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Foreword

Those who listened and believed knew that the unraveling of the thread would come at a price, a sacrifice, so they were caught in the tightening of the dimensions as the war raged on. Their own sacrifices could be their undoing if they were to faulter in their promises.

Alethea Stauron

 

For my thread master.


Pronunciation Guide

Lucius(lü-shŭs)

Dextorus(dĕks-tȯr-ŭs)

Yaztarifenn(yăz-tĕr-ĭ-fĭn)

Yuleshua(yü-lĕsh-yü-wŭ)

Hoshtravay(hŏsh-trŭ-vā)

Baàlsarideem(bŏl-sĕr-ĭ-dĭm) 

Deasja(dēz-jŭ)

Oobadoave(ü-bŭ-dōv)

Shuelltyson(shüĕl-tī-sŭn)

Apollyon(ŭ-pŏl-ē-ŭn)

Powtray(pow-trā)

Vincentine(vĭn-sĭn-tēn)

Artorus(är-tȯr-ŭs)

Rueshta(rüsh-tŭ)

Akhtar(ăk-tär)

Gamerilaye(gŭm-ĕr-ĭ-lā)

Nicholson(nĭk-ŏl-sŭn)

Hatrueshian(hŏ-trü-shē-ĭn)

Samstarsey(săm-stär-sē)

Dugand(dü-gŭnd)

Buovouste(bü-vowst)

Moarscii(mȯr-sē-ī)

Arstoleci(är-stō-lē-sē)

Avledon(ăv-lŭ-dŏn)

Quiashay(kü-wī-ŭ-shā)

Jett Commdearadea(jĕt\kŏm-dēr-ŭ-dāy)

Constantinople(kŏn-stănt- ĭn- ō-pŭl)

Jazee Su Thrace(jā-zē\sü\thrās)

 

Pronunciation Symbols

 

ā….aid, made, tray       f….far, whiff, full

ē….feed, seed, meat       g….gig, gone, gore      ‐….Hyphen divides syllables.

ĕ….elephant, egg, led       h….hollow, hum      ()….Pronunciation of item word 

ă….apple, map, tram       j….jet, gelatin, jack             is placed between parenthesis.

ī….eye, thigh, rye       l….limbo, lull, loud      \….Usage of reverse virgule indicates 

ŭ….umbrella, mud       m….man, mambo             transcription break for dual items.

ŏ….ball, ominous       n….nice, non, naked       ,….Commas separate variant

ō….boat, slope       r….race, runt, reek             pronunciations.

ĭ….it, hip, sister       s….sauce, sass, say             

ü….moon, tune       sh….shadow, shush

är….ark, star, mark       thr….three, throw

ȯr….shore, floor       tr….tree, trunk, troll

ĕr….air, tare, where       t….tut, mitt, tail

wŭ….wall, what       v….vow, vacate, stove

b….baby, bark, tab       w….wane, water

k….carrot, car, crack       y….you, yule, yolk







One

(Purple) Mojave Turquoise

 

The sun rises across the San Antonio wilderness. Bluebonnets cake the fields surrounding the Gamerin cabin. April is bursting with wildlife, and Josephine lies cozy in her bed beneath blankets. A steady arm spreads warm fingers across her ribs from behind. “Mmmm,” Josephine says and barely moves in her sleep.

Lucius tries again, this time pressing his awakened body from behind her. Reading her emotions, he whispers, “Good morning, baby. You’re waking up now.” He kisses her shoulder. “I can feel you waking up.” Lucius rubs her abdomen and says, “I’ve been thinking of you for hours.”

Smiling, Josephine covers her face with the edge of her pillow and mumbles, “Are you always this happy in the morning?” 

“I am when we’re trying to make a baby. Trying every morning for a baby was your idea,” he says pulling her hips closer to him. “I know you’re waking up, Josephine.” He nibbles across her ear. “I know everything about my wife.”

She moans and says, “Awake, barely.” She rolls over to bury her nose in his chest hairs. They tickle her nose, and she says, “I need to wake up first, Lucius. I’m an early riser, but you’re seriously…” and glances at him, “an early riser.”

Lucius chuckles. “I can fix that. You’re a part of me.” He moves his hand gently to hold her hip where the crease of her bottom meets her thigh. He releases his desires through his bioempathic ability and draws her snug against him. He says, “How’s that?” 

She gasps. “I feel all your love over me. Everything. I don’t know if that was fair or not, but I’m ready.”

Lucius wastes no time in sharing their morning tradition of love. He raises his wife’s shirt and kisses between her soft peaks. He says, “I cherish you.” He slides over, and Josephine wraps her legs around him. Her thighs hug his entire body. Lucius tastes the sweet aroma of her skin by touching his tongue to her neck and savoring every moment. “You’re my yoshawn yulee Josephine. My most precious blessing.”

Clenching him tighter, she says, “Keep talking like that, and I might not leave this room all day.”

“It’s true.” He gasps, holding back the urge slightly while they make love. “I’m not hurting you, am I?” 

“No, you’re gentle.” She nibbles his shoulder. 

Thunk.

Lucius’s portal key flips off his shoulder and lands on her cheek. 

“Sorry, baby.” Lucius takes off his portal necklace, squeezes his eyes closed, and says, “I got excited. You do that to me.” He’s barely able to move away from her warmth. His right arm reaches over, and his mouth opens. Lucius haphazardly flicks his key across the bedside table, as he is fully concentrated on something else. With his key on the table, he moves back to what he was doing in giving his wife all his attention. The silver rope of his necklace hangs from the bedside table as they sing their love in each other’s ear.

 

After making love, Lucius is lying almost on top of Josephine with little air between them. He grips her like a lost treasure that’s finally found and strokes her cheeks. His fingers play with a small amount of sweat on her neck, and he says, “Seeing you in the morning next to me…You’re an amazing creature. How can you be so wonderful every moment?” 

Josephine wraps her arms around his ribs and looks at him, but her thoughts are the opposite of his as she says, “It’s been three years.” Her eyes hide in his upper body, and she says, “You want a large family.” 

“Don’t think that way.” Lucius cuddles her. “You haven’t done anything wrong. We’re still trying.” He digs his nose down, seeking her out from her hiding spot. He immediately stops. “I sense everything you feel.” Lucius clasps her fingers over his chest and says, “Baby. Baby, it breaks my heart to see you sad. You’ve given me everything. You have no idea how lost I would be without you. Don’t be disappointed like this.”

“Why though?” she asks. “I wanna know why.” She looks into his eyes and says, “We’ve been trying. It’s been over three years. I never turn you down, and I pray. I’m broken. I know it’s not you. You can self-heal. I thought He said sons and daughters, but I’m broken. I’m not working anymore.” She plops her head onto her pillow. “Cursed.”

Speaking into her ear, Lucius says, “I don’t know why you haven’t gotten pregnant. I told you He’s mystery. This is Yeshua’s planet. I can’t open your womb here because there’s a purpose for everything. And believe me,” he says making circles with his finger over to the area where they were bound together minutes earlier before continuing, “You’re not broken. Everything’s working just fine. I can testify.”

Josephine asks, “What do you mean open my womb? Can you do that on your planet?” 

Lucius gasps. “Um…actually…”

“Can you?”

“Yeeesss,” Lucius stretches out his answer.

She says, “You never told me that.”

“Baby.” He exhales and says, “I can do many things, but it’s different on this planet because there are more rules I must follow. This entire world is a test. A battlefield. A gambit of many things. I can’t simply—” 

“Then take me there. Only for a short while. We can leave the door open like last time. I can give you the family you desire. The family I desire. We can…can have a baby.”

