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O

n an oil rig in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, four young workers were eating their boxed lunches. With a husky voice, a heavy menial work as spoke as he adjusted a chipped toothpick in his hand, “ so Joe, you and your old lady still have that fiddley dink problem?” Eating, three of the men laughed. Unhappily, the man who didn’t laugh shrugged his very muscular shoulders and curtly replied, “ I’d shut up if I were you!” The sound of bending metal resounded throughout the oil rig. Pushing their lunches to thefloor, allfourmenrushedtothesidewherethewrenchingnoisecamefrom. Looking over the oil-stained side of the rig, they saw it, like feelers, watery structured tentacles wrapped around the four iron legs of the rig. Loudly Joe yelled, “ get away from the sides!” throwing off his yellow hard hat Joe exposed his shining bald head as the enormous tentacles began to drag the strong oil rig underwater.

When the oil rig got close enough to the dark water, every worker jumped into the ocean. Swimming away from the collapsing oil rig, Joe looks back as it was ripped out of sight. Then from the sky, within the water, and deep insides their heads came the words, “ for too long have I watched as humans rape the world I’ve created.”

“I have lived for billions of years. Many call me by various names, Gabriel, voice of God, killer of the Emperor, Vincent, but there is only one answer, I am. Traveling through time with my trusty wormhole watch and my friend Melcot, I have done many glorious things. Once again, I am thrust into defusing a deadly situation. Mother nature has become sick and old with the constant digging for new materials. She wishes for all of her creations to live, but this has been far too much for her to handle. Mother nature will strike back to keep herself alive, and starting over is her only option. Regrettably, I must save a world so undeserving.”

At 11:30 PM in a violent North Korea. Behind one of the world’s most powerful sniper rifles, laying on a roof, a woman on her stomach held her elegant hand above the life-ending trigger. Dressed in black leather, she gazed to the high-tech space-age scope. On the other side of the rifle was a North Korean dignity yelling to his unhealthy soldiers. Coughing and unable to stand, they despairingly marched back to him. Smiling with a lollipop in her mouth, she pulled the trigger. Noiselessly the sniper rifles round jetted through the air blowing a gaping softball-sized hole in his hate-filled heart. As the dignitary fell to the hard rocks, the woman on the roof said, “nice.” Calmly she flicked a red switch on the side of the silver rifle. Getting up, she quickly sprinted to the back of the roof and jumped off it, landing on a green ATV.

Riding into the woods of North Korea, she laughed as her curly red hair whisked behind her. Rushing to find the shooter, the ill soldiers ran to her location; twenty feet away from the house, the sniper rifle exploded. The blast destroyed the building as roaring flames annihilated everyone in the town. Riding out of the brush on her ATV, the woman rode to the edge of a cliff overlooking the Pacific Ocean. From sixty to seventy to eighty, she sped up driving off the four-hundred-foot cliff. Jumping from the ATV, she fearlessly closed her shiny blue eyes as she pulled a string on her shoulder; spring into form were two leather gliding wings. Floating on an ocean breeze, she pulled a red lipstick cell phone. Shortly she pressed the send button. Placing it to her ear, she spoke as her English accent rained through, “this is codename Shujinko; the job is done.”

A US Naval nuclear submarine was called to inspect the oil rig’s distress call. Inside the sixty-foot sub, General Nathan E Spicer sat in a brown rocking chair. As if he just opened his eyes, the General called for his morning coffee. Handing the General a Styrofoam cup of black coffee a private admittedly said, “Sir, the sonar shows no trace of the oil rig.” Shot gunning the rest of his coffee the General sighing spoke, “ it’s going to be a long day. Bring us to the surface, let’s see if there’s any wreckage.” Cautiously a lieutenant raised the submarine. Estranged, Nathan got up and walked to the hatch. Waving down one of his men he calmly said, “I’ll go up and see if there’s any debris from a possible explosion.”

Climbing the metal ladder to the hatch, Spicer opened it and went outside. Intuitively he gazed at the sea to see hundreds of floating dead workers. Not shutting the hatch, the General dropped back down into the sub. Brashly Nathan opened a stout wooden box next to the latter and took out a loudspeaker. Hurrying, he jumped up the shiny ladder to the outside. Clicking it on he spoke into it, “ is anyone out there alive?” Using the last of his stored strength, Joe cried out, “ here!” Releasing the loudspeakers, Spicer leaped into the cold water. Swimming to the person who yelled, Spicer dragged him back to the waiting sub.

