he caressed the crinkled skin there.
(runch.

| climbed onto his lap, he extended his legs to accommodate me. Our lips were made to do this dance. He wrapped his
arms around me, letting out a deep sigh as he ran his hands down to my ass. He squeezed and pulled me onto him
even tighter.

"Ahh..!" | moaned. He pulled away to kiss my neck, licking, sucking, running his tonque along the vein and cartilage. A
little nibble. "Mmm..." | cradled his head against me while grinding into him rhythmically. He grinded right back. He ran
his hands down the side of my torso, sliding his face down my chest and between my large breasts. He clasped my
breasts and gave them a deep, sensual grope for lack of a better word. It wasn't a grope really. It was a discovery of
sorts. An exploration. He was careful to avoid where he suspected the nipples were. He would be wrong, of course, | had
low nipples. So | got a glimpse of his hands on my nipples through my thin bra.

“Your breasts are incredible," he said. “I'm sorry to be the quy who just, like, talks about your body but... yeah. They're...
ah.." and he stopped talking and instead put his head between them and massaged them around his head.

| let out a deep laugh of appreciation. | pulled his head up gently and he smiled at me boyishly. He gave me a little
peck, hands behind my thighs. | was wearing a sundress. He stopped smiling and a darkness of sorts clouded his
features as he reached his hands between my legs. He let his fingers slide into my underwear and straight into me
without any delay. | moaned. | moved my pelvis onto his finger, he looked down, a sigh escaping his lips, then extended
his other arm so | would lean back against it. He looked me up and down as he slowly entered me digitally, over and
over. Each gentle stroke sent a pulse through me and my insides knotted around the warmth of his finger.

He flipped me over, pushed my dress up and pulled me by the waist to get on all fours. Down came my panties and he
kissed what he saw, little biting licks on a cheek, then the other cheek. He got a handful of butt and squeezed, gently
pulling me apart and opening my innerfolds to the drafty room.

“You're so hot," he said, taking me by the shoulders and bringing me against him. He wrapped his hand around me,
holding me against him. He breathed into my ear as he kissed it, hands moving to peel down the straps of my dress
and bra to get to the skin-to-skin of hands on breasts.

He massaged, slow at first but gathering speed, as he kissed and licked my neck once more.

| moaned aqain, as he began to graze my nipples while he massaged. We fell into each other as he sat on his heels and
me on his bent-kneed lap. | felt all of him through his jeans on my exposed posterior.

| turned around and pushed him back so that he could stretch out on the bed. | pulled his jeans down. He awkwardly
held himself up to assist in the process. | giggled like a teenager.

Out bounced a beautiful, friendly penis. | smiled and grabbed it eagerly.
"Yuri?" came a voice from the hallway. They were knocking at my door.
“Busy!" | yelled.

"Fire," they yelled back.

“Fire?!" both Grayson and | yelled.

“Yeah. Evacuate if you like."



Fucking David. Even in a fire he was an indifferent asshole somehow?

| went outside. Grayson seemed shy all of a sudden and he gave a half-hearted wave before leaving.
“You scared away the normal,” | said to David.

“Ha. He came to a Stellar, he can't scare easy.”

| wished that wasn't true.

| walked after Grayson down the long driveway for a few seconds before stopping at the fence of the cow field and
looking as he walked away.

| sat down by a tree and decided to go into Gao.

My eyes closed, | felt the pulse of the earth underneath me shimmy and rattle.
“What is it Lakshmi?”

Lakshmi manifested, a gleaming shaft of sunsetting light wafted with dust.

“| have someone you need to meet.” It was hard to tell with Lakshmi whether the sound was coming from within your
head or without.

“Who is that?”

“A man named Ring.”

“Ring?”

“Yes.”

“As in he will put a ring on my finger?” | asked wryly.
“Haha. Yes.”

“What do you even mean by that?” | was surprised, it had been a joke.
“I mean that this is his raison-detre.”

“He is meant to marry me so he was named as such?”
“Yes.” The dust wafted stronger.

“You're joking.”

“No, we raised you special, Yuri.”

“Where would | even find him?”

“Go to the end of the field and you'll see a farm house. He is visiting his uncle. He does not know it but he is here to
see you.”



“What do you mean he doesn't know?” | was starting to feel sorry for the poor quy actually - named after the fact that
he was supposed to marry me... no other purpose... what even was that?

“Just go. It'll be fine.”
| got to my feet and brushed off my clothes.

| went over to the farmhouse and looked around. There were a couple dogs running around with some goats in an
enclosure.

Then there was a tall, broad-shouldered man. He held himself in a careless manner, long, bouncy, curly, brown hair
whipping about his face and grazing his grizzled chin. Long hair on men. Got to love it. Feminized man.

“Ring?” | said, trying not to laugh. It actually wasn't very funny.

He looked up.

“Yes.” It wasn't a question.

“I'm Yuri, | was sent over to meet you.”

“0h?”

“Yeah... um... dunno how into Stellar-speak you are, but | conferred with Lakshmi.”
| did not know if | should tell him everything.

“Lakshmi..”

“Okay so, Stellar noob. Um, Lakshmi is an activated particle consciousness. She was created in a Stellar and sent out
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into the world to ‘do good.
“A... particle consciousness?”

“Yes, like an organic Al”

“What the... f-... Stellars are doing shit like that?”

“Yes, have been.”

He ran his hand through his mane.

“Say..” | had to broach the topic early on. “Where'd you get your name?”
“My name? My parents, why?”

“| think we have to kinda talk. Lakshmi. Well. Lakshmi is an oddball sometimes. She said... | dunno. She said you were
basically... made..” | hesitated. “Made...” For me? How weird was that gonna sound? Yeah, RING, your parents made you
for me because an air spirit said so.

| couldn’t say that.