He shakes his head and answers, “I’m not allowed to go back without permission. You know this, my yoshawn. Don’t tempt me into sin for you. I live to please you. But after my resurrection, I was told I couldn’t go back to Gamerilaye without seeing Him first. I would be punished, baby. I’d be punished and not blessed. He’s to be honored in all that we do. He commanded the order. I was punished for taking you there the time you’re speaking of.” 

Josephine’s expression sinks. “But this is important. Maybe we can talk to Him?”

“We do when we pray,” Lucius says while stroking her belly button under her shirt. “He’s very busy, and us wanting a baby probably isn’t high on His list for setting up a meeting. Me dying in Jesus’s arms four years ago…was important. I’m sorry, but I don’t have that authority here.” Lucius smiles and kisses her with tickling breath. “We’re just gonna have to do this the old-fashioned way, baby,” nudging her playfully, “Nothing wrong with that.”

Josephine squirms.

Lucius stops and yanks his head up. He looks over her shoulder. His eyes shimmer with blue and silver, but a flicker of Mojave turquoise enters his irises.

“What is it?” Josephine asks. “Why are you activating your heat sensors? I see the purple hue in your eyes.”

“Because they’re talking.” Lucius looks around the property and says, “There are different kinds of soldiers out there today, and I’m identifying some of them. Wow, very tall guys too, more than normal. There’s a larger number out there showing up with shields and armor activated. And they’re being quiet about it.” Lucius deactivates his vision and smiles at Josephine. “I’ll ask them when I go downstairs. Probably trying not to bother my private time with you, as we agreed.” He shrugs. “Might be shift change, giving some of the guys leave, or running drills. Probably just report and nothing special.”


Two

(Aquamarine) Turquoise

 

Adding his special Gamerin oils into the garden tub, Lucius changes the bathwater into a velvet, milky white that sends out aromatic perfume into the air. Josephine climbs into the bath and sits between his legs. He tells her, “I’m gonna hold you forever like this whether we have a large family or not. I’ll always have you. I’m blessed,” wrapping his arms around her breasts and holding her closer. “You’re my everything.”

Laying her head against his warm heartbeat, Josephine nestles in his arms and says, “I guess you’re right. I can still give myself to you.” She giggles. “I kind of like you, so I guess I’ll keep you.”

“I guess so, huh.” He chuckles and plays along with her joke. “I guess you’re stuck with me until the end of time.” 

The statement silences him. His actions with a washcloth are stuttered for a moment and tries to play his movement off.

She nudges her chin slightly, but keeps her thoughts to herself, almost identical to his actions.

As if a gong sounding between them, he says, “I know what you’re thinking.” The silence of the air after he acknowledges the tense sensation causes a sinister feeling of unrest. He continues cautiously. “I’ve been trying to avoid the sensation. I feel the same way that you do every time I mention eternity with you. As if something is hidden.”

“Well, it obviously isn’t me because I can’t hide anything, can I? I haven’t said anything. Why do we feel this way? Why is it so heavy every time we talk about being together? Why do I wanna cry?”

“Don’t cry, my yoshawn.” He exhales. “My fears are probably bothering you, and my emotions are bleeding over into you.”

“What are you thinking?”

“Not so much as thinking, but it’s a feeling we’ve both been experiencing. I’ve felt like we don’t have forever, that’s why. Like there’s something else, and it’s been bothering me, like it’s hidden.”

“Is the feeling because you found out about the abductions up north?” She peeks momentarily up at him before staring at her toes. She stretches her toes out and plays with the faucet as she continues. “Lucius, you still haven’t told me why the abductions have been bothering you either. I wish you would talk to me. Maybe that’s the reason why your emotions trouble you and feel like a weight on your shoulders.”

Lucius exhales. “It’s not that, baby. This is something else.”

“Whatever feeling this is, the dread of it is disturbing me, even in my dreams.” She looks at him. “The Father gave me your lifespan. He wouldn’t do that without a reason. I think we’re fine.” She relaxes and nestles back into his arms. “We’re probably just overthinking everything because I haven’t been able to get pregnant again.” She shrugs. “We’re probably obsessed because you want that baby boy so bad.”

Lucius lays his cheek against her wet hair. “Maybe so.” He sighs deeply. “I’ve already mixed the blue paints together. Our hotheaded friend finished a mobile for a bed he’s designing. He won’t let me see it yet.”

“Artie is so excited for nothing.” She gazes at their wedding bands and compares them as she plays with the rings. “I guess I can rub on the stones of our rings because I can’t open one of those portal doors.”

He strokes her fingers and says, “Portals can be dangerous. And so is your ring. The ring still works, even if what it opens isn’t as big as a doorway.”

“How is my ring dangerous for me? I don’t have psychic abilities. You told me—”

“Let me finish explaining, my yulee.” He kisses her forehead. “I need to show you how to use your key because someday you might need to. We’re connected. You have my DNA inside you because your first pregnancy spread who I was throughout your blood, and our baby girl bonded us deeper.”

“My ring is small compared to yours.”

“Our rings are different in size, but the true difference is what doors each one opens.” He raises his hand up. “Mine has Jazee Su Thrace, but yours has Gamerilaye, the home of the Gamerin people.”

She says, “There used to be twelve thousand of your kind on that world.”

He says, “Correct. I’ve got to teach you several planets that are located within the portal stones on your ring.”

She gazes at the encrusted stones. “I can’t believe these represent different planets. You do your little psychic thingy, and zip, you’re there.”

“Psychic abilities, permission, or Gamerin bloodline can open them, but only if you know the cornerstones.”

“So not only must I have psychic abilities, but I also need to know a cornerstone of each one?”

“Memorizing each world is not that difficult. Most of the time, it’s easy because cornerstones are the king of whatever world you are wanting to go to or an icon of the area like a moon. You must know the right cornerstone to have a connection. You’ll get the hang of it.”

“I don’t know any cornerstones, and I don’t have abilities.” 

Lucius rolls his lips inward from the thought of him being the ordained cornerstone of Gamerilaye. He hears her thoughts, and remains silent about his identity.

Josephine studies each jewel that she has memorized over the last four years. “My eternal darling,” she says and glances up. “What’s the cornerstone of your world?” 

“Baby,” he says, as he fights giving in to her tone. He speaks softly, “I know. I know you want to please me,” and strokes her cheek. “My yoshawn, I can’t take you there without permission from the Father. Don’t let your mind give birth to such ideas. Those ideas grieve you. You and I having a lot of babies will have to be in His timing.”

“Sorry.” She sinks down until bathwater is slightly under her nostrils, and then she blows bubbles as if giving up.

“Don’t do that,” he says sliding her up like a toddler against him. “No pouting.” He pecks over her cheek and makes smooching sounds over her ears. “Not before church, my queen.”

Because she does not know that she is a true queen, but only his wife, she asks, “Why do you call me that? I’m just a country girl. A daughter of God perhaps, but I’m no one special like a queen.”

“You know not of what you speak. Besides, you’re a queen to me, so don’t talk like that. You’ll always be my queen. Here,” he says as he elevates her fingers into the center of his palm. “I’ll show you which stone represents Gamerilaye, but I won’t tell you the cornerstone, not yet.” He turns the ring around on her finger until an aquamarine diamond with accents of lapis lazuli and Mojave turquoise flashes in view. The stone is slightly larger than the rest, but no larger than a few grains of sand bound together. “This is my world. You rub this stone as you think about the cornerstone. If you open a portal, you need to command the stone shut by the same thought which opened it.” He hugs her with a subtle moan in her ear. “You see? No need to be upset this morning. I’m wrapped around your finger.” 

“Seems simple enough, but only if I had abilities to open one like you can.”

He says, “Commanding stones this way is a safe technique to keep the portals secure. There are worlds that don’t know about the war and can’t simply open without preparation. That is one reason that there must be a relationship between the wielder and the destination of the portal.”

