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The women may have presumed a complete innocence at the Watchers' tables— they were as men, surrounding them showing tiny tricks and flashing smiles without combusting.  Light uneventful jokes, clear alcohols and untroubled teeth, bright under their brimmed hats, topping elegant suits and slick pomade black hair.  These men were not men but fallen angels, the Watchers.  Smoking Earth narcotics, blowing the trails adrift, they spoke expressively to the Pocket Women— prerecorded routines by way of a hidden tape recorder—the magnetic tape cut out the crowds in their voice.  No seeming evils there, but obvious closeness, conversations without raised voices.

Ten hours were spent at these endless gatherings, waging well into the darkness.  Fresh Herring cooked in individual pans before them, the raw stacks were never depleted.  The Watchers quickly replaced the slabs, matching their flop of flaccid dicks behind mirrors.  Glasses ran full of the whitest milk, floating with warm herb cure, lifting the sloping lives from women's spines.  The women exaggerated their consumption, sitting at tables snapping often for service, sternly.  

The Watchers revered the Pockets' every act; the Watchers' enjoyment a form of personal amusement, though the appreciation went without reveal.  Far off, a world away, was home, where the Pockets were known as the Shakti, worshiped to full.

Home.  Home was where to be kissed by brushing lips, eye lash, and nudge.  Only slightly open, their mouths, closed eyes and angles, strategic slight of tongue.  The smell of blush, foundation, warm acceptable breath(s).  Noses in parry, they stopped at the horizon of the neck with nibbled goodbye.  Breasts rise with deep sigh, cock rises with deep sigh, they sleep on warm hair, soap scents.  The pajamas are made too tight.  There was an expense of being close, big let downs, incomplete, but alive now.  This was love.  This was real.  This was survival.  The Shakti takes prisoners and no one dies.

The Shiava Drones held steady these homes, and procure the Ennui charms that protect these Shakti Matriarchs from hardships on their travel to insemination.  An empty conquest of charmed plastic foods were placed near windows at set tables in the Shaktis' dinning areas.  Set for the Shakti's return, the plates never depleting in their absence, realistic rubber steaks robbing the Drones' heart of quickness.  

The emptiness of lonely beds would dwindle at times, as apparitions of Matriarchs stood, folded arms and leaning in doorways, visiting their sleeping Drone.  Their bodies together, aloft in a canopy of dream.  Their actual Matriarch would leave behind a gift to her isolate, placing a petrified birch branch at the side of their bed.  Smeared with an oily amalgam of Naughty Man's Cherries and distilled Nicotine, a touch might provoke the sensation of traveling.  Within the right dream space, a hand reached to hold his Matriarch may feel transported to her, no matter the distance between.  The Shakti seals this with the spell: “I place this so that it not be moved until the time of my choosing.”

Stepping from the Watchers' bars, a counter-intuitive mustiness fills the air.  Old files spilling out from windows could be seen up and down the block.  Upper floors, housed in brick, sent unknowable breezes, flinging paper through the air, carried with a teetering lightness.  Without presumable cause, they propelled invisibly, floating from vacant and dark rooms.  A waste, a cyber dump from a time of civilization long past, the xerox sheets blue and scratched, unreadable, even if the language were still in use.  The clerks had been wound down to dust, and the old sensibilities forgotten in these loose stacks, made stained by the yellow rust of time. 

The foundation of a concrete past was absent from them all; the sight of the beautiful women walking on streets maintained a soft glow of a warm Now.  The timeless Watchers, distanced from past injury, frowned languidly as the sight of the written word held no new powers.  The streets here were clean of spit and contract.  No tourists filled their minds.  

In the buildings clacked past, the lower floors housed the other Pockets— those awaiting release to the Matriarchy gamble.  Rich with oiled soft hair and dreams, they were nestled in their pasture and wound in the comforts of crisp darkness, windows full of blue-fuzz and soundless monitors.  Their painted eyes asleep and empty, their heads were flowing polar light shows through to the ceiling—a swirling mess of chance and trouble.  These accumulating transmissions were received by the Tailored Guests, packaged and systematically broadcast, witnessed, as always, forever and ever, by the Premiere Five and Five God Himself.

The Pockets' gaudy furs and newly-raised conversations, were punctuated by their exaggerated platforms clopping the wet cement.  They progressed in escorted huddles of legs in black sheen stockings, off to visionary casinos, brought to life with the rush of vivid offers and invigorating wind.  Their image captured in broadcasts from windows of heated brick buildings, as the scent of fats bubbled in pans around them.  Their beauty noticed twenty-two feet on approach, slabs of meat in endless replenishment.  The wisps of furs, the lights and sounds, left a chew on the Watchers' jaws, a sentiment of the woman, made god, whom owned the begs of the wind.