So instead | said: “You should ask your parents about your name. It has some amount of import.”



“And you are...?” He didn't seem to take me seriously.

“l am... Yuri”

“Yuri? My parents used to tell me stories about a bunny called Yuri.”
Now this was getting closer to the point.

“Interesting, what did this bunny do?”

“Oh, she was always busy trying to help people and never helping herself. So she had a friend, a hedgehog, who would
take care of her”

“What was the hedgehog called?”

“Mei Ming. It took place in ancient China.”

“Interesting... Ming... cool.”

“Why?”

“Ming... Ring... dunno... ask your parents.”

He looked at me puzzled and smirked.

| decided | had to let him sort out the issue with his name with his parents before | spoke to him again.
He was handsome though. What on earth was Lakshmi up to?

“Hey, where are you going,” he asked.

“Um... | feel a bit weird.”

“Weird? Well. You give the impression of someone who does ‘weird’ often. No offense. In fact, opposite.”
| smiled. “| probably shouldn't.”

“Shouldn’t what?”

His eyes glinted.

“Oh... | definitely shouldn't.”

He laughed.

| blinked a few times and licked my lips - they were dry.

“I'm not gonna get any more from you am [?”

“You should speak to your parents.” | nodded for emphasis and turned to walk away but he bounded across the
distance between us and held up his hands.

“Gimme a second,” he said. “Yuri”



He looked at me, a slightly perplexed expression upon his face.
“What?” | asked after a few seconds passed.
“Ha. I've drawn you before. Come.”

He stepped off and | followed him into the dimly lit brick-walled farmhouse. He went through a little bag and found a
tablet. He pulled it out and showed it to me, a sketch he had taken a photo of.

It was me. The only thing different was her ears.
“Creepy,” | said.

“Creepy?” he laughed. “No... it's funny. | thought you Stellar people were supposed to be big into coincidences and
happenstance.”

“We are but this is next level.” | couldnt keep it in any longer. | spat it out in frustration. “Lakshmi said you were made
for me.”

“Made for you?” he laughed. “I mean. | like you and everything. But nobody made me for anything.”
“Talk to-”

“My parents? What's so interesting about my parents anyway?”

“They were probably Stellar acolytes at one point.”

“Why do you think so?”

“That would be the only reason why they would ‘make’ a person and have Lakshmi’s approval. Lakshmi only works
within Stellar circles. So as not to scare the normies, etc.”

Now he wasn't so playful. “You stay right where you are,” he said.
| suppose it could have sounded ominous but he didn't shift too much in energy to the point where | felt unsafe.

He tapped around on his tablet and brought up a hologram picture of a picture of a field. His parents obviously did not
like going live on video hologram.

“Ring?” said a woman.
“Hey,” he said. “So there’s this girl Yuri here and she says she has something to do with my name.”
“Oh. You've met her, then.”

My eyes widened. It was one thing to have this concept presented by a wind spirit and another to have it confirmed by
a human.

“Yeah.”
“Well, you should get to know her.”

“No... you should tell me what’s going on.”



“It’s difficult”

“Try”” He put his hand on his hip impatiently, set the tablet down on the dining table in the living/kitchen area, and
then leaned forward on the back of a chair.

She sighed. “Well she shouldn't hear this part just... remember Yuri and Mei Ming and it should be obvious. It's for you
to do, not for me to tell.”

“Not good enough. Have you ever been a part of a Stellar?”
“Yes, | have. Your father and |. Yes. We can talk about the rest in person... it's not safe to do so on the phone.”
“What do you mean, unsafe?”

“It wasn't an official Stellar and there was a lot of chaos involved. Chaos they're still trying to... just... not on the phone.
Al crawlers will pick up on certain keywords... | shouldn’t even say this much.”

She hung up.

He let out a shocked yelp. He called her back. She did not pick up.

He called again.

Still no answer.

“What the fuck?” he said to no one in particular.

“Yeah... | dunno.”

“| don’t even think about my name.” He had a half-grimace.

‘It doesn't have to mean anything. It’'s just a name. Hey, you're here with your uncle, ask him.”
“Yeah..”

| decided it was probably best | leave.

-k'kz-k-k

Serena and Shakar belonged to a Stellar that worked on tailoring telepathy in Bambritch. Serena and Shakar had met
the first day as Stellar acolytes and became fast friends. Shakar was enby but born female. They carried their non-binary
manners well and always with style. Serena, she felt clumsy and slow compared to Shakar but Shakar always stood up
for her and made her feel like she was good enough. Eventually they fell in love with one another when they came to
understand the concept.

It was found that people from servant classes had a particular epigenetic propensity for telepathy due to having to
communicate in creative ways around the ruling class. Those epigenetic factors, juiced up, could form all types of
telepathic skills. Serena and Shakar were being prepped to lead a KrakenMind or telepathic unit of people.



At this point, they barely ever exchanged a word. They had learned over the years how to interpret everything that
needed to be said, mentally. Their love-making was beyond fluid, in every sense of the word.

One day, an acolyte from Steggar came to Bambritch.

“Hey,” said Serena, walking in with Shakar.

“Hey,” he said.

“What’s your name?” asked Shakar.

“Darian.”

They all nodded at one another.

“Who sent you?” asked Shakar.

“Yulia”

“Prettir?”

“The one and only,” he said simply. He had a buzzcut but wore it well if a buzzcut could be worn well.

“We don't like her around here,” said Serena. “Gris fucks up telepathy big time. It’s already difficult enough trying to
read a mind, much less trying to figure out if what you're reading is the full truth or part illusion to aid the person's
situation.”

“Hm. Sucks for you.” He walked over to the stool by the cafe in the hall of the Bambritch Stellar. He sat down and
balanced the chair on one leg.