“Really? You can’t just do your zap thing to anywhere?”

“Correct, I can’t.” He raises his fingers to use them as a quotation. “I can’t just do my ‘zap thing.’ Opening a portal from anywhere could kill people or cause blindness if say…I was to go to Oobadoave and then open a portal directly from Oobadoave to Earth. The flesh here comes from the cursed ground because it’s the prison world and covered in sin. That’s why y’all need new bodies here and can’t look directly on God.”

“So Earth is the only battlefield then?”

“I didn’t say that, baby, but that’s not what we’re talking about. You’re gonna confuse yourself.”

“There’s so much I don’t know though,” she says. “I wanna learn, but I’m afraid I might hurt someone after hearing that.”

“Let me tell you an example then. There are civilizations that are so pure in thought and body, even if someone told them of the war, they still wouldn’t understand what they were being told, like Adam and Eve in the garden or Nicodemus when he was chatting with Yeshua. You can’t enter those worlds directly.”

“Why not?”

“People have to be ready.” He stops and stares at her. “Baby, it’s dangerous in your current body because of the curse. The light from those planets would kill, blind, or completely freak out anybody witnessing that opened portal.”

“Oh,” she says. “Like when people used to bow down to angels because they were freaked out, and the angels had to tell them not to bow to them? Like that?”

“Yes. Some people are not ready or have the bodies that are required for such a visit.”

She says, “I was trained about heaven. When you showed me Oobadoave, you did so from far away so that I wouldn’t become blind. Some other worlds and civilizations are like that?”

“Now you’re getting it. Skin of a holy being glows with the Father’s glory. Only certain warriors can enter without their skin glowing because their skin is designed to keep from freaking people out.”

“Like when Moses had to wear a veil,” she says as she looks over the edge of the garden tub. A fluffy tail catches her eye. “Their skin glows unless a specially designed warrior.”

“Yeah.” Lucius reaches over and strokes Leo’s tail. “I think our lesson’s over. Someone’s jealous for his time now.”

“Leo. Silly cat.”

Leo stands on his hind legs and sniffs the tub.

She says, “Well, I need to start getting ready for church.”

“About time, I guess.” Lucius glances through the walls. “Must be a long report going on,” he says eyeing the masses of guardians standing in various places. “Not one of the angels this morning has left yet. There’s more now. Their minds are blocked.”

“How come?”

He shrugs. “Not sure. Their minds are blocked with Trinitarian power, usually done for protection. The Father sometimes blocks the minds of certain people to keep information safe. I can’t simply enter those minds.”

“He’s hungry,” she says as she scratches behind Leo’s ear. “I need to fix my hair.”

“I know what that means. I’m not complaining about my chore, little momma,” he says and points at Leo. “I just know what this guy’s about to start doing, and his choir isn’t the one I was wanting to hear this morning.” Lucius kisses Josephine before he exits the tub. He says, “Leo,” and winks at Josephine before looking back toward Leo. “Are you hungry? You wanna eat?”

Immediately, Leo meows for breakfast.

“We spoil him.” Lucius smirks. “My chore, ladies and gentlemen,” he says as he covers himself with a robe. “I love you, Leo. You’re a cute cat. Food and attention are all you need.” Lucius opens the bathroom door and asks, “How long?”

“I’m getting out now.” She flips the drain and begins robing herself. “When you’re dressed, it’ll be okay. The guardians never come in here. They truly don’t think that way, like they’re nurses, and I’m a patient.”

Lucius says, “Of course, I told you that our relationship is rare and doesn’t happen,” and thumbs back at himself. “Only me. I guess it’s a Gamerin design to fall in love with women.”

“All twelvish of them?”

He says, “I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

She says, “You still haven’t told me everything of their story.”

He exits the bathroom with a grin, says, “You should have been an investigator because you like to pry.” He closes the door to the bathroom and grabs his church clothes from the bed.

From the other side of the door, she says, “It’s not prying when you are my husband. I hope it makes you feel terrible keeping secrets from me.”

“That’s not very nice, Mrs. Gamerin. I said I would tell you someday. I don’t know everything yet, so I can’t go into speculations.”

She asks, “You’ll tell me everything?”

Plopping an undershirt back on the bed, he exhales and then says, “I need a little more time. Someday I will.”

Deasja enters the room and says, “I can hear you two talking.” He shrinks the distance between him and Lucius and whispers, “You still haven’t told her yet?”

“I can’t.” Lucius unbundles his socks and speaks to Deasja psychically, “She thinks I’m perfect. What if…what if she thinks I’m a failure? Right now, I’m someone with a perfect past when I’m with her, and not someone who’s destroyed two worlds, lost his entire family, and we’re trying to have our own. I’m the reason for the flood, Deasja. I’m the reason all her…our friends here on Earth will die of old age.” He frowns. “One tear in her eyes from”

Meow.

Lucius glances at Leo who is tapping a furry paw on the door. Lucius continues with his mental transfer toward Deasja. “I couldn’t handle her crying. I’m trying to get over my losing them by not hating myself. She comforts me every day, like I’ve done nothing wrong. I feel like a new creature when I’m with her. Remembering my past, reminds me that I’m a failed king, and she doesn’t need to know that about me. Here…at least here, I’m her husband, her desire. She looks up to me and thinks I have all of life’s problems figured out. Her eyes stare at me in amazement, Deasja, and I admire her in my wonderment of how such a beautiful creature could love someone like me. I’m healed in her arms. She’s my yoshawn, my yulee, my Josephine, and she adores me even with nothing to my name here. My life is simple and perfect.” Lucius opens his hands out, and says aloud, “Why would I mess that up?”

Meow.

Lucius lowers his shoulders. “I’m coming, buddy. You’re not gonna starve.”

After the cat meows, “Lucius,” Josephine’s voice carries through the bathroom door. “Leo is sounding an alarm.”

“I’m talking to Deasja and still getting dressed.” He smiles and says, “He’ll be fine. He’s not too loud right now, little momma. A couple of minutes and I’ll be ready to go downstairs and feed him.”

Deasja takes a few steps back and transfers the thought, “Imagine her surprise on the day that you do tell her.” Deasja mimics what Lucius would look like as he plays out the scenario in his head. “By the way, Josephine, dear, you’re a queen. Oh, and your husband’s the cornerstone you wear around your finger that I designed with the Almighty Father Himself. I’m a principality over nearly countless stars and planets…um…that we both rule over in case you’re wondering. Just thought I should tell you.” Deasja raises his brows with several flicks and whispers, “I wouldn’t wait too long, Lucius. Artie’s itching to kneel before her as his queen and feels he’s doing something wrong with his king missing from his kingdom. We’re not allowed to bow before anyone here, but a quick visit in Gamerin jurisdiction would change all that. Life on Earth is not the same thing. The heavens are different.” Deasja leaves the room to wait on the loft outside the door.







Three

(Cobalt Blue) Lapis Lazuli

 

Buttoning his dress shirt, Lucius exits the master bedroom. He lifts his leg from a furry bundle charging underneath him as Leo races toward the stairwell. Lucius’s eyes bounce around and counts how many extra angels are in the house. He gazes back at Deasja on the loft, says, “She’s in the bathroom. She’ll let you know.”

“Actually,” Deasja begins answering as he gestures toward a handful of soldiers walking closer to them to stand guard outside the master bedroom, “I have to leave.”

“What’s going on today? Why are there so many of you on duty here?”

Meow.

Lucius walks a short distance behind the feline hunger serenade. He tells Leo, “Shush, I’m feeding you right now, buddy. Keep it down. Let me get breakfast done first.” Lucius enters the kitchen and glances back toward the heavily guarded loft area up on the second floor. He continues, saying, “You’re not the only one here, Leo. Keep it down. What have I told you about meowing so loud in the morning?” 

