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    To anyone who has ever felt connected beyond explanation. Awakening can be awakening... so ... be gentle. 
 
None of this is possible without you.
Remember how important your unique existence is. 
 
Today i thank my creator for you!  
With Gratitude,
xoxo

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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WE always knew, that  THE END would eventually come for existence as we knew it. This is a modern-day depiction, of the dystopia and lore. The   situations mentioned are FICTIONAL and any correlations are pure coincidence.  There is no disrespect to religion, personal or political beliefs  intended

(DETAILS / PARENTS GUIDE WITH SPOILERS IN THE BACK)

***** depictions of doomsday.*****

TO MY CHILDREN, 

YOU are the purpose of my existence, and I thank God every day for the blessings of YOU.  I LOVE YOU TO THE MOON AND BACK AND AROUND AND AROUND AND AROUND INFINITY TIMES

DON’T TRY ANY OF THIS AT HOME 
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I HEARD THAT 
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(**** setting**** futuristic base camp functioning mostly with holographic projections and cyber technology, in the dunes of what seem to be nothingness)

––––––––
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JANE STOOD IN THE LOBBY, she seemed uncertain for a moment, seemingly frozen in silence as she scanned the room, hoping something would register and give her a hint to where she was at and why, without looking outwardly confused. She walked towards the only other warm blooded flesh in the room as she walked slowly allowing her time to process the hesitation she had to approach what she assumed to be an assignment station.

She looked up at him abruptly, and he looked back, a little shocked... “Yea...I heard that....” She smirked.

“Heard what... I didn’t say anything...”

She stood up, “Yea, you did, you see, when you walked over here, I could hear you.... You lost something on the way over here...the name is Jane.”

“John... How did you know that?”

“I told you... I heard you swearing.” He looked at her with a look of disbelief... “Try me...” He took a moment and wiped the expression from his face. She leaned closer, “You, SIR, are hungry... Careful...those thoughts...” Her smile grew. “He bit his lip,” she giggled, “you are good at this... yea... you guessed it, I am starving too.” She handed him a voucher... “what’s it going to be for you today... a nutrition pack or a nutrition pack?” She picked up her bag as the machine dispensed her the key to her room. He stood in disbelief as her heels clacked all the way to the elevator. She pushed the button, waiting patiently for the numbers to drop, slowly one at a time, stopping in between.

“My key...” He hustled not to miss the elevator, “I got locked out...” he settled next to her as she waited.

She smiled... “I know you told me...” ****DING**** going up... It was silent for a moment. “See ya around,” she nodded her head and found her way to her door, and he to his... right next to hers.

A note sat at the table *Consider eating in*. She chuckled... as if there were many options anyway. The room was freezing. The lighting was dim. She removed her jumpsuit, revealing a jacket with a journal rolled in the pocket, over a form fitting dress that clung to her thick and defined curves. She undressed and jumped into bed with her journal and let her words fill the page.
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ITS ME... YOUR NEW PARTNER
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***knock knock*** then again, she wrapped herself in a sheet, and threw her jacket back on, she cracked the door, and stepped out into the hallway “IS there something I can do for you... “ 

He looked at her, “Key remember... can I come in?” She looked down the hall and then pushed her door the rest of the way open to let him in first, before she shut the door all the way. “Trusting of you to let me in...” he teased as she shut the door. 

She gave him the smirk, “Listen darling... It’s you who’s trusting... try anything funny, and I’ll be spooning out your eyes through your scrotum, to put in the jar beside my bed, while the sound of the breeze blowing the scent of the blood soaked hair... off of your decapitated head puts me to sleep like a well-fed baby, Plus... I know you are here for a few days...ANDDDDDDD... Lucky you... by the looks of it... I am your new partner... “

He looked at her... “Nutrition packets then? Have you had yours?

She just looked at him, unimpressed.

“Sooooo...” he grabbed a pillow and put it on his lap as he sat down at the table. “I haven’t received my Full Detail... have you?”

“If I told you, I’d have to kill you,” she giggled, “The only thing I know for sure is that I have some marking to get done. What about you?” She took a drink of her water and took a piece of ice into her mouth, sucked on it for a second and then put the ice on the bottom of her foot. 