“Rude,” said Shakar.

“Again.” He looked at his nails. “Sucks for you.”

“So you're gonna be around?” Serena asked, irritated.

“Yup. | go where I'm told and do what | have to do. Nothing more, nothing less.”
“Hm. So you're not here by choice?” asked Shakar.

“Nope.”

“We don't like Yulia Prettir,” insisted Serena.

“Who says | do?” he asked, bored. “I go to the nearest Stellar that allows me to visit my family as well.”
“Her Gris..”

“Yeah, | found a way to study what | want and do what | like, 'm not a sheep.”
Serena and Shakar looked at one another.

| dunno, seems fine. Shakar perked her eyebrows in a ‘let’s give it a go’ sort of way.



“Penny for your thoughts,” he said, “haven't got the lingo down quite yet.”
“We won't push for you to leave but if you bring any of that Steggar shit here, we will deal with you.”

“You win with honey not vinegar but sure, whatever, | will avoid all Gris.” He raised his hands from the island behind
him and balanced on the one foot while staring with wide eyes and waving his hands slowly around his face.
“000000000... scary Gris quy from the cold North. Ooooooo! So scary.”

He fell back limp and bored, hopped off the chair where it remained balanced on one foot against the island.
As he passed them, the air was cold.
“Wait..” said Serena. “Are you a Whistler?”

“Yes.”

Whistlers were people whose bodies could manipulate temperature with subsonic clicks. All he had to do was flex his
muscles in a particular way or click his joints to change the air around him.

“Brilliant,” said Shakar. “Bambritch can get hot this time of year.”
“Happy to oblige,” he said lazily, walking off down the hallway.

“What are you looking for?” asked Shakar.

“My room. | was told it was the third to the left.”

He seemed to not want to talk much. They decided to leave him alone.
Whistler. Nice. Serena puckered her lips in a show of satisfaction.

Oh yeah, supes nice. Shakar hugged her.

They walked off to their room.

Tacos and (uddles? asked Shakar.

Tacos and (uddleeeessssss! Serena kissed them on the cheek.

**3**

Sharmaine Cricklie worked within a Stellar with a Compound Lanquage project. Lanquage that communicates multiple
things in concentrated form. It was more fluid in written format and harder to pick up on verbally - more subconscious
when verbalized than not but the best was video with subtitles and Al effects.

She practiced as much as she could and even pursued compound experiences as well, highly concentrated moments of
distilled energy.

She was a fairly peculiar person. She knew how to read the Collective Unconscious and how it could steer groups to
unknowingly behave according to historic organization rather than modern ones in times of pressure. Luckily she also
knew how to massage these pressure points.



At least she almost always did. This time around... it was a bit more difficult to ascertain. She was out of sorts. She had
been in a love triangle that fucked with her head because she did not know for certain what the situation was. Lies, lies,
lies everywhere especially with Compound Obfuscation. A person could lie to your face and still tell you the truth.

Of all the sticky, gummy, messy things to come out of Stellars, Compound Lanquage was one of the most irritating to
deal with. Born out of Doublespeak, someone thought it was a redeemable pursuit. On some level it was. But for the
most part it helped manipulators get away.

The problem with pressure point work was that the worker had to genuinely, honestly, with every fiber of their being
feel contented and happy. And if you were not then all you would do was pass on negative energy.

Sharmaine had not been ready to handle the Stellar War simulation. Not under these circumstances. Faced with the
prospect of getting to work away from her brother who had taken ill or staying nearby should he need to go to
hospital, she ended up missing out on a really favourable environment.

She had been juggling too much. She needed a rest.
But... there was that pesky Stellar War simulation.

Well... within the simulation... nothing worked out. Just because of a wrong place, wrong time thing. Pretty much all the
Serious Theatre troupe was knocked out of the game. Good thing it was only the Pre-Emptive simulation.

Still... with the way the simulation worked out, it was incredibly worrying. With so many players off the board this
meant tempers were high and people were in a murderous mood.

“Sharmaine,” said Cliffton, a husky man who Sharmaine used to date. | think you should call it.”

“Call it? What? No... who's that?”

“It's Stephie. She is here to take your place as the pressure point worker.”

“What?” Tears sprung in Sharmaine’s eyes. “Wait, no why?”

“You're not concentrating and youre making the simulation run poorly... they want to have you replaced.”
She wiped the tears from her eyes. She had never been fired from a job before.

Stephie stepped into the room and gave her a dead-eyed smile.

“You are not serious,” Sharmaine said again. “Her?! She’s a blank!”

“What? A blank? What do you mean,” asked Cliffton. “Are you sure you're okay? You're going through a lot.”

“Don’'t make me out to be hysterical or something,” Sharmaine insisted. “| am perfectly capable of getting things under
control | just... | need a moment.”

“You are leaving hypothetical bodies in your wake and stirring up escalation. This is close to becoming an all out war.
We don't have time for you.”

Sharmaine slumped down on her seat. “What am | supposed to do?”

“l don’t know Sharmaine. Get it together.”



She left, angry and confused as to what to do next.

She sat at home and watched her brother in his sickbed. She resented him in that moment.
Why had she bothered to stay instead of hiring a nurse.

And then there was fucking Qauntic. Who was he fucking? She knew it was someone.

Oh and yeah, she had helped escalate a war.

Fuck’s sake.

She pulled out a bottle of rum and mixed a cocktail. She begrudgingly poured her brother a cup. She slapped it down
on his side table and then went into the backyard to sit down.

There she saw her neighbour Nicholas and his friend Rod. Nicholas was from the Bretkov Stellar in Russia but finished
off his studies in (roatia. Rod was from the Nomadic Stellar Denizen group. A hodgepodge of a person.

“Sharmaine, hey!” said Rod.

“Hey, long time.”