Deasja follows Lucius around the kitchen and watches him gather a can and bowl with a mixture of dry food. Deasja says, “We’ve—” 

Meow.

Deasja rolls his eyes, says, “We’ve—”

Meow.

“Sorry,” Lucius says as he grimaces. He places a bowl down so Leo’s crying will cease. “I should’ve done this first. He’s spoiled in the morning and thinks he’s gonna starve or something.” Lucius points toward Deasja and says, “Continue. I’m listening.” Lucius takes out a carton of eggs, a slab of bacon, and a large bowl of plump strawberries and prepares breakfast.

Deasja explains, “This weekend was just a short visit for me. I must meet with a couple of commanders. I’m leaving now.”

“With who?” Lucius speaks psychically, “Tell me this way, so they can’t hear. I’ve noticed that everyone is blocked by Trinitarian power. I can’t enter their minds to find out what is going on.”

“You’re correct. I’m meeting with Commander Albercase from Alaska and also Dextorus.” He continues verbally, “The Nephilim curse has gone missing up north.”

“Shhh.” Lucius waves his hands and presses his index against his lips. “Shush, Josephine doesn’t know about all that. I can barely take the information myself. Just speak psychically.” He continues psychically, “You can say the names of the commanders this way without alerting them.”

Deasja nods and transfers, “It’s been quiet around the Arctic circle, and there’s no trace of them. It’s like all the activity has disappeared right as they were finding a hot trail to your brothers, and now…nothing. We must formulate a plan.”

“Have they abducted more women before disappearing? Do you think my brothers are on board that vessel?” Lucius looks around the house with activated vision and begins counting the hundreds of guardians outside, surrounding his home for protection. He immediately stops when he wonders in thought toward Deasja, and asks, “Why so many, Deasja? What are y’all thinking?”

Deasja shakes his head and answers telepathically, “It’s just a precaution. There’s not enough gold and quartz in the ground here for Nephilim teleporters. They would have to enter the atmosphere above your house, and there would be sightings all over the Internet of their ship. I don’t think they’ll risk it, but you being here is a—” Deasja is interrupted for a moment when a light flickers over his time band. He checks his time and shrugs before finishing what he was saying out loud, “You’re a secret. I must meet them near Nome. They’re calling me.”

“That’s unsettling,” Lucius says and watches Deasja vanish through a portal. 

Lucius stands in silence for a minute and says, “Not the report I wanted to hear today.” He switches the griddle on and sizzles the bacon. He scrambles eggs and slathers them with cheese and sautéed onions. He’s in the middle of cooking when a little being makes her way down the stairs.

He’s completely unaware of the person walking down the steps as he sneaks a bite of bacon from a plate. “So good,” he says and smells coffee brewing. “That coffee is calling my name.”

Several guardians silence their discussion. They wear smiles as the little footsteps of someone with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes patters into the kitchen. She drags a blankie and a stuffed toy behind her. A little voice breaks through the crackle of breakfast, and says, “Morning, Daddy,” and her little fingers reach up.

Lucius nearly squats completely down and wraps his warm arms around her. “Good morning, princess,” he says as he lifts her up to rest on his shoulder. “How’s my baby girl doing?” He removes everything from the burners to give his daughter his undivided attention. “Did Leo wake you up, pumpkin? I was about to go up there and get you out of bed, Claire.”

She yawns and her nose scrunches with a teeny sigh. Her tired eyes glare into nothing. She says, “Love you, Daddy,” as if she could see miles through walls like him.

He says, “Love you too,” and pulls his head back so he can look at her. “What are you looking at?” he asks while rubbing her back. “You’re half asleep, aren’t you? Just staring into space?” he asks while rocking her in place by swiveling his hips. “Daddy has you. You’re a daddy’s girl.”

She nods and barely bats an eye. “Leo didn’t sleep. He’s a super cat, Daddy.”

“He did sleep, princess,” he answers and smiles at her. “He was in Mommy and Daddy’s room last night.” He closes his eyes with his cheek against her ear, simply holding her. He takes a whiff of her hair. “You take after your momma. You always smell so good.” He exhales a soft sound that blankets her ear. “Babies smell so good. You smell like a baby, Claire.”

She answers over his shoulder, “I am your baby, Daddy.” And continues mumbling into his shirt collar, saying, “Love you, Daddy.”

He sighs before whispering, “My life is so wonderful,” and closes his eyes as he rocks his little girl in his warm arms.

“Daddy,” she says clutching a handsewn doll tighter beneath her arm, “where’s Momma?” She drops her blanket after clutching her doll, and Lucius catches the corner of her blanket in midair. She asks, “We go to Jesus’s house today?” 

“We go in a bit,” he says, sliding her soft locks away from her cheeks with his pinky, and kissing her flushed morning glow. “Momma’ll be down in a minute for breakfast. After we eat, then we’ll go to Jesus’s house and see your friends.” He waves at a few soldiers passing through the kitchen. They are a few feet taller than Lucius and duck down away from the ceiling. He continues speaking to Claire. “Aunt Carissa has the nursery today. That means that Evan will be there with her.” Carrying her to the table, he kisses her a few more times. “Maybe, Evan won’t hit you today…with a toy.” He huffs. “Aw, boys. He’ll behave with her there. He listens to his momma pretty good.”

He continues swaying her in his arms beside the chair, as if reserving her spot. “Claire, you wanna eat? I made some bacon and eggs. You like the cheese and veggies I put in the eggs.” He points toward a heaping bowl and says, “I got some strawberries from a hothead last night.”

Her head shakes a definitive no that sends her curled ends moving across her lower back with each swivel.

“What do you mean, no?” he asks. Lucius looks over and notices the nervous smiles of two guardians chatting in the foyer. Reconnecting his gaze at her, he tells Claire, “You’ve gotta eat. I just made our morning meal, pumpkin.”

“Momma said,” she begins as her voice takes a hyper sounding breath and continues as if she has big news. “She said that I could have cereal today, Daddy.” Her voice squeaks as she adds, “Aunt Amber said so too!”

Lucius’s ears are ringing, “What?” He sets her down in the chair and asks, “Cereal? That’s not breakfast.” He’s nearly offended and points at the platter as he places strawberries in the center of the table. Lucius reaches toward the bar and grabs the meaty breakfast assortment.

He pauses when he sees the uneasy faces of several armed guards clasping their weapons closer to their bodies and staring at everything that moves around them. Lucius shakes his head, says, “Y’all must calm down. I can hear all of what y’all are doing. I can’t tell you psychically to settle down.” He waves his hand peacefully and says, “Your minds have been blocked. Your apprehension is flooding the atmosphere of the house. Peace be upon you. This is breakfast before church with my family. These memories stick to children,” he says and points at Claire. “She can sense what you feel whether she sees you or not. She’s a Gamerin.”

“Who you talk’n, Daddy?”

“Not sure, pumpkin. Daddy sometimes talks to himself.”

“Sorry, Lucius.” The soldiers nod. They lower the discussion with one another. The guard in the study who apologized says, “I’ll keep it down.” Other guardians nod with their confirmation as well, and the volume of the house decreases to some measure below what it was.

Lucius brushes off the constant rumble of background noises, discussion, and heavy breathing. He places a tray in front of Claire and him and grunts before grabbing a chair. He points at the food he has prepared and says, “This is breakfast, Claire. This’ll put hair on your chest.” He heaps a pile onto his plate. “Don’t you wanna be big and strong like Daddy?”

Claire’s brows frown together. She wipes her sleepy eyes. “But, Daddy, I don’t want hair on my chest.”

Silently chuckling, Lucius squints as his body shakes from holding in his laughter. “I don’t want you to either, baby.” His face turns red behind his hands.