At a lavish townhouse in Rome, the woman who iced the North Korean dignitary, turned a page of a rock magazine. Twirling her hair as she tranquility finished reading it, and getting up, she tossed it into a huge terracotta fireplace. Watching the paper ignite, she comically muttered, “that trip was such a drag; I think I’ll take a shower.” Slowly this Victorian structured woman walked down a white hallway. In a steaming shower, she thought about the countless people she has had to kill for the upkeep of her lifestyle. Running her red hair under the showerhead, she smiled as to brush off her tragic memories. Slowly she ran her hand along her soft wet calf and began to enjoy it. Abruptly she was interrupted by a loud bang in the living room. Flipping her hair out of her eyes, annoyed, she turned off the rushing water, opening the fog glass door to the shower, she stepped out. First to touch the floor were her toes, exposing her red painted toenails. Like a stocking tiger consumed by silence, she wrapped a black towel around herself; she opened a teak draw on the wall. The open drawer was chocked full of guns.

Reaching into the long draw, she retrieved a fully automatic assault rifle. Shoving a black clip in the rifle and cocking it, she readied herself. Walking down the hall, she sounded like a feather falling. Seeing someone in black Sprint down the hall, she fired, blowing apart the wall. Cautiously she followed,turningshesawVincentsittinginherlacqueredbonsaiwoodenchair.

Lowering her weapon in disdain, she angrily said, “ Vincent, you could’ve called. First, you know.” Standing up, Vincent antagonistically spoke, “ now why would I do that? I wouldn’t have got to see your perfect form in a tiny black towel.” Turning, she erotically walked to a closet behind her and opened the Brown sliding door. Undoing the towel, she dropped it to the carpeted floor as Vincent stared at her; he said, “ you did a good job in North Korea as I instructed you to.” Putting on a red shirt, she sensuously said, “ I guess you need me for another job?” Appearing behind her as if he were flames, he wrapped his 142 mesmerizing wings around her and kindly spoke, “ Kat, you know I do, but this is the biggest job I’ve ever sent you on.”

Turning within his wings, Kat placed her arms on his shoulder. Smiling, she coyly said, “ oh Vincent, I can never get dressed around you.” With a smirk on his face, Vincent asked, “ why would that be?” Viciously she slammed her lips into his, and she French kissed him so hard that he liked it. Pulling away, she happily said, “ because I always end up taking them off again.”

Space, avastemptinesseverstretchingpastitself. Holdingsomanyglorious gravity-made structures, without anger or greed, space goes on. Out past the long arms of the Milky Way slides a white tube-like ship as if it was gliding on frail winds. Inside the aircraft carrier-sized spaceship sits one lanky proportioned man at the blue Helmsman chair. His silver hair shone as if a star, but his eyebrows were strikingly red. Pressing the screen on the console intelligently spoke, “ I can’t believe how easy this ship is to control.” Excitedly he jumped to his feet, stepping away from a finely made seat he admitted, “ it should be. Being the flagship of the Tie-vin Colonies and all.” Posing as an official he loudly spoke, “ computer!” From out of the thin air a soft gratifying female voice replied, “ yes sir.” Strolling to the three-legged captain’s chair, he adversely said, “ status scan for primitive planets and notify me when you’re done.”

Lying in bed on General Spicer’s submarine Joe awoke to see the General standing over him. Calmly Spicer spoke, “ Son, can you tell me what happened to the oil rig?” Nervously Joe spoke, “ all I saw was huge watery tentacles... . It killed everyone! Dragging it down to the dark blackness.” Terrified Joe began to quiver uncontrollably. Sitting down next to Joe, Nathan spoke, “ I am General Nathan Spicer. This is the submarine, SS Lion Gates. We got your distress call two days ago and rushed to help.” Shaking, Joe spoke, “ my name’s Joe Livingston. We have got to get out of here.... It’s coming back!” Urgently a naval soldier ran into the room and informed him, “ Sir, there’s something four hundred meters in diameter forty leagues away.” Quickly Spicer ran to his station, and authoritatively he said, “ status report.” The sonar operator replied, “ Sir, whatever it is, is coming up fast.” “ Fire two torpedoes, ” the General ordered. Powerfully the torpedoes charged through the ocean.