The Pockets were always revived on the street, they walked sparkling in visible breath, eyes wincing to the clink-of-glass cold stillness.  They were led around to drinks and warm guts, the fires of aged American whiskey leaving their drunken long hair unnoticed in their mouths, heads sopped in celebration.  Hot fattening soups, sea bear and walrus broths, steams condensed on the skin of red chilies. Parades from the villas passed, stands of salted herring.  Soft low lights, sun yellow, played like candles inextinguishable.  Into this arena, the Pockets pushed like plunged medicine, not occluded but true, straight line to the fucking heart.  The morning would make for nakedness in a bright steel room for some of them, their bodies foregoing trial duties with Watchers smiling upon the Nephilim process.

Staring wide in captivation by the big screen, infant to mother, the screens blabbed expectancies of the clinic, a few blocks from the strip.  There, the Watchers felt the hot groin spark of invention, where their own symptom of desire began.  Viewing the Pockets through a sterile room's two-way mirror, they spit lust for the caged, the Pockets were no more than made specimen.  The bunt a Watcher's achievement was sloshed into old paint cans, crackling at the land, and stored on meandering shelves of a locked supply closet.

Mixed together with the cock draining collection barrels of old Valence machinery, a small drizzle of the lust would cling deep, delivered by raw cold machine.  With an expressionless face not spared the knife, the Shaktis' own sense of insatiability upheld their posture.  The pose of the red-lipped brat amok in sheer garments was retained.  Tearing friction, they held still, until the machine was stiffly removed, cold, and just as quickly as it intruded, the unawakened skin hard and wrinkled like a water-logged finger.

A red cutout water mark floated in the bored Pocket's eye, traced over a bombardment of scrolling lights in the pane the capsule, compounded by reflection.  The woman was, once scanned, pierced at the mouth to display her status of pregnancy.  The images seemed real for a fleeting moment, and, at others, an indescribable shadow unnoticed, somehow managing to feel hidden in the ear.  Worn out and faded, the eye soon cleared of any information at all, and the Shakti, now Matriarch, was alone— exactly where she wanted to be .

Standing naked in mirror, posing and only partially aware of the crowd behind the image, her head tilted right so that the smoke from the process could drain an upward exhale away from the moisture of her face.  She expressed her figure as the room offered a warm heat at the shoulder blown from behind.  No evils there behind her dark painted eyes, only blank.

The Matriarchs lived out life at home in escort-like dilemmas, built in dramatic self-dialog.  The insemination process a permanent and unguessable secret, as their abundant talents made for useless payments: the prestige of 'Matriarch' and coin enough for her community's survival.  The Drones at home save shelter, where child-bearing promises the most dangerous of all acts, a feat in career.  

These servants of worship wait, keeping the warmth of life on the women's beds, for, to not, would mind as if the soul had vanished.  Destined they were to never lie down with breeze-bared hips between shared sheets.  A screen eye, watching red lines, flashed rhythms exciting the heart through door of the hallway— a screen displaying for the Drones fake love interests, coming to the door to smile upon their sleeping bodies, mumbling words that played out in dream as what needed to be heard.  Only a screen, only a Tailored Guest.

Drones stirred to the mutterings of screens, offering impossible sex in passing, as a service to the valiant ranking lover asleep.  The yearning of the Drone only closed the fleece eyes of these Matriarchs, the love for them a testimony only to duty, existing in dry poems indifferently, though unmatched the higher they climbed rank.  This love unfit for the re(a)el and an empty practice traced back to word, though the lover be stoic and unamused, appreciations never revealed.  The light nimbus aglow on the youth with this chastity tossed, never sparkled the eye for them.  

The Drone, slightly awakened from dream of protection.  Screens of images flash.  Matriarchs delving in shop-gossip as cold steps pass behind them, some air of significance.  The girls fill their pockets from pornographic poses, their young and eager years appearing to perform the old magic.  Smoking and examining themselves in mirror rooms, approvals granted the closer to thigh they climbed their stockings.  Home will worship them a Matriarch Shakti with child, to the elevation to Goddess.  Their very step guided as protected mothers.
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YEAR:: 1997.26.2.1

––––––––
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THE MONGOLIAN CRUSADES had died off from vicious internal conflict and excessive stretches of resources and labor power.  Their governments had ordered the children and women to hunt the various sparrows responsible for depleting necessary crops in the snow.  In several generations this brought reinvented generations of insects, no longer held at bay by the bird and decimated crops.  405 million of them died in the famine, the remaining reduced to eating the dead for sustenance.  With the fatless human animal, protein poisoning took what remained of the wealthy.

The root mother Bolorma kept the Ennui race alive, with successful births and the insect harvests, the natural sadness, and the available paths of magic.  With commandeered goods, soon they took to the ocean in hunt for animals, bloated with fat and meat.  But through the very act of being human, the Ennui noble in their virtues, opened the doors of the cold high hells of the Angels and the Yetzirah.  

With the influence power-craving Belbeell, the human population was subjected to the Watcher race and their insatiable gorging of the woman figure.  The drip pans of the synthetic cock draining machines, kept these children partially human, Nephilim, as the Watcher lust enhanced the human seed and the presence of Sanjavani nurtured the embryo through to birth.  Still, the situation of the combustible birth was not fool proof.

