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I acknowledge that if you talk to me, I'll talk to you. If you respect me, I'll respect you, and thereby respect ourselves.






Don't be a douche!
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I want to share a message with all the people around the world who have had even a minute influence on my life, often unbeknownst to them, because they are the ones who made this book possible—and indeed necessary—by assuming and promoting their measure of racial separatism in our world. To those who say "Black" this, "White" that, "Native" this, "Latino" or "Mexican" that, or use any designation of race, color, creed, nationality, or culture they elect to identify with or vocally acknowledge, it is these types that keep racial separatism and activism alive in this world. By such measures, it is they who fan the flames of its antisocial nature and continually promote the advancement of its reprehensible and selfish agenda. If one does not wish others to see or treat them differently, then they should refrain from conducting themselves in a manner that could invite such a regimen, nor accept what anyone may or will cast their way. It is their obstinate, unadorned nature that creates a field of separation among all people on this planet. This includes religious followers and fanatics as well, since each particular following is a separatist designation that weaves a stigma around others and their belief systems, thereby creating personal and abject loathing for what they adhere to that differs from any other.



If any human being dislikes or resents being singled out or targeted for who they are, how they conduct themselves, what they look like, what they believe, or where they come from, then do not be the person who promotes such division. If so, that individual condemns themselves to being seen as nothing more than a beacon highlighting your own racism, thereby becoming part of the systemic problem that establishes and promotes a line of demarcation among the people of this world—a bias toward anyone born on the same celestial sphere as the rest of us and thereby universally connected, regardless of one's unwillingness to accept or believe it. If any individual or group wishes to separate themselves from any particular person or other culture on this planet, then that is their right as a sentient being. This personal choice should affect only that individual, not those around them, either by mental proxy or pressured insistence. If one feels this way, then they should be this way - alone! If anyone dislikes or doesn't agree with what is happening, what they see or hear in life, then that person should be the change they want for their own progression. It can only be beneficial to improve one's life if one takes an active stance to change how one approaches one's individual needs. However, be sure to respect the personal choices of others who elect to follow their own paths, those who choose to be different from anyone else, as this is the respect we wish them to show us as well.



This world is not meant for a single type of person, despite what many individuals think or wish it were. The proof lies in the myriad influences, cultures, belief systems, and mannerisms that, of course, make our world function as it does. It is a haven for all of us, as a collective of conscious and sentient beings—those who paint this world with the hues of Mother Nature's palette, including plants, animals, and everything else. None of us has any more right to be here than the animals and insects on the ground, the birds in the sky, the wind and rain, the clouds, the fish, the waters of the hydrosphere, or the rainbow that proves life has multiple shades and tones in its spectrum. Despite each color, complexion, or tint being distinct in its formation for all to see, it is this collection of coloration that makes the whole shine with a unification of light—separate yet together in its intensity and presentation—that beckons the eye and pleases the mind.



We can all choose to live as we wish, not only in our own lives through particular choices and measures, but also to secure and promote our own furtherance and unique value. However, I warn everyone not to forget that we are all human, all part of this world for a reason, and that each of us deserves to make that choice for ourselves without being forced to suffer indignities no one would wish upon themselves or their loved ones. It is perfectly fine to be separate, unique, a beautiful wonder of the world, like all the other things on this globe. One should be careful to not lose themselves in the sea of iniquity that promotes one of us over another, as that is a sickness of the mind that does nothing more than take away a part of who we are, where we come from, and the role we were made to play in the furtherance of this lonely and separate little planet spinning among a universe full of different and unique things like ourselves. Do not hate the sun because it is different from our planet; enjoy that it is something else we have come to appreciate and connect with, and how it can benefit us like a flame that lights the way in the dark.
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Sonia watched her husband Eric’s chest rise and fall rhythmically as he slept beside her, like a peaceful giant just inches away. She loved how calm and relaxed he looked in this state of repose, especially since his job filled his life with stress and anxiety. Any moment of rest he could find from the outside world was a blessing for both of them. She hated seeing him withdrawn when he came home, his mood somber and distant from the present. He didn’t need to say a word when he walked through the door; she could see the weight of his troubles clouding his eyes like a dark shroud, as if an aura of misery preceded him, casting a visible shadow of discomfort. She wanted to let him sleep a little longer, to savor a few more minutes of serenity before he awoke, but if she did, he would be late—and that would only add to his stress before he even got to work.