Josephine crosses the kitchen tiles with a fresh fragrance trailing behind her. “What’s so funny?” she asks while studying her husband. She glances at Claire’s concerned expression, and asks, “What happened?”

Lucius swallows and moves his hands. He says, “She doesn’t want hair on her chest,” laughing even harder. “I can’t help it.” 

Josephine steps over and asks, “What? What hair?”

He looks up with watery eyes and tries to explain, “She believes everything I say. I was only talking.” He points toward the platter. “I told her about the bacon and eggs. I said that you can grow hair on your chest from it…and she believed me.”

Josephine opens her mouth wide in shock. Her hands go directly to her hips, and glances back at Claire, who is more concerned seeing her mother’s expression. Josephine turns back toward Lucius with a teeny tap on his arm. “You can’t leave her hanging, Daddy. She believes everything at this age.” Josephine hunches beside Claire. “Baby,” she starts to say as she can hear the laughter of her husband crescendo behind her. Josephine fights smiling and says, “Claire, don’t worry about stuff like that. That’s not what your daddy meant. He’s just teasing you, angel.” She rubs over the sleeve of Claire’s gown. “Girls don’t grow hair on their chest, only men do. That’s why Daddy’s laughing. He didn’t think you’d…” she stops and turns to look back at him, “Daddy, explain what you meant to her.”

With an ulterior motive behind his words, “Okay,” he begins to say, and leans forward and makes a jab at those who eat cereal. “Processed food will put hair on your chest, and it doesn’t matter if you are a boy or girl.”

Josephine enters the main part of the kitchen. She reaches into the cupboard and shakes her head. “Good grief.”

Claire asks, “What’s proscesk food, Mommy?” 

She answers, “Don’t worry about it, angel.”

“Hey.” Lucius folds his arms and begins to say, “Claire told me that you said…” and he gasps. “What is that?” he asks, gesturing with his entire hand. “What are you giving my baby?”

Josephine opens a new box of cereal with the word HONEY written across it. “You overreact,” Josephine pauses to call him, “Honey.” She winks.

“You dare give me that pet name?” Lucius asks as he wrestles with smiling. “This is mutiny. Absolute mutiny.” He watches as a small bowl is filled by Josephine with processed oats in the shape of little rings. “You’re gonna give my baby honey.” He grabs some strawberries and slices little pieces for Claire’s cereal. He lays them on top. “We’re gonna have a talk about this.” 

“Hardly something to have marriage counseling over.” She pours her daughter’s milk. “She likes this cereal, and it’s good for her.”

“Neil says it’s good for her, but he’s a doctor, not Jesus.” Lucius takes his seat as he grabs two more slices of bacon. “I’d rather her have hair on her chest.”

“Nonsense.” Josephine sets the bowl in front of Claire. “I told her she could have cereal today.”

“Why is there honey in this house?” 

“David got it for her. He feeds this to Emily every morning, and she’s healthy and never gets sick. Amber sends her to daycare with an extra bag as a snack.”

His shoulders drop. “David is breaking our team,” he says and gets up to reach for Claire’s sippy cup. He fills the tiny cup with orange juice. “Traitors, all of you,” he says while he chokes on his chuckling.

Josephine kisses Claire’s cheek. “Daddy’s silly, isn’t he?”

“The people are scared, Mommy,” Claire interrupts the conversation.

Josephine asks, “What people, baby?” 

Lucius doesn’t realize what Claire has said. He continues slicing a few more strawberries for her and says, “Well, at least, my baby knows that strawberries are good, and they heal her too. I’m not…”

Abruptly, Lucius pauses from Claires previous comment, and asks, “What people, pumpkin?”

“What is it?” Josephine stands up and turns toward the bar to grab Claire’s juice cup. “What are you asking her, Lucius?”

“It’s gone quiet,” he says as he stands to his feet. “Claire senses what they’re feeling.” He realizes the conversations of the house have gone flat with only the grandfather clock ticking. He gazes across the house. No more guardians are huddling in clusters or walking freely.

No chatter.

No indoor troops.

“I don’t feel so well all of the sudden,” Josephine says. She turns toward Lucius with deep eyes, the color of her cheeks have faded, and she’s patting her chest. “That feeling like earlier is pressing at me, thick and not right.”

Lucius accesses his vision to investigate. “I feel it too,” he says and soon his color fades as well.


Four

(Pure) White

 

Lucius witnesses hundreds of angels surrounding the house and they are all gazing up. A deep feeling of dread floods over him as the sky darkens above the countryside.

A shadow dims the windows of the kitchen like a storm brewing outside. Josephine studies Lucius’s expression and asks, “Why do you look like that?” She glances at the window behind Claire. “Is it getting dark? Is that a storm?” Her worried eyes flicker back over toward Lucius. “Are you doing this?” she asks but anxiety increases when seeing her husband’s shocked expression.

“I’m not doing this,” he says as he looks up with activated eyes. He points and says, “They are, and they’re not camouflaged either.” He sidesteps from beside the kitchen bar and moves closer to his family.

An enormous craft hovers closer over Medina Lake, and Lucius swiftly walks toward the dinner table. “Don’t panic,” he whispers. “Josephine, grab Claire. I don’t know this craft.”

“What craft?” Josephine takes Claire into her arms. “You’re scaring me, Lucius.”

Unexpectedly, screaming surrounds the area as Nephilim transporters, from out of nowhere, snatch several guardians from the property. Large angels pull out their swords for instant battle. Lucius screams, “Nephilim!”

“Transporters!” A guardian runs in through the walls. He points at Claire and screams, “They can’t get her! Run!” In a blink of an eye, a Nephilim appears behind the guardian by latching an arm around his waist. “Activate your—” they both disappear.

Reaching for his portal cross, Lucius’s eyes enlarge. His necklace is gone.

“I left it upstairs!” he hollers. Lucius activates his wedding band. A small portal opens, and Lucius pulls Claire from Josephine’s arms. He pushes Claire through the small opening as Artie is standing in his kitchen with a cup of coffee. Lucius yells, “Artie, Nephilim! They’re here,” and shoves Claire into Artie’s arms. “Here, take her. We’re under attack.” Artie drops his coffee and grabs Claire. The portal closes.

Josephine asks, “What are we—” 

Lucius clasps onto his wife and yanks her from the table area. “We don’t have time to talk.” Running through their living room, Lucius triggers a shield on his arm. A cloud of Mangoram laced daggers swarm through the house. “Infused metal,” he says blocking several of them and deflecting the rest. “These can penetrate me.” Blue ripples shine across his shield with each hit. “Hold on,” he says with Josephine held tightly in his arms. As he jumps up to the loft, he supports his wife’s head. “I’ve got you, baby.”

Two Nephilim enter the cabin and lock eyes with Lucius as he and Josephine race into the master bedroom. Lucius activates his shielded wings and wraps them around his wife. He blocks a barrage of daggers and spears speeding like bullets across the house. Furniture and walls are turned to pulp within a matter of seconds from the arsenal. Lucius leaps with Josephine over the bed. He grabs his portal cross as five Nephilim enter the room through the door.

“Don’t let them get away,” a Nephilim says as he dives across the bed toward them, needing only one touch to transport his victims.

Lucius activates a portal beneath him and Josephine as daggers and a hand fling through the air. Metal of the weapons wedge into Lucius’s shielded wings, and he holds Josephine under him as they fall several feet onto a different floor. Pinging and pelting sounds stop as the portal closes above them.

The portal deactivated, Lucius only hears heavy breathing. He looks over his shoulder and sees two Nephilim daggers wedged inches from his nose. He studies over where the portal had closed above them. “None got through,” he says and exhales.

Hyperventilating builds in his chest. Josephine clenches his shirt, burying her nose into his chest. She’s gasping.