Watching the sonar, the private venting spoke, “ Sir, it was a direct hit, but it’s still coming!” Holding onto his chair, Spicer said, “head for land!” Disengaging, the helmsman said, “ that’s heading to California’s, sir. No one’s supposed to know we’re out here.” Angered, Nathan yelled, “ you don’t have to remind me of my orders, private! Go to shore, or I’ll feed you to that thing!” Firing up the propeller, the SS Lion Gates sped towards the land. The sonar detector operator yelled, “ Sir, it’s getting close!” With a loud bang, the sub chaotically shook. Wishing he was at home, the private yelled, “ it’s right on top of us!” Rushing into the General’s presence an engineer yelled, “ Sir we’re taking on water!” With another bang, the ship’s hull began to lose its shape. Calmly Spicer asked, “ how far is it to shore?” Replying, the helmsman said, “ two hundred feet.” “ Raise the sub, ” Spicer yelled! Resurfacing the sub smashed into the beach. Terrified, the sun tanners and beachgoers ran to the boardwalk.

Screeching tentacles slammed on the boardwalk crushing boatloads of innocent bystanders. Climbing off the metal floor, Spicer’s ears were ringing as he stumbled down the hall to the room Joe was in. As loud as he could, Nathan yelled, “ abandon ship!” Following the General’s words, the submarine crew jumped onto the beach, yelling to everyone as they ran into the city. Disorientated Spicer entered Joe’s room. Snatching Joe’s Collar confusingly, asked, “ how did you know it was coming!” Shaking Joe answered, “ it’s in my head.” Holding his head, Joe shakingly spoke, “ I can hear its thoughts.” Sluggishly Spicer let go of Joe’s quivering shirt and held himself up using one hand on the wall intrigued asked, “ what does it want?” Looking into the General’s eyes Joe sadly said, “ extinction.”

Boardly a refreshed Melcot stood up against the black door in Kat’s room. Her sleigh bed was made with strong rosewood and red satin sheets. In it was a nude Vincent with Kat’s head on his chest, her hair tips touching his chin. Arrogantly Melcot spoke, “so while I was finding information about a certain supposed to be dead fallen Angel, you are having conjugality.” Opening his orange eyes, Vincent calmly asked, “So what did you find?” Walking through the closed bedroom door, Melcot remarked, “get dressed; I’ll see you by the fireplace.” Softly Kat whispered, “ Time to get to work.” Sliding out of her bed, Kat put on her red shirt and a pair of blue jeans. Plopping on the bed she began to put on her brown leather boots. Pushing the blankets off himself Vincent regrettablyputonhisblackpolymer-likeclothes. Finishing,Katwalkedacross the room opening the door, and walked out of the messy bedroom. When she was gone Vincent sat down on the bed and taking a deceitful deep breath got back up. Leaving the room Vincent started for the fireplace.

Grinning Melcot said, “Well, now that I see her, you’re excused.” Disregarding Melcot’s words Vincent spoke, “out with it.” Sitting in a chair made of pure gold that he conjured from the center of the Earth Melcot disclosed his wanted information. “Alexander may have saved the day, but he didn’t kill Lucifer. He survived. Now missing two of his six wings Lucifer’s been destroying the minds of good men and they’ve been killing the land. In Cairo, he’s using those men to dig deep into the sand. He’s looking for something.” Standing while the gold chair sank back into the ground, he continued, “ one thing I do know is that his new mind control powers do not work on women.” Depressingly, Melcot’s stated, “ because of this he has been slaughtering women by the thousands. The sands of Egypt run red.” Snapping his fingers, Vincent manifested a silver suitcase on the white carpet. Turning to Kat, he said, “ your guns are there.”


As she went to the case, Melcot unhappily said, “guns, guns won’t stop


Lucifer.” Discreetly Vincent said, “ truthfully, Melcot, I don’t know what will.” Pulling out his silver wormhole watch, Vincent said, “ Melcot, will you please take Kat to Cairo and try to find out what Lucifer is searching for.” Crossing his little arms in dismay, Melcot asked, “And what will you be doing?” Opening the silver watch, Vincent calmly said, “I’m going to find Cilvea and ask her how to kill a Seraph.” Only opening his mouth, a bit to speak, Melcot tried to say words of caution, but in anger, Vincent spoke louder,

“I know Melcot, I can’t save her!” Turning the watch dial to the left, Vincent disappeared into emptiness. With the case open, Kat put two Glocks in her side holsters. Then she loaded the augmented shotgun with 24 rounds. Itching his head, Melcot asked, “ ready to go?” In a flash, they were underground in a sixty-foot room. Sitting on a diamond throne Melcot calmly told her, “ We’ll be there in an hour.”