She reached over and gently stroked his right cheek with her fingertips, tracing them across his skin until she reached his neck. Slowly, her hand slid down to his chest and stomach, where she noticed a broad smile spread across his face, like a fat child in a cake factory. She let her hand glide down his torso until it reached his belly button and the waistband of his boxer shorts. Whispering into his ear, she said, "Rise and shine, my love," humming gently as she nuzzled his neck with her nose. "Time to kiss an angel good morning."

"Hmm," he agreed, grasping her head with his left hand and kissing the top of it. "Good morning, my winged messenger of heaven." Feeling her warm hand gently envelop his like a softball, he continued, "Damn, do I love your delicate attentions, woman. You definitely give a man something to really wake up for, ha, ha." He chuckled with a sexual edge.

"I aim to let my man know what he is missing when he sleeps," she purred in his ear, a seductive temptress. "This way, you will dream of me whether asleep or awake, never wanting to miss the arousing attentions my touch can offer." She nibbled his earlobe and traced it with the tip of her tongue. At the same time, all five of her fingers gently massaged his most sensitive areas as though they were delicate toys.

"I will never sleep again," he cooed, softly kissing her on the lips several times before continuing, "you are the pleasure I crave with every ounce of my being. However, if you continue to make me suffer the agony of desire, you will cause me to be late for work, an unfortunate burden I will have to endure for the rest of my day."

"Well, we can't have that now, can we?" She pursed her lips, kissed him three times, then continued, "Then you know what you must do to ease the ache my touch leaves—how to heal the damage my very essence inflicts on your mind and body, for my wounds create a sacred rite to bless what you fail to honor."

"Woman, I do honor you," he replied with certainty, slightly hurt by her accusation of mismanagement. "I would gladly die a thousand deaths to prove suchlike. Your words cut me deeply, for I cherish even the slightest flame your very touch can ignite, burning my soul with gospel fire. Its eidos is liken to a quiet prayer you proffer in silence, staining my mind in primal ways." He grasped her body with both hands, pulling her frame atop his, kissing her softly and whispering, "I want to lie with your bones for eternity."

"Oh, you are a silver-tongued devil, aren't you?" She slid on top of him and kissed him gently. "Serenade me, ye ol' bard of antiquity," she murmured, her voice a gentle melody drifting across a quiet meadow. "And I did not mean that you dishonor me. The sentiment was directed at you, meaning I want you home with me even more."

"I am sorry, my love," he apologized with a hungry growl. "I wish I were here more often as well, but duty calls, and I cannot shirk such proprietary obligations. Besides, it is what foots the bill for our beautifully imperfect lives." He kissed her several more times, pressing his hips into hers, feeling her body respond with an ache that overwhelmed him with its devastating rapture. "No matter how much I desire this right now," he said, squeezing her bottom and kissing her deeply, then continuing, "I need to get ready for work, or I will be late and face harsh rebuke for not being in control of my life, which is something I do not fancy from the boss. Rain check, my rapacious queen."

"Aw, phooey on you then," she replied, rolling off him and the bed. Getting to her feet, she added, "I guess you'll miss all this, then," as she shook her naked bottom and headed toward the bathroom. She closed the door behind her and stepped into the shower for a morning cleanse.

"Damn, woman," he said, rolling onto his side to watch her sashay toward the lavatory like a regal temptress. "You wield that seduction like a criminal on the run. Grrr!" he grunted, sliding out of bed and stretching like a manimal before heading into the bathroom. He began washing up at the sink, not wanting to shower with her, knowing it would lead to something he didn’t have time for right now. "I love you, dear heart," he said softly as he soaped his hands, leaned over the sink, and washed his face and neck.