“Baby,” he says and examines her body for abrasions or injuries. “Did they get you?” She’s not quite looking at him, so he says, “You’re in shock,” and holds her close. Her heart thunders, as he strokes her back, still wrapped in shielded wings. “Calm down. I’ve got you. Shhh.” He breathes into her ear. “You’re okay. We’re okay.” Her breathing slows with each stroke. “Peace, peace,” he says, but he himself struggling to calm down. “None got through,” he whispers, almost as if counseling himself. “We’re safe. They can’t get you here.” His wings disband into an interdimensional pocket. He and Josephine are both lying on the floor in a completely different living space.

When she’s calmed enough, Josephine studies the area. There’s a massive roaring fireplace, a pure white bearskin rug three times bigger than any bear she’s ever seen. “Who’s…” she can’t seem to finish asking. The rug is stretched out over granite and ruby flooring. Red glistens like glitter with each fiery sparkle causing the granite to emanate from its embedded crystals. “What is…” The walls are covered in mahogany and spruce. A woodsy smell, fresh, pristine, and warm, floods her nostrils. She is in a quite comfortable home with cedar beams holding the living area’s vaulted structure in place. The beams are several feet thick in some places and easily four times bigger than her Texan cabin. “Massive,” the word falls from her tongue. White orbs of sun rays catch her attention, steering her vision toward one side of the living area where there are colossal windows from floor to ceiling. The ceiling is easily sixteen feet tall. Clouds cover the sun’s rays, and she can see beyond the windows. “It’s snowing.” 

Snowfall covers the landscape and is barely visible beyond the terrace area. Moments later, the snow blankets everything outside from further study. This morning it was spring outside, but now she sits in a strange house with a wintry snow pounding the windows. There are flickers of light from large bowls that she sees through each wave of white on the terrace balcony beyond the wall-sized windows. “Fires,” she says. “Bowls of fire out there. Big ones.” The fire continues to flicker and doesn’t die down with the growing storm.

Soon, the white snow becomes so thick that she can no longer make out anything beyond the windows.

Lucius says, “They’re about to go out from the storm. Those fires are from his landing bay urns.” He strokes her cheeks. “It’s a snowstorm, and it’s my fault. I’m sorry.” Lucius breathes in as he closes his eyes. “I got upset, but I’m getting better.”

“We’re not on Earth. How can you effect the…Where’s Claire?” she asks with a gasp. Her eyes water as she climbs over her husband like scaling a mountain. She grabs his shoulders. “Lucius, where is she?”

“Calm down, baby. Artie wasn’t on Earth.” Lucius touches both her cheeks. “She’s…”

He pauses as a cabinet closes beyond a vaulted river-rock wall. A small voice giggles as the sounds of stirring from inside of a mug follows Claire’s laughing. Lucius and Josephine lie on the floor and stare over with stretched necks toward the wall opening in the nearby dining area. A warm voice answers Claire’s giggling with, “Your momma probably makes it better, but you’ll have to decide.”

Lucius smiles. “She’s fine,” he says. “She’s safe.” He covers his face and feels as though he can breathe. “Everybody’s good.” Lucius bumps his head back onto the flooring, enjoying the heartbeat of his wife directly over him and the laughter of his daughter in the next room. “We’re safe.”

Artie walks around the opening with a blond-haired bundle over his hip. Josephine releases Lucius’s shoulders as she exhales with relief. Claire rests on top of Artie’s right arm. She holds a large mug of cocoa in her hands and is wrapped in a blanket. Artie says, “I wasn’t expecting visitors today. I would’ve made sippy cups.” He glances out at the new snowstorm and back down at his guests currently occupying his floor space. “This is a pleasant surprise. You’re always welcome. I’m glad everyone’s okay.” Artie places Claire down with a partial kneel as far as he can go without spilling her mug. He says, “Princess, you’re okay.”

“Artie!” Lucius snaps. His eyes open wide, and he shakes his head. “Not yet,” he says.

“Really?” Artie nods while remaining at a lower level than his princess. He appears as though he’s merely placing a three-year-old down instead of bowing to royalty. “This is going to be tough for me, Lucius.”

Claire walks close to her mom and dad. Josephine reaches her arms out and says, “My baby,” and embracing Claire, cocoa and all, in one motion. She moves over from Lucius. “You okay, Claire?”

“I have cocoa. He gave me some,” Claire answers. “He spilled his coffee.”

Lucius lifts himself up from the floor with a grunt and helps his wife and daughter to stand alongside him. “We’ll be safe here.” Lucius leans forward until almost touching his knees for a moment to take in one more deep breath before standing straight again. “Artie doesn’t mind visitors.”

Artie fights stuttering, “I…I…” and manages to press out, “I should say not. Never with you,” he pauses as he is unable to take his eyes from Lucius. “This is odd, Lucius.” He swallows with a deep breath, and says, “This might be a new experience, but I do know I could say—”

“Artie,” Lucius says to warn Artie again.

Artie raises a palm. “I was just going to say that while you’re here, I will treat you like royalty. You are family to me, and there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you. You have my word.”

“Thank you,” Josephine says. “This is your house?”

“My house,” Artie says with a pause as he winks before continuing, “is your house.”

Lucius smirks. “Artie, that’s quite enough.”

Artie can’t wipe his smile away and shakes his head in pure delight. “Welcome home.” Artie inhales while fighting tears of joy. “Finally, welcome. Would the Gamerin family like to eat?”


Five

Humble Silver

 

Artie is busy in the kitchen while Lucius and Josephine carry on a discussion in the living room. Artie and Claire stick close together. “I’m just going to hold you,” Artie says, keeping her away from parental dialogue. He prepares breakfast while hugging her close and cooking with one hand as he sets a table in between stirring.

As they walk to the table between one of Artie’s trips to the dining area, Claire peeks in the living room and says, “I like my mommy.” Claire points at her mother while Artie balances her on his hip as he finishes placing forks down. Claire watches her father running his fingers through his hair because of the discussion. Claire says, “And my daddy’s silly.”

“Sometimes, he is,” Artie answers with a nod. “Do you like cheese on your grilled vegetables?”

“Daddy made me some,” she says. Her eyes squint to a thin line as her voice squeaks. “but not in bread…eggs.” The squeaking bongs directly into his ear.

Artie smiles with his ears ringing. “You’ll like these veggies. I guarantee it,” he says stuffing pita bread with warm vegetables smothered in cheese. “I can put eggs in it if you’d like. It’s close to noon here, so this is more of a brunch.”

Claire says, “I was gonna have cereal.” She raises her crumb filled fingers that are still sticky from honey coated pieces. “I only got a little.”

“Aw,” he says washing her little fingers with a wet linen. “Maybe sometime I can make some for you. I don’t have any honey coated cereal here. Your daddy doesn’t like honey.” He places her down into a chair and says a small prayer over her food. He lays a lesser amount of seasoned flatbread in the center of her plate. Cheese oozes from the warm bread. Artie takes a seat beside her. “Did your daddy ever tell you about me? I know you couldn’t see me on Earth.” He holds a hand out and shakes her entire hand with only two of his fingers. “My name’s Artie.”

She nods and takes a bite with a tiny hum. She swallows a partial amount and smacks. “Yes. I saw you. Daddy said you’re a hothead.”

“You saw me?” he asks and glances over at Josephine and Lucius who are still deep in conversation. “I didn’t know that.” He looks at Claire and says, “That’s a new one to me. I didn’t know that you could see me.”

Claire says, “Sometimes, but you’re a hothead, and that’s what my daddy said. That’s how I knew you was not a stranger.”

“Were not. It’s pronounced were not a stranger, princess.” Artie looks over and studies the discussion and body language coming from the living area. 

Lucius tries calming Josephine, but she raises her voice again, “What do you mean never going back? We’re gonna be late for church.” 

