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PROLOGUE

BesFren Town, Mali

22nd June 2032

“If it’s a rogue, and there’s any truth to territory at all, we have a nice chance of spotting ‘em between Cape Codd and Tasmania-.”

“Tasmania again? Australia...that beautiful island? Daaaamn, where are you going?”

“Gonna find those douchebags next week, some like night-feeding-.”

“At the booth?”

“When you wonna feel dolphins you can’t be at land.”

“Ain’t fucking going.”

“Will be,” Miriam Lameez sighed, “I promise Hudson.”

“What you got there? Another cage or a zoo spring?”

“ ‘Anti-coyote hook’.”

“What? ‘Anti-coyote hook’?”

“Yes.”

“You walk-by with Steepers?”

“Aah-hah.”

“Damian heads into The Outback?”

“Yeah.”

“You trail along cities??”

“Yap.”

“Other goons in the streets?”

“Yes.”

“Our suburbs...farewell to quenish Wednesdays-.”

“Fuck you Hanch.” Miriam suddenly ended the phone call. ( -“Moron!”- ) She winked at Kant. “Don’ mind ‘bout that. Where were we?”

He leaned to an aisle column at the podium. “Telling me of something wonnapledge.”

“Owh, thanks. So, you gonna – listen kindly, you gonna go out through Ten TehRun then hook back round to WonnaPledge without using exit one-o-one nor feeder sixteen.”

“Alright Mayrie.”

“Lest I forget again, there will be plenty of basics atleast a-mile-or-so and we might make it before US’ Thanksgiving-.”

“Hold on by-the-ways. WonnaPledge is a place?”

“Nearest to Rang’asville Town.”

“What happened there?”

“Another ‘Tsunami in October’...mehn, the thing is, it’s freaking small. All the springs probably got to have something behind it – lacks equinity maybe more-hums, it ain’t my region thank Christ, but yeah, that town does have many wretched brats whom some of ‘em always just pretend to be understanding-.”

“Gadamnit,” Kant raised an eyebrow, “me and Gabe we was booked vacancies last month.”

“And The Whinns, I mean, they went in trouble for decades...there’s a couple of hides or whatever ‘gown’ across there, though ain’t no honeys. Like without those little ‘baronies’ where’s perfect to recess living?”

“I have no doubts to work well with you good dear.”

Miriam smiled. “My pleasure, feel most welcome.”
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TWO DAYS LATER

Kant and Miriam embarked on a second tour for a graphic design company visit in her black Haas RV.

“Jayden contradicts thyself? Very well I precede myself. It’s as the T-Rexx...contains multitude.”

“Speed kinda fine indeed madam.”

“My colleague has another venture I partner with.”

“Maybe I could know if you don’t mind?”

“Sure, we fucking sanction haciendas.”

“What?” Kant gasped. “Stallion and horses also?”

“Eazy, just a pun. We laminate publishing houses with diamonds and Tanzanite...like painting the concretes, you know.”

“Tanzanite?” Kant was most amazed. “Where do you find ‘em?”

“Feel free I being your guide. Not ambiguously fascinated by diamonds?” She winked at him then joined exit Nwelve.

“Have never come across any Tanzanite.”

“Owh, I see. Ain’t new in this bizness.”

“Mhm-mhm, I didn’t mean that. I’ll be happified to be part-and-parcel - especially Tanzanite involved.”

“Nunca adios empirio secreto de amore.”

“I bet inc’s slogan.”

“Daaamn. Yeah,” Miriam smiled as she intersected to service lane 9, “a secret franchise will be humbled to join you aboard Kant.”

He scythed with immense delight. “I appreciate lots those honors Mayrie.”

“Is almost noon? Thank goodness sun doesn’t set for four moons in Last Frontier...lest in Fairbanks.” She suddenly frowned and slowed down. “Fuck, looks like express concedes. I really hate using alternatives.”

Kant zoomed the Google map on the dash. “No worries, seems another beginning to another wheel-lane.”

“Often I always do wonder what my doppelganger is up to. Where is she rightna? I bet is kinda awkward in some ways, though differ with B-E-T-plus cannot be.”

“Indeed life sure can be a film space on every one. Mine too he crosses paths and we’ve never met...would get some cure knowing a-little-bit of my look-alike if not much.”

“You could say so again. Intriguing, right? Ha-ha, there has to be maybe some nicer fare-flairs in me also. But what is a surprise is how Milli Vanilli were ‘insinuated’ globally yet Gomez, Knowles and Lopez are in that wave – it shouldn’t have been a blame on any rain. Lip-sinking ain’t a big deal, the atrocity is to iceberg another octave...worse than how the R-M-S Titanic sank.”

“In nineteen-twelve I definitely do agree no less. Or even Dona Paz. By-ways I recall Kant, when we shall bliss the white we can let ‘em kindly know we was at EnFlix. We nearing closer and nearer that intended destination.”
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Through the lightning, Lorraine became perplexed seeing Hiram standing at the door. “Damnit! What a flash.”

“Assumed I won’t fucking come? Near things been exaggerated...bullshits get churned alive-.”

“Hi Hiram, so glad to-.”

“View me? Mask-off, we know each other too long for that.”

“How you relate?”

“Got the revolver I’ll do the enquiries. Docky sass isn’t that first question, as opposed to how I caved-in at Well-It-Wasn’t-There-Last-Year you started around those beaches.”

“I sail you wearing the answers.”

“Clover Nandice. No urge for retorts behind ‘em brackets.”

“Snap every Julys we haven’t gotten there yet.”

“Here is some for you gorgeous...I tell you what I did resonate and you fill spaces.”

“Will I?”

“You fucking better.” Hiram entered the recess room. “So, we was in the cabin, Cindy walked to me saying...”