"Sounds good," she replied playfully, "but you wound me deeply and leave me straining with desire." She lathered the shampoo a bit too vigorously, hoping he would decide there was time for a quickie. 'A girl could use a good stretch in the morning!' she grumbled to herself as she continued to shampoo her hair, humming like a sea siren to tempt the heart of a mariner.

"Stop it, woman," he replied with a grin, knowing she could be uncannily persuasive when she chose. "I am but your humble vassal; your very touch offers hope to the darkness within me." He wanted her to feel his emotional revelation in her heart and soul.

"Then you'd better stop trying to seduce me with that tongue, which has many uses beyond simple conversation," she replied with a slight, girlish giggle, knowing he couldn't resist her playfulness in the moment, even though there would be no follow-through on his part.

"Sorry, love," he apologized for missing her invitation. "But you will be ravaged when I get home tonight. I just hope I don’t wear you out like an old shoe." Smiling at himself in the fogged mirror, he grabbed his electric razor and shaved off the day-old stubble from his cheeks and chin.

"Promises, promises," Sonia mumbled as shower water drenched her face. "More like you'll fall asleep two minutes later, little drummer boy, and then leave me lying in bed, wanting to finish myself off, as usual." She knew it would ruffle his feathers a bit and might make him more attentive later.

"Okay, I'm leaving before you start being mean to me." He took his razor into the bedroom and finished shaving. 'Damn, that girl's tongue can cut deep when she wants it to.' Even though she was just funning around, it still left him feeling somewhat neglectful toward her. It wasn't intentional, but a man needed some rest after working a girl up like that.

"Ha, ha, aww," she feigned playful remorse, watching him slip out of the bathroom through the shower glass before she could stop him. 'Nice, Sonia, hit him where it hurts, why don't cha? Smooth, real smooth, girl. He'll get over it, though—or at least he'd better if he doesn't want to sleep on the couch.' She grinned like a kid in a candy store as she finished her morning lavation.

"Daddy?" Cleo called softly as she pushed open the bedroom door, noticing her father sitting on the edge of the bed.

"Yeah, honey?" he asked, clicking off his razor for a moment and looking at his daughter standing in the doorway, a cute little princess with pink bow-tied pigtails, a yellow onesie, and bunny slippers, her eyes sparkling like heaven full of blue fire.

"Can I have some cereal for breakfast, then go outside and play?" she asked, smiling innocently as she twisted her hands nervously in front of her.

"Sure, baby," he replied with a wide smile. "Just don't leave the backyard, okay? Only one bowl, you hear me? And don't forget to feed Diamond and Smokee while you're outside. I'm sure they're hungry, too."

"Yes, Poppa, I won't," she squeaked happily, then raced off to grab the Trix box from the nesting shelf and the milk from the fridge. She took a bowl and spoon, set them on the table, climbed onto the chair, and fixed herself a huge bowl of cereal, listening to the sweet tinkling of the pebbles as they sprinkled into the hollow dish. She poured a little milk over the colorful spheres, smiled at the bunny on the box, wagged her finger, and said, "Silly rabbit, Trix are for kids!" Then she shoveled a spoonful into her mouth and immediately enjoyed the mix of flavors with the cold milk.

Once Cleo finished her cereal, she slid out of her chair, put her bowl and spoon in the sink, returned the milk to the fridge, and set the cereal box back on the small wooden stand next to the trash compactor. She slipped on her shoes and headed outside. As soon as she stepped into the backyard, both dogs trotted over and began licking her face and hands, making her giggle helplessly. She went to the small shed, grabbed the bag of dog food, and tried not to drop it as the dogs eagerly tried to eat from it while she filled their food bowls. Cleo then grabbed the small pitcher next to the water spigot, popped the top, and filled it with water. Once full, she snapped the lid back on, filled each water bowl to the brim, set the pitcher down, and began stroking their fur as they devoured their food.