Laying upside down in the captain’s chair of the Tie-vin flagship he heard the beep. Generously the computer soft female voice spoke, “ Sir I found two primitive planets. Venus and Earth.” Rubbing his chin, the man spoke out loud to himself, “ Well, Venus is overseen by the Tie-vin’s.” Clearing his throat, Tefaloo spoke to the computer, “ set a course for Earth.” Replying, the computer spoke, “ time until destination, twenty minutes.” Walking out of the shadows were six humanoid figures, five of them were men and one woman. It seems she was in charge because in her presence they lowered their heads. Her hair was aquamarine like the ocean, no taller than five foot seven she cracked her knuckles exposing her white skin. Intuitively she spoke as her undeserving nameless goons stood behind her, “ excuse me Mr. Tefaloo, when do I get my pay!”

Turning on his tippy toes he replied, “ you’ll get your precious shinnies your greediness.” Apprehensively she grinned to say, “ the only reason I tolerate you is you’re the best.” “ And the only reason I tolerate you is that you are something nice to look at, ” Tefaloo informed her. Laughing she said, “ why are you going to Earth?” Needing his true intentions to stay hidden he lied to her, “ Earth has mountains of gold and silver for the taking.” Walking nose to nose with Tefaloo she squinted in hatred for all life and threatening him she spoke, “ there better be on your life will end.” Repressing his feelings, he calmly admitted, “ you know you look disgusting when you do that Yrkoo?” Warning of an alert the computer interpreted the tense situation, “ Sir, our sister ship the Monicon is haling us.” Forgetting their argument Melcot, Yrkoo, and her five men rushed to the ship’s seven operating systems. Helm, engineers, sensors, plasma weapons, main weapons, communications, and the captain’s chair where Tefaloo happily sat.

Leaning forward Tefaloo said, “ let’s find out what they have to say.” Sitting at communications one of Yrkoo’s goons called it up. Appearing in a blue 3D rendition of himself the Captain of the Monicon was depicted as an older gentleman. Long hair blocked most of the captain’s face as he spoke a decree, “ by command of the Tie-vin Empress you are to stop now.” On unwanting of this conversation, Tefaloo stated, “ why would I give my big sister that?” Concerned, the image replied, “ second child you must stop or we will fire on you.” Sitting back Tefaloo spitefully said, “ you can’t beat me, you know that.” Placing his left hand over his heart the image spoke once again, “ we die for her.” After he spoke the image disappeared. Stricken by astonishment Yrkoo said, “ they’re firing on us.” The two ships stacked up against one another like the sun and the Earth completely mismatched in every way. The Monicon used to be the Tie-vin’s first flagship until Tefaloo himself birthed the polarity plasma core, gifting the colonies with the power of existence.

The Monicon, unlike Tefaloo’s ship, was a complete sphere containing not just soldiers but many scientists that studied old clouds and space dust. That they would attack him with civilians on board egged Tefaloo on. Digging his fingertips into the arms of the captain’s chair Tefaloo ordered, “ start-up the plasma core.” Without question, Yrkoo and her man did what he asked. Speeding through space at one hundred forty-nine thousand eight hundred ninety-six miles per second, six nuclear-powered rockets exploded next to the Tie-vin flagship engulfed it in nuclear hellfire. Laughing Tefaloo yelled, “ unleashed the plasma weapon!” Lunging down on a white rectangular button the goon at the plasma controls remarked, “ I love this ship! In a minuscule moment,theflamewassuckedintosevenventsonthebottomoftheenormous cylinder. The nuclear energy splashed onto the deadly Tie-vin core and as it charged to a thermonuclear red, so did the outer hull. Waving her hand bye, Yrkoo, smiling, said, “ see you.” Cooling down to its original color the energy held up within the core moved at the speed of light blowing a seven-hundredfoot hole out of the center of the spherical Monicon.