“I do not have a time reserved, but I planned on it. What happened to your foot?” 

She held it up and showed him a bruise, “I elevated wrong, as a child... when I was dancing in ascension, and I put too much stress on my toes... and had to have them casted, sometimes it still bothers me. I guess I wasn’t quite ready for those heels for that long... by the way..your jacket pocket for your key.” 

He checked his pockets, “wouldn’t you know it... there it is... now I have two“ he looked at the handful of things he pulled out of his pocket, he fumbled for the pen, and grabbed her hand to scratch his channel into her bracelet. “Look at that... it seems we have connecting rooms.” 

She looked at him, it took her a moment to gather the courage to talk about something important. 

“Have you had any?...

“Any what Jane?” 

“Any transistor particles (TP)...” 

He looked at her, “No... only Resistor particles (RP) that I acquired at the last breach,” he showed her his tattoo markings. “I am about 15% what about you?”

“I chose 5% TP over 50% RP at my last assignment violations. I already had 10% RP from my last breach.” She showed him which of her tattoos were MAPPED markings. “I wonder if our leaps have crossed...” she looked closely at the saturated ink in his skin as she traced the lines.

“You can read...”

Jane nodded, “yes very well...”

“How long have you been reading...?”

“It’s hard to say—what is time, really? I map too... Since I spent some time in 5... so... for at least the last 4 or 5 realms...” She continued to try to read his markings but there were not many showing. “What about you... can you read?” She was caught up, wondering if they crossed before. She didn’t realize that her body was almost pressing against him. He was a little hesitant and took a step back. “Wow... are you blushing, John?”

“Please... no I wasn’t—but you clearly were... Sheesh... woman... boundaries... Yes, I can read my own and I can read...the simple stuff... barely.”

She scowled at him, “MEEEEE? yea right. I was holding my breath because you stink—you should shower... yuck.” She was still curious to read his mapping.

“When did you suspect the takeover, John?” She took her jacket off and prompted him to sit with her.
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THE SOAP BOX
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“I was more isolated to begin with, and out of the “spiricy” loops, but when they started building the  towers, closer to neighborhoods and the few neighbors in my town started raising hell about the corporate developments and the way they bought all the land they could possibly buy, to monopolize the agriculture outlets. I started watching television  again and everything  I did see just seemed more science fiction and unbelievable... than I could imagine... it all seemed like fake news;  I had less exposure...  and it took me a while to realize it how out of touch with the current situation I was.  Then one day I had to go to  the more populated parts of the city limits to do some shopping for the holiday.  The people had become lifeless as humans and just... robotic and emotionless in nature. Human jobs were being replaced by machines and artificial intelligence.  I started paying attention to my phone calls and interactions with people and I realized that something had been happening a little at a time for a VERY LONG TIME for things to be like this . I decided to Purposefully become aware, and I started digging and researching all of the hidden agenda, scandals that were classified were becoming available to the public, the knowledge was out there if you knew how to look... so I did... and I started keeping a journal, documenting all of the things I was experiencing and  collecting thoughts and tidbits that I had heard and... then before I knew it, some time had passed and I was delegating systems, and I found some people who were not same sheep as the majority... true community... I started poking around in places I knew I could poke to see if there were any  theories about what was happening.  The next month and then the next and the next...  I went to the same places... and the people were... just... slowly being overtaken it had seemed... each time a bit more than the last time. Then IT happened...  You are COVERED in leap lines, it seems like you knew sooner? 

“gee what a gentleman... You could say that... I have always known. It might sound crazy but I was born with a nightmare... and the nightmare was not something that had existed or ever been in my lifetime. I was a small child experiencing horrific night terrors about the moment the world as we know it ended. I jumped during birth... I was naturally marked  badly, little dots all over my skin...  and a huge one too, under my hair. It took a while to understand that they are messages... we are born with messages to ourselves of the things we aren’t supposed to forget in the process of our own jumping but in the process we forget how to read.  In the in between days, we decided to use tribal ink forms, now called tattoos as a way to map our journeys to avoid
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