“Come over here,” said Nicholas.

She got to her feet and joined them where they were barbecuing.
“Want a plate?” asked Nicholas.

“l don't eat meat.”

“Oh, these over here are veggie burgers, Rod doesn't eat meat either.”
“Watching my weight,” said Rod.

“Okay, then thanks.”

Nicholas served her up a plate.

“You look serious, Sharmaine,” said Rod.

“It's a serious day,” she replied dryly.

“Well, we're here. You can talk if you want.”

“Where to start. Stellar War simulation gone wrong.”

“And you couldn't ease the situation?” Nicholas clicked his tongs. “Sharm works in conflict mitigation. And Compound
Language,” he explained to Rod.

“Oh... | honestly can't stand Compound Language,” said Rod gingerly.
“No one likes Compound Lanquage, it just happens and it works or doesn't,” said Sharmaine dismissively.

“Utility?” asked Rod.



“Yeah.”
“I'm not sure that’s enough to convince me.”

“No one is trying to convince anyone of anything, we should all die and with the way that simulation was going - we're
all going to soon.”

“So you mean you couldn't do that thing you always do,” said Nicholas, “being the life of the party and all that? Your
energy is so low right now, | hardly recognize you.”

“It's not a great time. You've seen Bradley.”
“Yeah, I've seen Bradley but that’s not your whole life, you can't let that get to you so much.”

“Dude,” interrupted Rod before Sharmaine could defend herself. “Not cool. Lady says she’s not in a good mood, you let
it be”

Sharmaine slumped back in her seat and ate sloppily.
“Fucking hate everything right now,” she said. “Hate, hate, hate.”
“Ah, fuck, | can’t have you being sad, Sharm,” said Nicholas, clicking his tongs once more. “What can | do?”

“Shut up and let me eat?” she said around a mouthful of burger. “I feel like shit. Like... actual shit, like someone is
working Phlebotometry on me and all that is gonna come out of me for the next two weeks is a stream of shit that is
me and then find some way to feed me the shit again to eat and wash it down with piss.”

“Vivid,” said Rod simply.
“Yep. That is how | feel.”
“You feel too much right now. You have to kinda chill out on that,” siad Nicholas.

“| don't care how it looks, how it seems, | am going to be a grump, you shouldn't have invited me over if it was going
to be a problem.”

“Who said it was a problem, | just thought maybe youd want to feel better.”

“Nothing can make me feel better.”

“Poker?” asked Nicholas.

“| don't know how to play poker.”

“Then you can maybe do the strip part of strip poker while we play because | was gonna escalate it to that.”
“Ugh. Escalate. | feel sick.”

“No, no, no, okay bad choice of words.”

“Give it a rest, she’s not gonna be in a good mood. Let’s just eat,” said Rod.

They sat and ate while the Pop hits played on the radio in the kitchen behind them.



“Nicholas..” said Sharmaine. “You have a jacuzzi, right?”

“Nice.” He said responding to her change in tone. He led the way. It had been warming up and the bubbling grew
evident as they approached. She must have heard it on some level.

Sharmaine dropped off her clothes and stepped into the jacuzzi.
Nicholas and Rod looked at one another and then got naked too.
Once in the jacuzzi, they sat across from her.

“Yeah, don't stay so far,” she chastised.

They slid over to her side of the jacuzzi and then Nicholas and Rod initiated a little playful sandwich action, pressing
their shoulders to hers.

She sighed. She then put her hand on either of their laps and grasped their flaccid protrusions.
The enerqgy shifted immediately.
Of course it did.

She was a master at this. She worked with energy for a living to the point where she was charged with managing Global
Scale emotions and energies.

Two quys in a jacuzzi was nothing compared to that.
She jacked them off absent-mindedly, thinking about what she had to do to get back in on the assignment.

“Ung..” Nicholas grunted, cumming with his eyes rolled back into his head and his foot curling and lifting off the
jacuzzi bottom.

“Yeah, nice,” she said, staring at a lavender bush in the yard.

She clasped both her hands around Rod’s erection and slid one hand back and the other forward around it, moving up
and down with the rubbing motion. Rod was laid back and pushing his pelvis up to the water level.

He wanted her to suck.

He would have to keep wishing.

She twisted, pulled, tweaked...

His load shot across the water and splashed with a ‘plopping’ sound.
“Sweet,” she said. “I've got an idea.”

“Don’t you want us to return the favour?” asked Rod.

“Oh... well... only if | can talk out my idea.”

“Why not.”



Rod came up to her side and wrapped her in his arms rubbing his hands on her wet breasts and erect nipples. Nicholas
took her by the legs. He put her thighs on either side of his head, on his shoulders. He slid his face between her legs
and began to lick her moisture.

Rod played with her breasts and kissed her neck, licking her ears and running his hand down her smooth stomach as
she writhed on Nicholas’ face.

“Okay,” she said in between moans. “So... the assembly is fighting over who should really be in charge, somebody or
nobody, everything direct democracy, everything open.”

“Mmhm..” moaned Nicholas before letting out a sloppy, wet sound that turned Sharmaine on because of how it felt.
She writhed harder.

“Keep talking,” growled Rod, kissing her neck and massaging her upper arm, keeping her balanced against himself.

“So... they are looking at the ultimate question of power allocation. Do they know the people lower in the hierarchy
enough to trust them with all the available powers of the Stellar... do they... mmm... do they... mmmmm!” She panted.
“Do they trust average acolytes with devices and practices that have huge impact?”

“| dunno, but you look really fucking hot with your leq sticking up like that.”

“Haha, yeah, I'm all tensed up but in the good way now.”

“See,” grumbled Nicholas from her mons pubis. “We're helpful. So... helpful, mmm..”