About fifteen minutes later, Sonia opened the back door and saw her daughter, Cleo, sitting beside the shed with the dogs, basking in the morning sunlight that bathed the grassy yard. She smiled and asked, "Already had breakfast, baby?"

"Yes, Momma," she smiled back, petting Smokee 's head as it rested in her lap and Diamond's back as the mutt lay beside her like a sentinel protecting her charge.

"Did the dogs already eat, too?" she asked, glancing at their empty bowls with a frown, then looking back at her daughter with a curious look.

"Yes, I fed and watered them like plants," she replied with a happy smile, knowing she had done well on the task Daddy had assigned to her.

"Okay, sweetie," she replied with an appreciative smile. "Don't stay out here too long, as you've got chores to finish."

"Yes, ma'am," Cleo responded quickly. "I'll be in to finish them up in a little bit."

"Okay, love," she said, turning to close the door behind her. She then washed the bowl and spoon her daughter had left in the sink, since the child was not yet tall enough to do the dishes herself. After finishing, she quickly prepared two BLT sandwiches for her husband, separating the ingredients into individual bags and placing them in his lunch container. She added a large cranberry juice and a grab bag of low-fat bagel chips, setting everything on the table next to his briefcase just as he entered the kitchen to grab his satchel, dressed to the nines.

"Thanks, beautiful," he said lovingly, giving her a lingering kiss before grabbing his gear and heading out the door. "I'll be home around six, okay? Love you!" he added, then slipped out the front door, got into his car, and headed to work.

"See you then, lover boy," she called after him as the door closed. 'That man, I swear, will be my ruination for sure. Damn, but I love him like fried ice cream on a cold Sunday morning. Mm, mm, mm!' After cleaning up the lunchware, Sonia went into the living room and began her morning routine of tidying the house.
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Eric finally arrived at the U.S. National Intelligence Center, where he worked. It took him a full ten minutes to get past security and reach the central area of the network. As he stepped onto the main floor of the Nexus, palpable urgency and panic filled the room, as if something immediate were affecting everyone present. He quickly glanced up at the wall of screens across the room. He noticed a series of flashing red markers, along with a tally of fatalities displayed beneath the flags, steadily rising as reports continued to trickle into the Nexus's mainframe from across the nation. 'Damn, this looks ominous,' he thought with quiet concern, dropping his briefcase and lunch container on his desk as he tried to make sense of what was unfolding before his eyes.

"Majah!" Eric called out to a passing Level 4 junior analyst who seemed in a hurry to get somewhere with her laptop. "What the hell is going on?" he asked, noticing a look of fright ripple across her young face like a shadow in the sunlight.

"We're not quite sure at the moment," she replied uncertainly. "But it seems massive explosions are occurring across the country without any clear explanation." She turned her laptop screen toward him, revealing multiple markers indicating detonations across the U.S. mainland—approximately ten to twelve in several states, with the number continuing to rise by the minute. "I'm not sure whether we're under a missile attack from another country or if it's the work of some type of homegrown militia, as it all began to unfold at roughly the same time."

"Majah!" someone yelled from across the room. "Check your updated State Overwatch feed. It's happening here, too."

Majah clicked an icon on her laptop, switching the display to a grid view of the entire state of Virginia. "Oh my God, most of these are along the borders of West Virginia and Tennessee."

"Damn," he said, nervous and apprehensive. "What the hell is happening? Can we get a bird's-eye view from a satellite close to..." His question was cut off as a massive explosion rocked the building to its core. A curtain of sparks showered the room as several massive screens and ceiling panels broke loose and crashed to the floor, sending people screaming for cover. Just as he steadied himself and Majah against a nearby wall, another powerful shockwave hit the building, knocking everyone to the floor and causing parts of the main roof to collapse in the center of the room, opening a huge crater in the floor beneath it.

"Oh, Jesus!" Majah screamed in terror. "Eric! Eric!" She reached for him as she slid down the edge of the fissure that had opened beside her.