Artie gazes at the little Gamerin girl and decides to stay out of the heavy conversation taking place in front of the fireplace. He asks Claire, “Did your daddy tell you why I’m a hothead?” 

Her big blue eyes latch onto his gaze with a teeny shake of her head. She says, “No. He said you’re a hothead, and you get fired up.”

He has a crooked smile and stoops down toward Claire, saying, “Do you want me to show you?” 

 

Meanwhile, Josephine weeps. Lucius holds her and speaks softly in her ear. “Please don’t cry. I didn’t choose this situation. I had no idea. There is no way that I could’ve prepared for an attack today. We can’t go back. I’ve already seen many angels abducted. The Nephilim…I can’t defeat them there, not on Earth and not with their abilities. Earth is not my world, and the Nephilim have my DNA. They are powerful, and there are too many of them. I’m must report to Oobadoave and let them know we got out safely.” 

“I didn’t know that the Nephilim existed anymore. You didn’t tell me. Let’s do what I’m about to say. Maybe, in a few days we can hide somewhere else. Hawaii even. My dad’s old cabin is there. Carissa has an extra room at her house.”

“They’ll know. Besides, we can’t put our friends at risk. Scouts are everywhere, and the enemy armies work together for that information. Leaking information is why I had to die, so they wouldn’t find us. They thought I was infertile and that I had died. With a large army protecting you at the cabin, the enemy attacks died down.”

She buries her head into his chest. “Everything my father worked for, all our friends. David, Amber, their daughter Emily, Carissa, Neil, and little Evan. It’s all gone.”

“Living with them would place them in danger if we were to go back.”

“But people are gonna think we’re all kidnapped or murdered. Bishop Jones is gonna freak out without the piano player today,” she says gesturing toward Lucius, “and part of his choir is missing now. I didn’t even get to tell anyone goodbye. I have nothing. Can I not leave a note, a letter…e-mail?”

“No,” Lucius says with a shake of his head. “We can’t.”

“What was it all for? I don’t understand. We had all those ministries we were doing. We were helping the community.”

“We can’t risk going back.” He strokes her hair, says, “Baby, I know you don’t understand, but you can’t hide our attack and hidden lives, not us, especially if the Nephilim were willing to retrieve us themselves and in the open. The abduction was taking place in broad daylight. That was a gutsy move because they knew we had an army protecting us.”

“How do you know that? How do you know it was planned?”

“I’m a commander, baby. I saw how the Nephilim were attacking us this morning. They were strategic when they started to move and started attacking from outside of our defenses first. The Nephilim grabbed what they could in private and were dwindling down our number of troops before going inside to grab us. There were too many of them, and they were trying to get us by ourselves before alerting me. The attack was less than thirty seconds.”

“We have nothing.”

Lucius pats her shoulder and says, “Hey, we do have everything. You still have me, and we still have Claire. We got out unscathed, barely, but unscathed nonetheless.” He speaks over her head. “Baby, this morning could’ve been a lot worse. We’re alive, and I don’t know how many angels…” He gasps. “Oh man, I must report to Oobadoave. I have to find out what happened on the battlefield today.” His eyes tear up. “I’m not worth losing my troops.” He rubs over her hair. “You are. My girls are. We’re still alive. My little family is not hurt. I know you don’t understand, but the war isn’t your fight; it’s God’s, and that’s why you’re secured before anyone. I’m sorry to bring my burdens upon you.” 

Lucius and Josephine hold each other silently in front of a seven-foot fireplace. The fire crackles and roars from the updraft of the storm blowing with harsh winds outside.

Abruptly, at about twenty feet, Claire begins to giggle at first, followed by outbursts of strong childlike laughter every few moments. 

Josephine and Lucius look at each other as they listen. Curiosity. What could be making Claire laugh so hard? Artie speaks up with his laughter that follows every strong laugh of Claire. “Pull my finger,” Artie says.

Lucius and Josephine glance over and watch as a blaze of fire nearly exits the kitchen. They swing their hands up and rush toward the kitchen. Lucius enters first and picks Claire up into his arms, saying, “No, Artie. You’re gonna get me in trouble,” pointing over toward Josephine, and begging with his eyes at Artie. “This is a girl, and that’s her mother. Did you wanna talk to her mother about why gaseous humor isn’t appropriate to do?” 

Artie is quiet. He stares at Josephine with her arms folded over each other and showing her piercing eyes. He looks at Lucius for help. “Do I have to? She looks scary right now. Is she going to kill me?”

“Of course not,” Josephine answers him while dropping her arms. She shakes her head and closes her eyes in disbelief. “Can this day get any worse? Now, I must teach an angel proper etiquette for children.” 

“Kids love me,” Artie says. “I was only playing with her.” He points at Claire. “She thought it was hilarious.”

Lucius knows that any peace he had placed over his wife has quickly evaporated. He exhales and says, “Baby, this is petty in comparison to what we’ve been through today. She needs to laugh.” As Lucius holds onto Claire, he wraps his other arm around Josephine and places more peace over her. “Calm down, Momma. How about this idea? After I report to Oobadoave, we find something better to do since we can’t go back to Earth. There’s no reason why we can’t enjoy what’s around us. What do you say? Our momentary grief shouldn’t bring Claire down. She doesn’t understand because she’s happy if she has her momma and daddy. She’s just a baby, innocent, like you. A three-year-old should never worry about war.”

Josephine exhales with the euphoric feeling calming her nerves. “Thank you for making me feel better.”

Artie points with his chin toward his bay windows. He nearly speaks too much as he says. “It’s snowing outside. There should be a decent accumulation of powder on the mountains by the time his maje…umm…by the time Lucius calms down. Maybe I can open these doors. We can go sledding and build a snowman together.”

“Doors?” Josephine glances over. “Those are doors?” 

Lucius’ says, “They are. Big doors. That’s a great idea, Artie. And therapeutic for all of us, and it will be good to get out. We’ll stay away from the villages today and simply spend time together.” He playfully pulls Josephine closer to himself. “Come on, yulee. We’re on a different planet. You need to experience this new part of life.”

Artie says, “That’s true. I miss having vacations. I’ve been waiting for this day.”

“Vacation!” Lucius exclaims. “That’s true. This is like a vacation. We’ve gotta go have fun when I get back from my final report of Earth. I haven’t gone sledding in decades. Claire has never been in the snow before. What do you say, Momma? We can make this situation a legitimate vacation.” 

But Josephine lowers her shoulders and asks. “Lucius, what are you thinking? Vacation? We have nothing to wear for cold-weather. We didn’t prepare for winter this morning.” 

“Baby, be instant in season and out of season,” Lucius says. “We’ll make the most of our situation. You can be spontaneous, like when we went to Gamerilaye or that time Carissa and Neil tried kidnapping us to Houston.”

She points at her outfit and says, “I’m in my church clothes. This is springtime attire.” She points out Lucius’s outfit and says, “You’re wearing your jeans and a short-sleeved dress shirt. You’re the only one with an extra layer because of your undershirt.” Josephine looks at Claire and says, “Claire is still in her bedtime gown, and she’s barefoot. That baby can still catch a cold. I don’t know how it is on other planets, but to me, snow is still freezing cold anywhere you go. I don’t think there’s a supercenter around here where I can get her something, and a blanket isn’t gonna cut it with a blizzard out there.” Her arms fall as she exhales a huff. “Even if there were a clothing store that I could go to, I don’t think they’d take American cash or credit.”

Lucius nods and says, “The conversation is difficult when you don’t understand our ways. Yoshawn, my love, most planets don’t take cash anyways in the heavens. Those are pieces of paper. They’re just notes representing forms of payment. We don’t do that out here. We can make our own garments or we make trades for goods. There’s never a need for a supercenter out here. This isn’t Earth. I told you I’m a builder.” He pops his nose in the air toward Artie and says, “He’s extremely talented. Artie can make anything.”