Nicholas grabbed her inner thighs and began to massage while getting incredibly sloppy with the oral process.
“Oh.... ah... yes..... Yes....” she orgasmed hard.

“You're cute when you cum,” said Nicholas, wiping his face with jacuzzi water and setting her down gently.
Rod was still busy kissing her back.

She climbed on top of him. He was hard again. He entered her while Nicholas stood and this time she was feeling
generous so she sucked him while Rod pumped into her.

“Yery nice,” she said, once they all orgasmed.

She went home after exchanging numbers with Rod, and he promised to come cook for her.

“You can both come again,” she said.

“Compound Lanquager, tsk, tsk,” said Rod.

“Ha. (an't help it sometimes.”

She went to check on her brother. He was fine, he had had his cocktail and fallen asleep watching TV.
She got in her car and drove to the simulation theatre.

Once there, she saw Stephie.

She fought back a grimace. Why did she hate the bitch so much?



Hate. That was strong.

She just did not like her. Not after she just casually swooped in and took the job.
Sharmaine reported to Cliffton.

“Cliffton, | need a second chance.”

“Second what-now?”

“You quys asked me to do this job for a reason in the first place. | am allowed to have off days. It doesn't mean | can't
handle this.”

“You're off your game. It’s okay. There’s always next time.”

“No, there’s not. This one is big and you know it. I've done this before. Has she?”

“It's not even up to me,” he countered.

“Then show me to who it is up to,” she said with a big windmill movement of the arm.
“Fuck, okay.”

“Thank you.”

“You need an outlet for your anger. That's all 'm gonna say about it.”

“Yes, | do. Thank you. Show the way.”

Well. She got the assignment back. Sharmaine had been making people ill at ease with her weird energy. Sometimes
friendly, other times off. But it was not enough to replace her. She was still best-suited to the job.

The rest of the simulation was all about de-escalation. Tries and retries. It was a slog at first but it got better and better
as time went on.

It finished soon enough and Sharmaine felt immense relief to be getting on with life and having a break from such
hectic work.

She was pleased with her performance.

She called up Nicholas and Rod for dinner once it was over and her brother was out playing bingo with the other
wheelchair people in the community - mostly the elderly.

They had a wild night, those three, and many more to come.

Sharmaine found out later on that Stephie had been the other end of the love triangle. Not even a welcome one, at
that, again it was a stand-in situation, she was a potential match for Quantic who was one of Sharmaine’s possible fated
pairs (born of Stellar mating rites). Who knew if Stephie liked standing in. Of course on some level Sharmaine had let it
happen and even gave her blessing for him to run off with whomever he was running off with while her life was in such
a shambles and she had a hard time dealing with those emotions.

She just gave him away and it had been to Stephie...



Well. No longer. She was done forfeiting her life just because it was hard. And she would never let another simulation
get out of hand like this again.

xkfgxx
Thwaine Gentry was tired. He could not fathom the end to the work he had been given.

There was, according to Cosmic Scholars, a source of dissonance in the universe.

|t fell to Thwaine to determine with his team whether to take on the source and correct it or to leave it alone.
“Thwaine,” said Gabriela, his assistant. “You haven't slept in days. You should rest.”

“No... I'm fine.”

“Thwaine... your eyes are bloodshot and you can't even walk straight.”

“All'is well,” he muttered. He paced sluggishly around the hall. There were tomes lining the walls and computers dotted
around on desks as well as other gadgets and tech. He stroked his chin. He needed a shave. He smelled himself. He
needed a bath too. His stomach grumbled. Ah. Something he could do.

He went to the kitchen and pulled out some bread and margarine. He munched.
“Thwaine..” Gabriela appeared by the doorway. “Gavin is here to see you. So is Sheila.”
“Send them.”

Gavin entered the kitchen first.

“Hey... Thwaine..” Gavin seemed insecure. He always was around Thwaine. Something to do with the fact that Thwaine
was often getting promotions he wanted and Gavin, being good-natured, tried to be friendly regardless while still
holding on to resentment. They would never have normal interactions until Gavin received some regards for himself.
However, that would not happen until he stopped watching Thwaine’s every move.

Thwaine chose to greet Sheila instead.

“Sheila,” he said. “How have you been, haven't seen you in ages.”

“I'm ok but we didn't come here to waffle. You have to stop what you're doing.”
“Stop? Why?”

“You want to change how the entire universe works.”

“Yeah, aware.”

“You can't just do that, it changes things not just for earthlings but for every being in the cosmos... it's not our decision
to make.”

“| have thought about this,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Not enough. You shouldn't be doing this at all, you shouldn't consider it at all. It should be moot.”



“Sheila. | understand you are concerned but you needn't badger me, like all intellectual pursuits it's important that one
gives a thorough argument for or against instead of dismissing out of hand.”

“Where did you get this idea?” asked Sheila.

“A scholar in Driftwood Bay said it was something to consider. Those were their words, ‘consider.” It's not settled yet.”
“You shouldn't even do that!” Sheila insisted.

Thwaine was getting irritated. His head swam for a moment.

“Yeah, what do you expect me to do, it's my job to think about the cosmos and how to interact with it,” he snapped.
“Not like this!”

“You can't really tell me what to do Sheila even though | know you and Gavin wish you could. | have seniority, they
gave me this job, thinking of dissonance as a disease or pathology is something | would like to examine.”

“Why the obsession though?”
“Because they did it!” He yelled, pure frustration erupting from his throat.
“Did what,” asked Gavin.

“They made the world sing. They made it sing. Driftwood Bay dealt with the fucked up radio signals that were affecting
people and keeping them subdued and instead they made the world around them hum and sing and I've never felt so
at peace in my life. And if everything could sing like that | would put my life on the line to make it happen!”