Eric jumped sideways and just managed to grab her wrist before she went over the edge. He planted his knees on the floor and pulled her back up until she fell on top of him, shaking and thanking him for saving her. "It's okay, honey, I’ve got you. Come on, we have to get off this floor and out of the building before the whole thing collapses." He pulled them both to their feet and hurried to the nearest exit across the destroyed level.

"What is it, Eric? What the hell is happening?" Majah cried, covering her head as she stumbled through the crumbling room.

"I'm not sure," he replied uncertainly. "But that sounded like a munitions detonation—perhaps a missile or a mobile IED. Keep moving toward the exit until we can get outside and regroup. We can assess the situation better from there."

"Brett!" Eric called out as he saw his boss leave through the side door of the east wing's stairwell. "Hold the door!" he shouted, pulling Majah along behind him like a rag doll. "Move, woman, run!"

"I'm trying," she called out from behind him. "I'm in heels," she added, trying to kick them off as she ran, only to slam into his back when he stopped at the exit door and tried to squeeze through the small opening.

"Come on," Brett called over his shoulder. "Stay with me all the way down and out." He led the way through the cramped, dusty stairwell.

"We're on your six," Eric replied confidently. "Don't wait for us." He held Majah's hand firmly, feeling her grip tighten around his. As he turned along the backside of the next platform to descend to another level, the concrete floor gave way beneath his feet. Instinctively, he jerked Majah sideways and slung her onto the support railing in front of him. He watched her grip the handrails tightly as he began to free-fall helplessly through the opening below.

"ERIC! ERIC! NOOO!" Majah cried out as she watched him flail and fall through the floor like a frightened child, grasping at empty air for any purchase that did not exist. For a split second, she wanted to follow him to save him, but she knew it would do neither of them any good—especially since he had risked his life to save her. "Nohoho! ERIC!!"

"Come on, Majah," Brett called out, trying to pull her away from the rails. When she wouldn't let go, he grew violent, jerking her hard until she lost her grip. "We have to go now! If we stay here, we're gonna suffer the same fucking fate as Eric. Now, move, woman!" He began to drag her down the stairwell behind him.

Once they reached the ground floor, Brett ushered Majah out of the building and held the door open for others still trying to escape the unstable building.

"Brett," Majah called out to him, "come on, get out of..." Before she could finish, the building began to collapse sideways, crumbling around him and sealing him inside its concrete structure like a tomb.

Majah immediately fell back from the crumbling building, crying out Brett's name in agony, her heart aching for the two men who had saved her life. She kept calling his name for several minutes until someone grabbed her and led her away from the destroyed structure to a safer area along the barricaded driveway.
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Eric flailed as he fell, closing his eyes, knowing this might be the end. All he could think about was his little girl, Cleo, and his wife, Sonia—how they would manage without him, how deeply he would miss them, and the pain his death would cause them. He held his breath as a cloud of dust enveloped him. Chunks of concrete struck his head, face, and back as he fell helplessly backward until he finally landed, hitting his side, forehead, and knee hard, forcing the breath from his lungs. He felt dazed for several minutes, choking on the thick haze of dust that surrounded him like a shroud. He lay still for a moment, trying to regain his bearings and catch his breath, tasting the chalky granules of fine powder on his tongue and in his lungs.

Eric winced in pain as he struggled to move into an upright position. Once sitting up, he reached into his jacket pocket and grabbed his phone. He checked the screen and was relieved to see it hadn’t cracked in the fall. He turned it on, dialed his wife’s number, and put the call on speakerphone. It rang twice before she answered.

"Hey, baby, what's on your mind?" she chuckled. "Besides me?" She lay down on her daughter's bed to take a break from vacuuming.

"Son...ia," he strained to say her name as his chest and side ached.

"Eric? What's wrong?" she asked, sitting up straight, a hint of concern in her voice.

