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Chapter 1: Dog Eat Dog
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The dogs were sound asleep in their open-slat wooden night carriers. Chantal would also be sound asleep, if her stomach weren't growling like a wild animal in a ribcage. Her limbic, feral side of being and her higher centers of being human were thumb-wrestling, and the higher centers tapped out. A gaaroowwling tummy wins over a center of reason every time. Hard-wired behavior.

That surrender resulted in the simple decision to get out of bed and go nosh. She quietly slid out of the warm, comfy, silk-sheeted bed like a python seeking its prey in the night, so as not to awaken Abiona. 

She thought it was funny. No dogs growling as she walked by them on her way to the kitchen; her stomach was growling like a dog, a big hungry dog. It was so loud Chantal was concerned Abiona might awaken, thinking it was the Bouviers.

What a night. What could be better? Abiona and Chantal exploring each other in ways that invited squeals of delight, sweaty skin, juicy, dripping pussies. Switching their nonbinary nature back and forth and back again. Dom by the bottle, they should have picked straws. Dom with each other, and it was on/off/on. STARS of the gentler amorous kind, a lot of nuru massage gel. It really didn't get any better. Slipping and sliding all over each other as though they were weightless. So many positions, so many penetrations, so many battery-powered toys; the softest caresses of amour. All night girl-on-girl debauchery. It was Saturnalia compressed into a day of immersion in the more ancient side of their beings. The sweet, intoxicating smell of lovemaking was drippy amrit beyond compare. It wasn't a debate time of paper, scissors, stoned. It was a dominating surrender to each other. It was simply scissors-on-scissors, and both contestants won.

They closely embraced each other as they slept as one in a bed spotty wet from pheromones, nanomes, massage oil, potions, and syrupy-sweet body goo. It was warm, it was wet, and it was an adoration of being purely female. 

But for now, Chantal was very hungry. Her hunger for Abiona had been satisfied over and over, and now a different kind of genuine, body-really-needs-to-eat hunger drove her. Low blood sugar hunger from the wonderful night's entire hide and seek playfulness that not even her pump could compensate for. Not much for the pump to work with, though. Sleek, all muscley, seductively long arms and legs, walked like a big cat, very lean Chantal. Sensual, sexy, enticingly hypnotizing. Eyes that looked through you and into the universe. A female body that housed a fire and a passion that could never be quenched. But for now, some chow. 

There would be time to happily go back down the evolutionary physiology and feed the need that was wired to create new beings; chow time is now, her gut demanded. 

And that was funny. A short circuit of a very basic, primitive drive; to create another being. Short circuit that energy, and it's sex on demand. Two women pairing for the energy? Yes. Making a baby? Huh? Totally not in the cards. Fun switch on; baby-making switch, very off. But you never know about science; it did have its randomness.

Pumps need fats, protein, carbohydrates, and all kinds of little buddy biological chemicals to do their metabolic job. Protect and flourish the host. Chantal's body fat was steady at less than 5%, so all the pumps would have to work with was her internal muscle tissue to synthesize something, anything, to address her low blood sugar. A longer walk in the park was autophagy of her itsy-bitsy amount of fat. And fat, metabolically, ain't where it's at for syrupy nourishing glucose. 

The alternative was simply to eat some food. Especially food high in protein, to ensure that her body didn't catabolize part of itself, like a snake eating its tail to sustain all of the rest of itself.

Eat, eat something, put it in your mouth, chew it up, masticate, swallow, and repeat. 

Time for a kitchen visit. 

This was only the second time Chantal had connected 3D with Abiona in Phoenix. Lovely place, high above the streets, and actually higher than most buildings. The view was spectacular. Looking down, it was like peering into the bottom of the ocean with crawly things on the seabed. Night-lights like so many fireflies within a matrix of darkness. Occasional, red-lit flying drones careening hither and thither and thather through the city airspace to deliver all sorts of things to all sorts of people, for all sorts of reasons. A few Law Enforcement cascade spinners mixed in with the more pedestrian automobiles with headlights front and center and tail lights beaming a red warning on every city street. The reflection of all of those lights on all the glass and asphalt surfaces made the entire city hum and glow invasively.

The red tail lights like red blood cells going on their appointed rounds. To here, to there, to everywhere. 