Gavin and Sheila looked gobsmacked.
“What..” Sheila hesitated. “What did it sound like?”
“Heaven,” he said simply. “It sounded like heaven.”

“Then perhaps,” said Sheila, “there is a cosmos that exists to which we reincarnate over time when our molecules
escape the atmosphere and they reincorporate eventually into a universe without a source of dissonance that we could
call heaven. Maybe our universe is a stepping stone and without it people in more dissonant universes cannot ascend.”

“You just thought of that?” asked Gavin.
“Uh... yeah..” she said.
“You should be the one with this job,” said Thwaine with a smirk.

“Yes,” she said simply. It was no secret that women were still somewhat maligned in some Stellars regardless of push
from the Sisterhood.

“But,” continued Thwaine, “| have the job. So I'll take what you just said into consideration but, again, it's my job to
do”

“Dissonance probably allows for anomalies and change too,” said Gavin.

“You don't need to change if you're in heaven,” said Thwaine.



“Doesn't this all sound fairly grandiose?” asked Sheila.

“It sounds epic, | don't know about grandiose. We explore space, no aliens want to meet, means we treat the place as a
landscape to shape. Why not.”

“It feels profane,” said Sheila.

“And | will take that into account as well,” he said dismissively.

They did not really have a reason to remain. He was obviously done talking.
He went back to the workspace with his bread and margarine.

“Gabriela..” he said, “what do you think of the work I'm doing?”

“| think the concept of making the universe perfectly musical is something to explore as a concept but if it were to be
practiced it would have to be done in a manner that is reversible. Measure everything prior so it can be reset.”

“Well that's what I've been saying!” he exclaimed. “This would be the only condition under which we could do it. And
even then it wouldn't have to be forever, it could be like ringing a bell once a year and having a day of heavenly sound
and then going back... it can be done any number of ways!”

Gabriela took in a sharp breath of wonder: “Gongggg!” she sang.
“Exactly.”
He got back to work.

He was a man of two potentials. As it was, his lack of sleep and stress level could lead him down a rough path. On the
other hand, he could catch a second wind and, with Gabriela’s encouragement, confer with experts and find a happy
conclusion to his studies.

-)<-)<5-)<-)<

(onstance Bailor is a Media Studies scholar, searching all media for prophecy. Prophecy was a strong word, rather they
were strongly suggestive pieces of media that predicted expected outcomes or gave accurate descriptions of the times.

She enjoyed her work even when it took gnarly turns.

“Bailor,” said Tetris - a South Korean acolyte who had arrived a few days ago. “Your cap is on backwards.” He adjusted
her protective cap which was to keep the harsh sunrays away.

“Uh... that's ok, | wanted it that way.” She switched it back around.

“Yes... but now the ‘Do Good' insignia for Lakshmi is on the back of your head rather than front of mind. Don't confuse
yourself like that.” He reached towards her cap again but she dodged.

“That's... kind of irritating. Please don't do that.”
“Ok. What are you up to?”

“Uncovering a conspiracy.”



“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah... the Babylonian Conflagration.”
“Babby-what?”

(onstance chuckled half-heartedly. “The Babylonian Conflagration. The memetic release of manufactured existence. A
grandiose take on animal husbandry pushed to include humans, manufacturing reality to contain and scrape at every
subculture and subset of human society.”

“And you find that in movies and TV shows?”

“You find it everywhere. The lanquage itself is created for animal husbandry through suggestion and innuendo. The
food is made to divide who lives how and for how long. The media is made to fan insecurity which the (onflagration
finds tasty and thrives on as feed. It's in the music, tuning people to negativity or shallow highs. It's gummy and sticky
and self-proliferating, the sperm of a time of immense discovery in favour of a negative source... an evil source... a
cannibal”

“Oof. Sounds scary!”

“It can be. But it's created by humans so it's not all-powerful, just entrenched.”

**6-)‘-)‘

Thandy Oglom scratched her head looking at a particularly gnarly piece of wood that she had been working with,
whittling little by little. She hoped to be able to finish soon but the item still needed work.

She took a break. Her lab partner, Mikosh was working on something even gnarlier - how can evil be embodied in a
sculpture.

“How’s your shadow-work going?” she asked. He looked up from the big tree trunk he had been working on.
“Not perfect but | feel like I'm getting somewhere.”

“Oh?” she asked. She looked at the sculpture. It was gnarled and gristled. She knew that such an undertaking was not
easy.

Mikosh was under the impression that he was evil. Nothing he had ever done seemed evil to Thandy but then again he
did not speak much. He was often wrapped up in his shadow-work.

“Take a break,” she said, tutting.

“(an’t.”

“Yes you can. | dunno. Let’s fuck or something, why not, I'm bored.”
“l

... he looked confused for a moment. “Why do you want to fuck someone who is literally trying to exorcize himself?”

“Dunno. You look cute today. Most days | don't notice you. But yeah. You look cute.”



“l..” aqain, he was the picture of confusion.
“Come on...” said Thandy lazily. She did her best to pose in a sultry position, stepping in front of his sculpture.
“NO' he said when his sculpture was no longer in his line of vision and he shoved her out of the way.

She gasped. “Okay! Okay! Jeez... don't get physical with me - well, not in that way. What the fuck, man, it was just a
come on..”

“I'm... 'm sorry. Don't look at me.” He hid his face, cradling his head into his arms and knees, rocking back and forth and
hyperventilating.

Thandy leaned in, in concern, and her hand hovered over his back but she thought better of touching him.
“Mikosh..” she sighed. “What makes you think you're evil? You're not... evil..”
“You didn't see what my girlfriend did when she saw the real me. Ever since... I've felt dirty... filthy... unclean.”

“Mikosh. You know | don't think of you that way. You're an artist. Your brain is unique. These things can bring about a
darkness at times. It's ok. It’s nothing about you that needs to be changed, it’s the circumstances.”