( -“Mesja Netk is ‘gone’ Hiram, I fuckin’ don’ know what transpired.” 

“We must come clean.”

“How can us go back Yvette?”

“I think it’s always never too late.”

“After all we have done since Ninavie?”

“We do some mistakes and in the end...”- )

Lorraine remembered that candid conversation between them and Burk. “We indeed make mistakes, don’t we?”

“Locked and loaded, had a whole gaddamn four minutes waiting as long as I could till I could not wait anymore longer.”

“At flakes some claimed a hobby wasn’t yours.”

“Here we are. There’s only one too wonderful lady-.”

“Hiram-.”

“And she’s the one who doesn’t need any ‘two melodies’-.”

“Please Hi-.”

“Guilty habits.”

“Nope, the not-nervous-.”

“You know, around glaciers it never matters if you be trillionaire, king, icon...or whatever queen legacy you can leave behind, all it just matters is how much you can withstand the pounding melting snow.”

“Cross a pie loops ties. In the end it’s the thing, nobody looks close, not even a little none-assuming-I. ‘Make-overs’ cover well enough to never perfect.”

Hiram grinned mildly at Lorraine.

“Never perfect.”

Miriam and Kant tapped the door behind them.

Miriam sighed. “What’s up with in the end?”

TWO WEEKS LATER

From the porch little StelLaine Alviera cheekly ran and hopped onto a sofa in the recess lounge. Her pretty mamaa – Ms. Mor-Haven (as she preferred to be called even though married) smiled and laid a melanin plate of greenery cuisines on the mickle dining table, then the adorable little one got up and headed to her.

“Luuuunnch.” Mamaa dragged a glass of strawberry yoghurt next to the daughter.

She sat on one of the dining seats with a broader smile. “That smells yummy maami.”

“Which is many you spelling?...hamburger toast?”

“H A-.”

“Mhm-hm?”

“M B U R G-E-R-.”

“Niiice.”

“Toast.”

Mamaa frowned ‘gently’ in a teasing look.

“Come-on now,” the little one giggled, “we ain’t getting younger maami.”

“Is why I do believe in you alots.” Ms. Mor-Haven tickled her on the belly and kissed her right cheek. “Here we go.” She picked a fork atop a dessert plate then gave it to her. “Alright, now you can try it.”

The little one took two bites. “Mmmmhmm, I love this. Sure you got a taste.”

“Remember how you was not always in moods for marshmallows?”

( -“What the-.”- ) “You put some here?” The little one slowly slid aside the plate.

“Noo-owh. You love...sweet...yummiiiie, don’t you honey?” Mamaa slid the plate closer back to her. “Like we got dolly rice, barbie spinach, and bunny eggs.”

“I like indeed.” The little one giggled.

Mamaa softly chuckled.

“Where you getting this juicing and cooking?”

“I don’t know, maybe Iceland.”

“So is caffeine.” Little StelLaine rolled her eyes in smiles.

ON-GOING MONTHS

“...ain’t quite good for someone.”

“ ‘Cause happens when I don’ have my D-M’s.”

“Besides Madam Miriam, prods with the Ninchens. Is not an aesthetic converzey.”

“We’ve been coasting far too long. Y’all may need to embrace diversity. Each race color is an adore. Judith, you gonna fly to Wellington.”

“Owkay.”

“Noyaltie, ummh, I wish you’d sail through Strait of Hormouz or Drake Passage. Any can do.”

“No problemo.”

“Then Chloe, the Managing Director requested you travel to Far East.”

“Alright.”

“That means you fly to Bahrain before spring.”

Chloe stopped noting on her iPad and glanced at Miriam. “Really now Madam?”

“She wants you snowing it...in every estate across the suburbs, ‘clamping’ is of regional tribes as it takes till we mend all the culture – even Kenya’s matatu culture if need be.”

“What?” Chloe raised a much stunned eyebrow. “No fucking way. Why can’t she send her?” She pointed at Dorothy on the corner-edge of the board room.

Dorothy gently rubbed her stomach as Miriam glimpsed at her, then she looked back at Chloe. “Can’t see she’s preggy for goodness sake Jacque?”

“Daaah, I’m also waiting for a delivery except it’s good for her. How ‘bout I go to Juneau?”

“Not any of my orders. I could’ve obliged you be given nearer locations.”

“How gonna we be like?”

“Malawi.”

“Nope.”

“Togo? Alaska miles far, isn’t what you avoiding?”

“I’m sort of an astronaut-be-here-and-there-type-of-lady...well actually, four travelled to space in April twenty-twenty-six more than any other person on Earth has ever been.”

“Sure, humans had never been to the moon in fifty years.”

“Good first. When is the last time we gonna stop? They diminish Easter.”

“Who?” Judith asked curiously.

“Lots of some fucking beaches there across Kenia... ‘typhoonin however ‘the hell’ they want’ yet at front benches in churches being like I always do what Christ Jesus wishes the world to love. Let’s just face it for once guys, I despise how they fucking often ‘ridicule’ Swahili ladies. And ain’t my fault ‘cause I have ‘Jewish notions’.”

Stacie sneered at Chloe. “That’s odd since we all ‘Samaritans’.”

The entire panel gazed bewildered at Stacie Bel.
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Inside the vast secretaries’ corridor Madam Miriam winked at Kant. “I promised you I have my ways.”

He smiled. “I trust.”

“I got this awesome lady who won’t mind working alongside any African. Like I introduce you?”

“Ofcourse Ms., won’t mind. Thank you.”

She smiled and waved at a beautiful woman leaning far to an aisle column adjacent far-right lift.

The woman walked towards them and the very-second she saw Kant, she developed a sudden crush on him. “Heeeey.” Her greeting was milky as jelly with a soft blush then she





















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
DRAFT&DIGITALa





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