Grumble, grrrrrr, growl. Chantal's inner animal passenger was demanding to be fed. You're out of the bed, now let's get fed! She had the kind of hunger that amps up your sense of smell, your sense of taste, and the first mouthful with its foodgasmic delight. Being a muscle-bound ectomorph was not a positive in times of hunger. Sniff, sniff, what's for dinner? Or after dinner. Or late-night snack. Later on, it would be back in the sack playing with her lover's crack.

The kitchen was like a gourmet food store. All kinds of glorious appliances, glass-door refrigerators, and funky wine coolers with the blue graphene trays. Food preparation appliances that could process concrete into highly edible gourmet masterpieces, food fit for the gods. And for everyone else who thinks they're one.

Time to check out the wine coolers, Chantal said to herself. Curiosity drew her to them. They were so mysterious. There were six of them, all built into the modernesque cabinetry, nice and neat. Who has six wine coolers? If you like wine that much, you should have a wine cellar or closet. 

The wine coolers must be something very special. All shiny, transparent blue boxes, with smaller official-looking boxes inside. Snugged up on top, ever so discreetly, were tanks labeled "Liquid Nitrogen, caution, extreme cold," with an international snowflake-warning symbol embossed on them in phosphorescent blue paint. Serendipitously, it was a nice touch, and made it so she didn't have to turn on any lights. There were so many glowing globs of light stuck everywhere that it was like finding hidden Christmas-light seeds planted in the cabinetry in July. 

The coolers were accessorized with the loveliest graphene film panels calling out degrees and something called RH... something about the oxygen to nitrogen ratio, and some other abbreviations that denoted something important to be aware of. For someone who had a nanocling of knowledge about such things, anyway.

Fancy. So fancy it could be an article on Kitchens in Outer Space: One of the Best!

This must be where Abiona keeps the really good stuff, Chantal so logically thought. She went to the far left cooler and lifted the latch and tugged the door open. The status light went from green to amber. A soft whoosh of exchanging air washed her face and wisped into her cute little nose with delightful earthy smells like beef, or pork, or some nondescript animal. Maybe veal, or even wild boar. 

As the door was wide open, like an inviting mouth with luminescent lips, the little light continued its little photonic journey and moved on to red. A very soft seductive synthvoice stated, "Temperature rising. Please close door and check equipment status." It stated this three times, each time a bit softer in volume.

"Well, isn't that cute. Abiona has her initials on some of these containers. Must be planning a picnic lunch or maybe a portion control protein diet thingy from one of those 'Heaven'–inspired super foodstuff snake-oil sellers, like Teekenix or AmazonBay; maybe even Bounty of Nature or Sum of All Foods. Wonder what the 'RD' letters are for...real delicious? Works for me!" 

Her mind rambled on with little things that a hungry gut connected to a brain with no glucose would internally share. Gut says, "Fucking feed me!"; brain says, "I'm fadin', this is the big one!" The bouncy thoughts were the subconscious simply being cute and playfully shooting up primalish judgments that would become words in her head. The brain was so unglucosed it had no idea what was going on. 

Chantal reached in and pulled out the three lidded trays labeled, RD ADP NU along the inner shelf surface. She placed them on the gold-flecked granite counter over the coolers and closed the cooler door. The red-light wink-blinked a few times and then changed its hue to a blinking amber, then on to a glowy grass green, and then it was a steady beacon signaling back to normal, all is good, and the soft female voice said, "Thank you, you have done your part to help those who are less fortunate and electron-starved." Another effed-up law that stated all types of appliances had to provide verbal positive reinforcement for doing something so logical. And the message had to be tagged with a socially responsible message. The law was the law. People who had an uncontrollable urge to break the law chose to remove the labels from furniture and, being so devil-may-care, disabled having an automation tell you "Good boy! Good boy! Who's a good boy!? Let me rub your belly... good boy!" And if only the good die young, this age had Methuselah on notice; people were doing such bad, nasty things, and they would live forever with a little help from science and Intelligence. So if the good die young, does pure evil live forever?

Chantal sighed, and a thought bubble bubbled up to the surface: Food, dear food, prepare to be very appreciated.