He looked up at her.
“Can | hug you?” she asked. “Like. Just hug you?”

“Yeah.”

She gave him a polite hug. Surprisingly... he hugged her back. Tight too. With a sweet little squeeze and a sudden
hungry sigh.

-k-k7-)<-)<

Lori was a cannibal. Everyone knew it. First working with phlebotometrists she then went on to eating people. Some of
the fluid-sacks didn't survive dust-drugging. Shame to waste, etc.

Milking them for all they had, it started off simple enough. First, work in a cow processing plant. Next put piss in the
water of the home she infiltrated full of fluid-sacks just waiting to be prepped for milking.

Feed them just right.
Feed them good too.
Especially the ones who never turned down a meal.

She then graduated to full on phlebotometry. The Stellar was fun. She did her work and got her kicks. She ate phlebfod.
She blended in.

Now, the next step up. Delightful. Well-fed and pumped bodies. The skin was supple after pumping.

Vitz (Kravitz) met her on a woeful day in the middle of September. He felt emotionally drained. He opened his mouth
and spoke to the first stranger he met. Her.



“Looks like rain and hail is on the way.”
The weather. Innocent.

“| defy anyone to come up with an explanation as to what can bring about this kind of weather other than ghosts.” Lori
grimaced at the sky while hunkering under the awning of the public building and her umbrella.

“I'm Vitz,” he said, extending his hand.

“Hey Vitz,” said Lori. “Lori. I'm late for work and the bus seems to be delayed by the weather so I'm just going to walk

”

now.

“Where do you work?” he asked. He seemed a bit desperate to talk and for some reason Lori wanted to hear what he
had to say.

“KCF fastfood,” she lied. She always resented the lie because the food she truly ate wasn't fast to come by.
“I'd like to try some,” he said.

Hm. Actually she had always wanted to feed human meat to an unsuspecting person.
“They serve vegan stuff right?” he asked.

“Heh.” Lori smirked to herself. “Yeah. This meat replacement. Plant-based.”

“Oh that sounds epic.”

“It is epic.” Lori bared her teeth in a smile. “Come.”
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The Euclydian Traphouse was renowned for their parties. People either came fearfully or excited for gnosh and gnash.
You never knew what to expect as this particular Stellar was made of extreme personalities that all took turns
dominating the atmosphere. Depending on who initiated the party it was a play back and forth between Nihilistic
Abandon and Obtuse Servitude.

Julian George had instigated the Fall Fest. Designed to tempt and entice anyone who entered with things borderline to
perversion or entrapment. Traphouse, you see.

“| think he’s gone too far this time,” said Eisner.

“That's for him to work out at this point,” said Luster. “It’'s clear that he has everything flowing, it’s just not cathartic
yet. Maybe it just needs to cook.”

Their Stellar dealt i[s]n aural excision. Dealing with things that might disturb the aura. Darkness... especially if they felt
it growing on you. Joy. Adventure. It was more than just traps. It was a lesson. Comic, ghoulish teaching.

-k9-k-k



The Satanists had prepared well. Children of the Hitlerian anti-Christ nest had been born and bred of blood and
capitalism (lol meant to type cannibalism but, potato-potahtoe!). But they rescued the children - the Stellar acolytes.
These children were born of the anti-Christ but they were innocent for as long as they had their mother’s blood in them,
life blood fighting the diet of death and murder they were otherwise fed in-utero. During this time, 7 years until all cells
were replaced, they could be saved from their destiny and fate to become the harbingers of the apocalypse, bringing
about calamitous deathwaves across the landscape, razing whole populations. The High Order Stellar interfered. They
took the children from their parents and placed them with High Order acolytes.

One of the families was found by the Hitlerian anti-Christ nest however. They infiltrated the family’s lives and continued
their work.

The other 5 children came out in various levels of successful transitioning out of their origins - some were kept in
secrecy of their past and some found out or were told. Vincent, Peonie, Stagger, Fons and Kraft grew up abnormally but
without starting the apocalypse. Trainor, on the other hand, could be the beginning of the end of humanity if left to his
own devices. He found his way to darkness on his own despite very bright, hopeful parents.

There is a secret 7th child who has the power to undo everything their family has done.
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Shadow-Spooks abounded. Kathleen persisted in her work despite the fact that the spooks haunted the entrances and
exits, pretending to be huxters selling trivial items but really waiting for any perturbed or dark individual to pass and
take advantage of. The Shadow-Spooks chose their targets well.

Mr. Halloween came to town and the spooks were conflicted. On the one hand, he seemed a natural ally. Spooks and

Halloween. On the otherhand, he was a product of the Stellar. Of course just coming from a Stellar was no quarantee

that someone would be on the institution’s side. But there was no quarantee of how he would respond to the spooks.
Still, they remained hopeful and plotted their introduction.

Mr. Halloween would be a good get.

Kathleen pored over an engineering textbook. So they wanted stronger Selenic panels. And panels made from organic
and renewable matter. So a living Selenic panel.

She had her work cut out for her.
Kathleen was an engineer by trade but she also lived in a Stellar to develop herself and cope with her nightterrors.

They had been deemed visions of a possible future and her Stellar wanted her to carry out a few Body Rendition rounds
to deal with them. The spooks had no use for her because all she did was have bad dreams. She wasn't drenched in
darkness or secret horrors.

Mr. Halloween probably had a horror or two to expunge.

“Need a watch?” asked the spook once he arrived. Mr. Halloween was dressed in all black except for orange-framed
shades. A long trench coat. Leather. Or Pinatex, at least - leather made from pineapple rind.



“Got one,” he said, holding up his wrist. “I know a spook when | see one. I'm Mr. Halloween,” he finished with a smirk.
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The Earthcry could be felt all over. The animals, the way sounds hung on the air, the cracking of tree branches and the
falling of leaves.