Ecstatic Tefaloo jumped to his feet and began to do a jig of satisfaction. Wary

of Tefaloo, Yrkoo calmly spoke, “ I think that Tie-vin mess is hailing us?” Pleasurablyhesaid, “theywantedtodieformysisterandwhoamItotakethat away from them.” Sitting back down, Tefaloo spoke, “ maintain course for Earth,leavethemtospace.” Emotionlesslythehelmsmancontinued. Angered, Tefaloo got up once more and left the bridge. Behind the soundproof doors of the bridge Tefaloo fell to his knees, closing his eyes he said, “ I just killed the man who raised me from birth.” Hearing Yrkoo coming towards him through the soundproof door he stood up and put on his mask of happiness. Admitting what she wished not to Yrkoo stated, “ you did good out there.” Consoling his grief, he replied in jest, “ it’s my nature.” Turning as she ventured into the bridge Yrkoo said, “ will be at Earth in ten minutes.”

As if in a dream Vincent stood in front of his old home’s tan front door, he had never feared anything, but now he quivered to see Cilvea’s loving face. Pushing open the door Vincent gently snuck in. Remembering the creeks in the old wooden floor, he shifted his feet stepping around them. There she was in their sad bedroom tucking in the sheets around the bases of the quaint cot. Calmly Vincent spoke, “ Cilvea.” Stopping she saw him, disappointed she spoke, “ you didn’t get the groceries?” Swallowing Vincent in discomfort asked, “ how did you come across the knowledge of killing Seraphim?” At this time Cilvea was not with child and two years younger than when he last saw her. Flattening out a wrinkle, Cilvea avoided answering, “ what are you talking about?” Evidently, full of strife he strolled towards her, dropping down to her face Vincent said, “ Cilvea I need to know, the world depends on you.”

In despairing ecstasy, she kissed Vincent. Heavily she exhaled telling him, “ hen I first met you my mother gave me it because she feared you.” “I would die a thousand times for you, my love, ” Vincent rebuttal. Sensing his guile, Cilvea comfortingly spoke, “how did you know and?” From soft to concerned she kept speaking, “why do you have your powers back?” Sitting on the bed next to her Vincent told her all that he could, “ ou could always tell, things of catastrophe happened for us. Because you and I threw away this power, in the future I won’t be able to save you.” Surprised in despair Cilvea asked, “ow, why?” Wrapping his arm around her, as if a stone Vincent answered, “ if I tell you it will change everything to come, and saving you now can cause whole worlds to be unsafe.” Pulling away from him Cilvea spitefully stated, “ what happened to you’d die for me hotshot?” Pointing to the door Cilvea demanded, “ leave you’ll never get what you came for.” Walking to the bedroom door Vincent turned to her and began to explain himself, “I spent four years avenging you. Closing quotes raising a finger for every person, Vincent continued in anger, “I murdered a barber, his desk clerk, a priest, your killer, my brother, Belial, an immortal Dragon.” Stopping Vincent vengefully yelled, “ oh no I’m running out of fingers! How much more blood and betrayal do I have to inform you of to prove my undying love for you because I can keep going!” Cilvea’s facial expression seemingly apologizing for her before she even spoke, “ Vincent ... I didn’t know, I’m sorry.”

Losing his frustration, Vincent went to her as Cilvea grieving said, “I’ll tell you.” Wiping away her emerging tears, Vincent spoke, “let’s sit down.” Agreeing they both sat back on the edge of the bed and Cilvea began to calmly speak, “reserving the spell is easy, reserving the power to use it is another thing entirely.” Revealing a secret from her past Cilvea betrayed her religion’s code of silence, “when I went to that family reunion in Fishington, well it wasn’t in Fishington, but to the land of sand. Where the two matriarchs of the houses imbued me with the key to use and control the skills of Raga. Only to protect myself of course.” Reluctantly Vincent stood and depressingly said, “then I must go.” Roughly Cilvea snatched his hand and clearing her throat said, “you’re not going anywhere without me.” Raising an eyebrow Vincent looked down at her to gently say, “why would that be?” Standing up next to him Cilvea quest fully answered, “who do you think’s going to bestow you

with the greatness to complete your goal. All the rest of my family hates you.” Knowing this was a terrible idea Vincent admitted, “fine, but you’re leaving the other me, some kind of note to keep me on the gentle side of life.”

Smirking, Cilvea let go of Vincent’s hand and slipped on a pair of his old pants. Leaving them baggy she tucked in her long white shirt, under its belt. Checking her boots Cilvea modeled herself off for Vincent. Lustfully smirking he remarked, “You always look good in my clothes.” Using a tranquil guile Cilvea jotted down a short message for her soon-to-be arriving husband.