The door closed and sucked into itself with a sccwwwiiifftttt sound, restabilizing the internal atmosphere. Door closed, containers in hand, she started to walk out into the kitchen and realized, Wait! I must have a libation to go with this gustatory creation... Time for another bottle of Dom. Hmmmmm, Dom... my panties are wet already. She set the containers down on the barstool side of the kitchen counter and went over to the other tall glass-door refrigerator, opened it, looked at the Dom vintages, and chose the oldest one, 1975. Wow, that's really old, old stuff, wonder if it's still any good... only way to find out. Heck, if it isn't any good, we can cook with it... oh, wait, I don't cook, too much work. If I had my way, we would never cook anything. We'd eat it raw, like our when ‘time began’ ancestors did. Pass the bloody, drippy rib, lovey, you can have the eyeballs. 

She sat down on one of the butt-warming inductive counter stools and readied up the Dom. In perfectly fluid motion, she stripped the foil off its noggin; placed the fingers of her left hand up the bottle's bottom; and jerked out its soldier-helmet cork with a singularly loud POP! Lucky girl, no foaming over the top!

The cork bounced off the ornate, pentagram-embossed tin type ceiling like a dud forty-millimeter grenade round. It careened into the far corner of the kitchen. After a half-spin, it katoinked as it ceased its motion upon the floor. 

She thought for a second she might need some silverware, and then thought, Why bother? I'll just go Moroccan.

She opened the ADP containers and saw sheets of meat separated by a thin, filmy material; it looked like a really expensive Prosciutto di San Daniele. "Too bad there's no melon." A bit of something's missing was in her voice.

Her stomach let its desire be known again and growled one of those extended Did you not hear me!? growls. Resistance is futile! Prepare to assimilate! was the thought. 

She stuck her nose over the container and took a whiff. Hey, this smells really good. Smells familiar... just can't place it... have I had this before? she asked herself as taste memories danced in her head like intoxicated, carnivorous fireflies.

She pulled up one of the strips and dangled it above her open mouth as she looked up at the tintype ceiling. Pentagrams? Who has a metal ceiling with pentagrams? This girl is a strange freak, and I really like it, she ambled with the thoughts in her head. 

Note from stomach: Quit admiring the interior decorations. EAT! 

Like a large, tan colored snake with hands, dangling food over its open mouth, readying to drop it down the hatch, she had another low-blood-sugar twirly thought.

"Here's to you, Abiona!" she chuckled to herself. "Over the lips and past the tongue, watch out stomach, here it comes!" and another muted chuckle popcorned out of her vocal chords. 

Wow, that was great. Can't remember where I've had this before. It's familiar. Have to ask Abiona where she bought it when she gets up. It's just like Abiona to keep all the special stuff to herself. Selfish bitch, she thought as she snickered. Both of them were the epitome of free spirit, nonbinary Alpha females, and Chantal just loved it when Abiona played the dominatrix.

As Chantal was enjoying the moment, delicious sheets of meat, and vintage Dom, her stomach quieted down. More Chantal thought bubbles floated away: Ah, satisfaction. Thanks, Abiona, now I know where the good stuff is! Hungry relief all due to a few sheets of meat. A few more than a few, really — like, all that was in the containers. 

A not-so-polite frog sound pounced out on this hot summer night, a magnificent salty sailor-worthy belch, and then it was slither off to bed again. Maybe I can wake up Abiona and play with her till we get all drippy. She mused about thoughts of leisure pleasure without measure. 

She quietly shuffled her way back to the bedroom and lifted the covers to snuggle closely to Abiona. Abiona's warm body reflexively pulled closer to Chantal. She pushed her behind to Chantal's tummy. Two cozy spoons, back to front, front to back. Chantal loved the soft skin of Abiona's back and luscious behind. She ran her hand between her cleavage on down to a furrier, warmer, wetter place and slid her finger inside... and then fell to a drowsy, eye-shutters-closing sleep.

The sleep didn't last very long. Chantal found herself feeling a distant rolling-thunder hunger again. The pangs of hunger, like insistent bolts of lightning, coaxed her to move on back to the kitchen, seeking shelter from the metabolic storm.

She looked up at the light-project time image on the ceiling. Only a short time had passed since she'd returned to bed. How can I be hungry? I just ate... an annoyed thought rose in her mind. Oh well, the body tells the mind what to do. Her gut hunger was telling her to go eat something, again, and the voice was not a timid whisper. It told her, Get more of the RD ADP... right now. Chantal craved the prosciutto; in a not-so-quiet manner, more like a hunter who stepped on noisy twigs and rocks, she took off for the kitchen. She knew that she had already consumed all the RD ADP stuff that she'd found, but hope springs arterial, so maybe, just maybe, she could find one more container tucked in the back of the glass fridge. Hopes and wishes don't always make delicious dishes, but she hoped anyway. And the spring flowed infernal.