“You think so? Thanks, Lucius.” Artie blushes. “You just made my day even better.”

“Of course, you’re welcome.” Lucius winks, glancing back at his wife, he says. “Come on, little warden, serving you would be his greatest pleasure. Let Artie make something for you.”

“Yes, my lor…I mean…Lucius,” Artie says successfully stopping himself. “I don’t mind making anything.”

Lucius gives him a cautious nod. “You see?”

“I hate that nickname, Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin. Don’t call me warden. It’s trickery to make me feel bad.” Josephine drops her hands to her sides. “I don’t know.”

“I hate when you call me, honey. We’re even from this morning,” Lucius says. “Come on. Don’t be a curmudgeon, yulee.” Lucius looks around until realizing how he can get away with their circumstance to encourage a playday. He places his fingers on Claire’s cheeks. Their noses almost touch as he gives his little girl a glistening smile. “Do you want Daddy to make you something? You can go outside and play with Mommy, Daddy, and Artie. Maybe, play in the snow for the first time?”

“Oh, you’re not fair…honey,” Josephine says. “You never play fair.”

“I’m always fair…warden,” he answers.

“Please don’t go where you two are going with the name calling. Her getting angry scares the dickens out of me,” Artie says.

“Yes,” Claire says, her blues eyes twinkling and her voice squeaking excitedly. “Daddy, I want a princess dress.”

“Now, that’s what I’m talking about,” Artie says.

“We never go beyond funny name-calling.” Lucius snickers, and gazes at Claire. “I can make you one later, princess, but it’s too cold for a dress to go and play in the snow. Artie and I can make you a furry outfit with some, cute, furry boots to go with it. We can make you look like a little, fuzzy bear cub. Would you like to go outside and play with us today?” 

“Okay,” Claire says reaching her arms over her daddy’s neck. “Can I have my princess dress later, Daddy?” Her bottom lip puckers out.

“With all that is good in me,” Artie says. “That’s cute. How can you ever say no to her?”

“I can’t.” Lucius nods. “I can’t say no to her.” He continues talking to Claire. “I can make you anything you want as long as your momma is okay with it.”

“Cheaters. All of you.” Josephine grumbles. “Mutiny. Absolute mutiny.”

Lucius says, “Ironic, isn’t it?”

Claire gazes at her momma and asks, “Can Daddy make me look like a teddy bear and go play snow?” 

Lucius fails in hiding his laughter behind blubbering lips. He asks, “Yeah. Momma, what do you say?”

“You’re reading my mind,” Josephine says as her right brow goes up. She thinks, “Don’t make me out to be a bad guy, Lucius.”

 “I’m not,” he transfers to her. He speaks aloud, “Momma, it’s up to you. We could just,” he pauses in between nearly every word while exhaling a lengthy breath as he continues saying, “mope around…indoors…pouting …all day long with nothing to do.”

She nods before looking at Claire. “Yes, sweetie. Momma’s not a spoilsport. If Daddy says he’ll make something warm for you, then that’s fine. We trust your daddy in everything. He only has our best interests at heart.” 

“There you go, my yoshawn. I’m not ambushing you. I’m merely stating facts.”

“Yay,” Claire says and points at the thick snowflakes with a gasp as she misspeaks, “We’ll drowned though.”

Lucius silently chuckles and says, “You can’t drown in snow, pumpkin. It’ll clear up when I get back. Promise. I know the weather here.”

Josephine smiles and says, “Of course, you do.” She whispers over Claire’s ear, “I’m still learning how your daddy knows so much. He knows something we don’t if he’s making promises about it.”

Stretching his back, “Okay, let’s not go into trailing conversations,” Lucius says. 

“Yay.” Artie claps his hands together. “I love playing in the snow, Claire, and you’re going to have so much fun here. I’ll take care of you.”

Josephine shakes her head, says, “What am I gonna do with two playful angels?”

“Angels?” Claire asks. “It’s just Daddy.”

Lucius says, “That’s right, pumpkin. I’m your daddy.” He kisses her cheek. “I’m gonna let you in on a little secret we never told anyone at church. Something that no one ever knew.” He gets close to Claire’s ear and says, “I’m an angel with wings. I work for God.”

She gasps and slaps at a wide mouth. She looks at her momma for the confirmation. When Josephine nods to let her know that he is telling the truth, she asks, “Daddy has wings?” She glances behind him. “Where?”

Josephine says, “He sure does. They’re hiding. Daddy keeps them protected.” 

Artie says, “Claire said she could see me sometimes when I visited.”

Lucius nods, and answers, “Occasionally, but not all the time. She could sense them a lot. I realized it was because she is a Gamerin. Her knowing that they were there was getting tougher to hide from people.”

Josephine asks, “When were you gonna tell me that she could see them?”

Lucius shrugs and says, “Honestly, I was just hoping that she wouldn’t say anything to anyone in public because we were trying to stay a secret.” His arms squeeze his family closer together into a huddle. He says, “I’ve got my girls, and that’s all that matters now. No more hiding.” He kisses Josephine. “I love you, little momma.”

“I love you more,” Josephine says.

“That’s impossible.” Lucius looks over toward the bay windows that are collecting snow. He says, “After Daddy comes back from work, we’ll get warmed up and play in the snow together.” 

“Daddy, you go to heaven were angels go?”

Lucius nods. “That’s right, precious.”

Claire’s face grows concerned, and she says, “Daddy, if you go to heaven, you come back.”

“I am coming back, baby doll. I’ll only be gone for a short while.”

Artie says, “I can make the outfits while you’re gone.”

Lucius says, “Josephine isn’t used to the cold, Artie. I need you to get extra material together. I want jaustrawl lining for them both. They might have Gamerin DNA, but they’re human, and I can testify that they get cold.” He points at Josephine’s feet and says, “Trust me. Freezing cold, to the point of utter shock when you’re touched by them.”

“Hey,” Josephine says, but soon pauses. She asks, “Lucius, what’s jaustrawl? Is that what you’re gonna make for us to wear?” 

“Yes, baby. Artie will make most of your outfits today. I love when I’m able to teach you this stuff. You have a great memory.” He smiles back at Artie and hands Claire over into Artie’s hands. “Hold her for me, will you?” Lucius smiles at Josephine and says, “Jaustrawl is like wool, but warmer. When the material touches your skin, it imitates body heat. The material never gets too hot because of cellular memory embedded in it. Even though the fur is not alive, there is intelligent enzymes within its fibers. Jaustrawl comes from keratin of a woolly creature living near the cavernous poles on Artie’s planet, both the northern and southern mountain regions.” 

Artie says, “Don’t forget our moon too.”

Lucius nods. “And also on the seventh moon orbiting around this planet.”

“You have moons?” Claire asks. “Do they hit each other?”

Artie says, “No, the guy who put them there—”

Lucius coughs and interrupts Artie from speaking.

Artie continues but stays away from mentioning how Lucius had built and placed the moons that are currently orbiting around the planet that they are on. “They don’t hit each other. Many planets have multiple moons.”

“Like Gamerilaye?” Josephine asks. She turns toward Lucius and asks, “Darling, can you please tell me where we are at the moment? I guess I’m funny like that, but I usually like to know what part of the universe I’m in.”

Artie begins to say, “Oh, we’re on—”

Lucius covers Artie’s mouth. “No. Don’t tell her!”

“Why not?” Josephine asks.

Lucius drops his hand and answers her, “Josephine, we can’t let that information get out.” He glances back at Artie. “We were under attack today. They might track us somehow because she can’t block her mind. I don’t know if Josephine will forget when leaving.”
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