Sorgha, the on-board Shakti, began having issues.  The eyebrows raised, the eyes widen, the face lost tension.  The high cheeks began to warm art her blush, and an impulse to part the curtain of the lips was present.  The world to her, at that moment seemed easy, weightless, if she were to smile, to laugh, her brain would begin to boil and seethe out of the ears.  “Something is wrong,” she noticed.  She was losing her self control, the gut gave a jump and a feeling of nausea opened her pupils wide.

She gave a retching groan, with a symptom she described as 'a bubbling up in the head.'  “Kill me,” she said, in quiet command.  Jani Ankhbayar Beg, a runt in the robes of a low ranking Drone, a runt with eyebrows lengthened past his age, recognized the symptom immediately, and, clasping the hilt of his sword at her cries, reacted in a reflex at the jump, the memory for the procedure of mercy killing found in the deep red of his arm.  His blade disappeared through her body and back to the hilt like a flash from the paparazzi.

Weightlessness and dizziness were displayed, and a sudden seeming drunkenness— the wine of the laughing monk leaned Sorgha against a wall.  She slid to the floor before she had time to start bleeding.  On the ground, with a hold on her belly, the child adjusted itself to the sudden pressure change, loosened and draining.  She looked frightened and rather manic in her glossed-over eyes, her mouth opening in the start of a genuine smile.  

Jani's hand in her death would serve more honorable than dying from the symptoms of light, the Service, a tiny livable plague that brought combustion to the one in uncontrollable fits of joy.  If Jani didn't act fast on the remedy, she may sink this ship and crew, taking many Drones with her, and a year's worth of salted herring.

He slashed once again across the hips left to right with his Tanto, its use, developed through a lifetime of training, was typically reserved for honorable and dignified suicide rituals.  In this case, his act was one of empathetic kindness.  The laceration filled deeply with blood, whose steam was allowed to slowly exhale its life substance to a racing condensed drip on the frigged wall.  

This second slash, in his mind, was not to assist in death but reopen the origin that were coagulated to release the final huff, assuring she would rise to the sky, and that her body would safely submerge to the bottom of the sea.  This breath shuttered out a cold ounce.  

He was her twelfth Shiava Drone, and one of the few authorized to watch her aboard the ship.  She was his first Matriarch.  His heart would be farther emptied when the Shaman's scriptures come, the ritual instilled the faltering beliefs in old Gods, borne to life but withered to powerless in tiny instants.  

She showed steel nerves as she passed, the blood pooling by flexing, causing gushes, with the slowing heart, diminishing with every pull.  Her grotesque death was most honorable, humane, when compared the cold blue flames that would inevitably melt her down with the Service.  

The scene lit up by an intrusion from the hall.  The darkness of the room was flung, seemingly forming a nimbus behind her body, sprawling too, across wet-run eye lashes, a rim forming in sight diluted thin.  His eyes refracted the bits, dissipating to everything— bits that danced with pain, his blinking like an army of sprites.  These delusional creatures were usual and common in death.  He had died in a dream once.  It was just warm water and white.  How one is suddenly overcome with this laughing sickness was never certain, but not entirely unusual for the young.

A Drone came to exchange shifts with Jani's duty, his shift to stand guard and witness to the swaying movements of the Shakti as Goddess of the ship.

“We've lost Sorghaghanti! It was the Service!” Jani told him before a foot stepped in.

The Drone disappeared again on mission through the hull.  'You know you live on at death, in the bellies of new mothers.'  He looked her in the eyes, wide black with atropine makeup and the pure shake of parasympathetic reaction.  He hummed to her as if he sang sleep to her, rocking her slowly on the floor with a bounce at the shoulder.  The pain of the wound might allow for a few more moments of sound mind.  He put the back of his head against the old ship's wall, smooth in a layers of steel and dry asbestos boards.

He offered her still warm and accepting shape a clasped hand, and, as she assumed the temperature of the room, her head was now on the sprawl of his other, signifying a bend in roles as Drone now coddled the mother.  His face buried in folded hands, he muttered a low speech rocking himself gently on the knees.  The lungs breezed completely, as her body now object, lie on the floor, her tenth Drone in her gut.  

He looked away again, the final push from the lungs considered the 'Solitary Breath' of her unborn Drone, now joining its ethereal mother, growing in 10,000 directions.  At the loss, he wrapped the exposed parts of her curves in the burial shawl she continuously wore around his own head and shoulders.

Jani felt a deep empathy as her eyes ceased to move.  Cool steel fed relief to the pent up wet skin leaning on the wall.  Low ranking as he was, his formality and purpose was only to impress royalty.  However at this moment, he were something more than servant.  Though rocking Sorgha's limp weight began to burn his arms, he continued through instants of self defeat.  He would not be surprised if she came back just to smile and burn.  

The blood had stopped finally, and in that instance his mind felt up and running, as if compelled to walk her out the door.  Her body aroused a stationary spark above them that hung like a reflective speck of house dust.  It did nothing more than slowly turn after appearing, seemingly undisturbed by the air of the room.  She looked at peace, though it were hard to believe she wouldn't brag about the attention from her perfect pose of defeat.  Her death scene, for every God to see, awaited the final curtain— the theatrics of the Shaman.
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