It was all burgeoning and Khalil could feel it all. Her animal companion could feel it too. She whined and worried. She
felt like something was incoming and did not like the air of destiny around her owner.

Animal sending happened every day, giving Khalil information about what was happening in the world and in the latest
Stellar War Simulation. She did her best to read the signals but it got annoying when the animals started to make out,
showing her what she was missing out on... Sharmaine was going through it. Khalil watched the drama unfold.

Her training had brought her to this point. She had taken up a raw vegan diet, as had her fellow acolytes so as to
vibrate on the same frequency and facilitate telepathic communication.

They were separated, the group in one house across the street, her with her family - against her will.

She had been submitted to an old-school mental health institution just as she was supposed to enter the scene with
her fellow acolytes and close out the telepathic exercises. She had been kept separate ever since.

But also because she was a bomb, ready to go off.

In love with Kraft, a child of Hitler, she had been raised to despit(s)e and hunt down Nazis, something that was a
surprise to her and she uncovered through unspoken communique with her family. They were each other’s destruction.

They trained her to recognize evil by sense. Or at least, this was what she drew from the proceedings around her. It had
a smell and a sound.

As her raw vegan diet progressed, she withdrew from plastic and gas products as well.
It all felt impure.

With each exclusion she felt the earth deeper and deeper in her heart - it was her primary element as she was
descended from slaves who worked the land.

Her body knew sorrow.

Trapped in the middle of the Stellar War as one of the few true players (non-actors, real deciding factors in a conflict)
she wanted to rebel and leave.

The Motorists came in droves to support, to observe and report on the proceedings. She did not worry about gas
because she thought the motors were clean.

They kept trying to get Khalil and Kraft to work together during the mating rite but Khalil was too perturbed by
everything in her environment. Pain percussion was being used to drum up rain until she could meet with Kraft to
bring rain together out of their love-making. But until then, they would force her.



They were trying to rush her into making a move. The pain percussion was coming from the floorboards, representing
the presence of hierarchy. The Stellar War was about dismantling hierarchy once and for all.

Every time they drummed up rain from her they wanted her to think of the real cause and find a way to deal with it.
She had already said the floorboards needed replacing. Move one or two around.
But that cost money and they wanted to prove that being nice and shuffling things around we[re]n’t the solution.

Finally, she had to admit that in order to deal with the dark forces of the world around you, you had to get rid of the
causal factor - sure - the board.

Well. She'd drawn the conclusion but they still needed rain. The pain percussion continued. That was when the motorists
began to swarm. They made her feel as though she was being gassed up in the fun sense but they were not on her side.
They were not using clean vehicles... only a few. She wished them dead.

The upstairs was the main reason she could not meet Kraft. They were driving her mad.

And any time she veered off her diet they started up with the pain percussion once more.

She wanted to chop off their feet and make them walk around on bloody stumps.

Hearing their clumsy, soggy, stub-steps would be a noise she would welcome.

In order to cope, she went back to eating whatever she could - food was running out, the war was costing quite a bit.

She lost the connection with her fellow acolytes when she changed up her diet and she didn't feel the Earthcry as
strongly. Before she was dancing with the wind. Now...? She was battered and bruised.

She thought of Kraft to get through it. She had... given him a brain aneurysm in the simulation. She had believed he
was turning evil, giving into his confusing background.

A descendant of a dictator, raised by a parent who had been swapped out by a Nazi. He was supposed to be insane but
he was not. And he seemed to like Khalil.

In fact he had liked her enough to make the war go in their favour. But the mental health institution had fucked
everything up. They were nothing like Stellars and it was a shock that they still existed as they used to be once - a
couple steps up from prison.

It was safe to say, life was complicated at the moment. The war was really dragging on.
And she was forgetting... the memory was fading.

Driftwood Bay had made the world sing. And after that it all felt like noise. It felt like hell. And the fucking pain
percussion didn't help - they needed to have stumpy little feet.

She went for a walk.

There had been a new virus outbreak a few years back and the vaccine for it had been hyper-contentious. It was
suspected that they were the work of Phlebotometrists, a cosmic joke, to take the urine of the Hitler anti-christ children
and put the ‘mark of the beast’ on people seeking a vaccine for the virus by ‘marking’ them with urine, like a dog or
wolf marks territory.



A sick, twisted joke.

The Phlebotometrists were borne of a school of thought of ultimate resourcefulness. Born of dark, bush practices where
the only thing the underclass could afford was the waste products of their bodies to work their magicks.

The Phlebotometrists made this practice more scientific and effective.

Khalil feared going to the bathroom as a result because her fluids could be a deciding factor in the way the war played
out. It was already hanging in the air with the sources of the ‘mark of the beast’ vaccines being present and contended
over in the War.

They were being held as prime examples for why secrecy was important. The success of the project to rehabilitate the
products of Vacuum practices in secret and with deliberation was being put forth to preserve levels of hierarchy in the
Stellar.

Khalil did not care.
She was being told that she was a weapon against the person she cared for most.

At least she no longer allowed the pain percussion to determine the weather. She withheld as it was concerned there
unless the neighbours needed rain.

The house was no longer getting water from the rain though, something had blocked up the pipes.

She went back inside for a drink of water, the last of the water from the catchment.

She opened the tap but, looking at the water through the glass, it was a rusty colour...

Blood?

She tested it in the lab kit in the bathroom, one of a few Anti-Phlebotometrist test kits left before they ran out.
Blood.

Blood in the rain.

Blood in the fucking rain.

So she had nothing to drink now without spending to get new water brought in or buying drinks or trusting the water
at the simulation bar since water was free there.

Who did she fuck over in a past-life to have this kind of karma?