Opening his silver wormhole pocket watch Vincent turned its dial to the left and instantly hugged Cilvea. Lightning marked the departure as a common letter muffed a reason.


To: my loving husband,


I’ve been called away on urgent business, but not to worry you’ll always keep me well until I return to you. With all my love, your wife Cilvea
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S

lightly off the ocean a reporter, puffy-haired and in a female pantsuit. Reported her average traffic statement, “hi, I’m Betty Burnsanety,

Leslie Vendervill is out today. We’re here to find out why this side of town has been backed up for the past four hours. News 38 will have helicopter viewsshortly, rightnowwe’rethefirstonthescene.” Onthesidewalk, shesaw a looming shadow leaning over three blocks of the city. Still looking towards the live camera Betty asked, “do you think the Doppler’s off or something?” Erratically the camera view changed upward as the whole site was that of one massive aquatic tentacle. Screaming with terror Betty dropped her news 38 microphone as the crackling went dead. Switching to the helicopter’s view it showed mother nature’s aquatic octopus dragging its huge body onto land.

The octopus’s efforts caused a vast amount of water to splash in the land allowing the SS Lion Gates to be sprung afloat. Now on land, Nathan watched his beloved vessel drift out to sea. Shaking Joe stood next to him as the bystander to this war where both sides were only fighting to survive. Turning to the planet’s self-appointed defender Spicer angrily stated, “let’s kill it.” Nodding in approval Joe quivering said, “sure.” Calmly walking into the panicking city Joe and Spicer went off to find what they needed. While spices stepped over a burning mailbox Joe loudly asked, “how do you plan on killing the beast?” “Well Joe, my new best bud, the SS Lion Gates has a nuclear reactor, “ the General said, with opportunity. “We should blow up the reactor,

” Joe happily replied. As many scared Californians rushed past him, Spicer clapped his hands to complement Joe’s intellect. Strolling past a collapsed building Spicer calmly continued, “the only way to do that is to explode my ship. A gun store or I don’t know, an underground market would help us in the situation.”

Speaking over a blaring car alarm Joe yelled, “my cousin Voyt owns the shifty one of those!” Pushing a panicking half-naked man out of His Way, Spicer urgently stated, “then you lead the way.” Having Joe lead the way to the culminating destruction of the rioting city. Exerting the smallest energy had drastic repercussions. Now standing in front of his cousin’s fortified shop, chasing after him, Spicer stopped at Joe’s side to exhaustingly ask, “how do you do that.” Sensing his quivering, Joe exhaustingly answered, “I don’t know, but I feel great!” Every one of Joe’s evil-like symptoms had vanished leaving him hopeful that they had a chance. “There it is, ” Joe informed the General.

The old gun store had not been touched by any writhing of the octopus’s tentacles. Voyt’s gun store was the only so-called safe place for blocks. As not to move too fast Joe slowly walked forward, and unwavering he was face to face with the front door. Jogging up to him Nathan jokingly said, “I thought I was in a hurry.” Staring at Spicer Joe pushed open the door and using the least bit of force went in. Following him Spicer took in his deadly surroundings, two rifle barrels squished in their cheeks with a group of elderly gentlemen holding them. Trying to cool everything down Nathan spoke, “I’m with the Navy, we’re here for help.” Pushing the barrels further into Spicer’s cheek caused both men to raise their hands. With expediency, Spicer spoke again,

“this is Joe, he’s going to talk now okay” fear masked, by strength came from one of the gunmen, “Joe is that you?” Nervously Joe stated, “well it’s not the damn mailman!” Lowering their rifles the men took a soft moment of calm.

Hugging a plaid-dressed shop owner Joe happily said, “Voyt, you scared the crap out of me.” Releasing one another Joe spoke in the same tone of voice, “where’s Marge and Jenna?” Calmly Joe’s cousin Voyt answered, “oh, they’re in Wichita to see her sister.” “Hey there just happens to be a huge octopus destroying the city, but don’t let me bother you two, ” Nathan yelled! Calmly Vogt said, to Joe, “he must be with you. You only hang out with people who have no time for the little things.” Backing away from his cousin Joe in avoidance said, “don’t start this again.” Venting Spicer trumped up to Voyt, and said, “me and him! Don’t hang out
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