"Get Cleo... and get to the... cabin," he said in fractured spurts, struggling to catch his breath and to keep the pain from showing in his voice. "Something's happening... and I'm not sure... what it is, but it's bad. Homeland attacks. Our building was hit, too. I want you and Cleo out of... the house, now."

"Oh my God, Eric, are you okay?" Tears welled in her eyes as she sensed the pain he was trying to hide in his voice. "Are you hurt?"

"That doesn't matter right now," he yelled at her earnestly. "Just do what I said—Agh! —and get yourself and the little one to safety now, woman! I will try to reach you both as soon..." He could not finish as the rest of the building suddenly collapsed on top of him.

"Eric?" she called out as the call went dead. Panic surged through her like ice in her veins. "ERIC!" she screamed into the now-silent device, her voice breaking as she began to sob. She stared at the busy signal blaring from the phone before a real sense of danger gripped her throat like a vice. Sonia clicked the phone off and immediately made a beeline for the back door. Once there, she yanked it open, stepped outside, and screamed her daughter's name, "CLEO!" She then caught sight of her playing with the Rottweilers, rushed over, picked her up, and ran back into the house.

"What's wrong, Mommy?" Cleo's voice was filled with fear as she was rushed inside and taken directly to her bedroom, noticing the tears on her mother's face.

"Pack only what you must have, baby," she said in a wavering voice. "We need to leave now. I'm gonna grab some of my stuff, and then we'll go, okay? Hurry, honey, please." She made her way to the master bedroom to collect a few items she couldn't afford to leave behind.

Cleo began to cry but obeyed her mother’s instructions, grabbing her small suitcase and stuffing it with clothes, along with her favorite red baby rhino, a pink Barbie hairbrush, and the bracelet her father had made from her baby hair. Once she finished, she zipped it closed and carried it into her parents' room, setting it on the bed. Her eyes darted as she watched her mother race around the room, grabbing items and stuffing them into her own suitcases. "Mommy, what about Daddy's stuff?" she asked, her voice a baby’s cry, full of fear and uncertainty.

"He'll get his own things, honey, and meet us where we're going," she replied, wiping away tears. "You got what you need, sweetie?" she asked, glancing at the little suitcase at the edge of the bed.

"Yes, Momma," she sniffled several times, wiping her tiny eyes.

"Okay, just a few more things, and then we're leaving, honey." Sonia stroked her daughter's hair as she came around the bed and moved past her toward the closet. She reached up, grabbed the small black box from the top shelf, swung back, and set it on the bed. She entered the electronic key code, popped the lock, and removed her 9mm, placing it in one of the cases along with a box of ammo. She zipped it shut, grabbed both of her bags, and said, "Let's go, baby, out to the truck. Go, go, hurry!"

They both made their way to the living room, then to the front door, where Cleo waited for her mother to unlock and open it. "Here, honey, take these bags and put them in the truck, okay? I’ve got to grab one more bag. Do it quickly—scooch!" Her mother unlocked the truck with the electronic key fob.

"Okay, Momma," she said, carrying her bag to the truck and tossing it into the backseat of the King Cab.

Sonia took a moment to scan in every direction around the house, but everything seemed quiet and serene. She slipped back inside, grabbed another suitcase, then ran into the kitchen and began filling it with canned food, dry goods, a handful of utensils, a container of salt, and half a dozen bottles of water. Once finished, she made her way back out the front door, noticing her daughter trying to usher the dogs into the truck's back.

Sonia made her way to the vehicle, helped her daughter with the dogs, tossed the suitcase into the back, then got Cleo into her seat and strapped her in. After securing her own seatbelt, she started the engine and backed out of the driveway. Once on the street, she shifted the truck into gear and stepped on the gas, the tires squealing on the asphalt. At that moment, she wasn’t sure what to make of Eric’s warning about homeland attacks, but she knew that if he felt it necessary to say it over a non-secure line, it was real. What that could mean for the two of them was unclear, as neither was part of the government nor its cesspool of political and personal agendas that oppressed its citizens. Despite the Constitution beginning with "We the People," there hadn’t been a 'We' in the picture
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