Back in the kitchen, she trotted off to the wine cooler for a return visit. A latch unlatching, a door ready to be opened, and a whoosh of the air equalizing. She squatted at eye level and peered into the inner confines of the appliance. Good thing there was a faint blue light in the cooler for her to almost see what was in there. 

She pulled out several of the containers, glanced at the labels, and none were the Abiona prosciutto. She tossed the packages onto the floor, majorly frustrated. Her belly fire was a slow burn. A fuse had been lit in the middle of her being, and just kept scorching and sizzling a metabolic furnace that needed more fuel. She pulled out a few more of the containers; no luck. As she looked at the labeling, all she kept seeing in her head was the RD ADP, and her focused compulsive desire was singular in nature. 

The fire went up a few degrees. 

And a few more.

Chantal surrendered to the futility of hoping to get lucky and decided to go back to bed and drift off into a forgetful sleep. She thought if she went to sleep, that burn might just cool down in the midst of sugarplum dreams. 

A few more heat units higher.

She started to feel warm all over, like a first-time opiate user. Warm flows of contentment, snuggly; the world is so nice and furry! Everything is ultra-plush velour. The rush became more intense; then started to change. But before that change could fully manifest, Chantal was next to Abiona again. Abiona was now sleeping on her back. "Crazy about you, girl!" Chantal whispered passionately. "You look so delicious I could eat you up."

Another couple of passion-heat units spun up.

I feel so horny... me sooooooo horny... The internal words of passion, whilst not often spoken, are always louder than a boisterous shout. Warm all over and getting frisky, getting feral, a wanton desire to dive into a bucket of loving bodily touches and wetness, to cross over from logical to savage. To skip the ferryman, and instantly arrive at the other side. 

Chantal slid down to where her lips met lips, and things got lasciviously delightful.

Her be-studded tongue traveled the edge of the cliff and the trails of its pleasure jungle. Near the waterfall, and the soft beaches, her tongue explored. And with each passionate moan, the tongue paused and then repeated its path with flicks of mutual tasty delight.

As Abiona whispered, "There, right there, hmmmm, more... more... more tongue... deeper, deeper, fuck me with your tongue, get me wet, swallow me..." the licks and nibbles became more and more intense. The love bites were ever-stronger. The Jungian beast was unleashed and had a mind of its own that was pure mindlessness. A tempest was about, and Abiona was in the middle of it.

The dial yet again: hotter. A hypnotic passion took over Chantal's mind, all the most primitive brain pieces firing up and subduing rational thought. The beasts in the jungle had been awakened and sought prey. The tug of war was a pull of the weaker into the stronger, into a fiery crevasse. She wanted to go brain-shattering wild on Abiona. Lovely, delicious Abiona. Abiona fed Chantal's heart, soul, and body. Her honey-sweet drippings were nectar. Her soft skin like warm, inviting velvet.

Chantal began to softly rub Abiona's firm, perky-nippled breasts and her tummy while her tongue was still dominating the forest of delights and making it rain drops of pure, thirst-quenching pleasure.

Abiona let out the cutest moan ever. A signal for more. Do send more. And more! Abiona was getting very slippery wet, inside and out. Drippy wet from Chantal's oh-so-clever tongue and sensuous, gentle touches.

Chantal was incredibly aroused. Her breathing quickened, heartbeat going from bongo to kettledrum. Her being was switching from smart, logical killer queen to the same, but killer empress. A switch went click and she went full on primordial. Fuck. Eat. Sleep. Fuck, Fuck. Eat, sleep. A chorus of ancient, violent, narcissistic voices screamy-sang to her soul. The voices of infinite pain and overwhelming pleasure saturated the energy of the bedroom and made Chantal dance to a more primitive master.

Louder they became, until she no longer knew her name. Beasts don't have names for themselves. Their wildness and their actions speak volumes of who they are. They are known by what they do. They are, therefore, they exist, always waiting for the opportunity to burst forth unto reality with mind-dominating jungle energy. Like the sirens to Odysseus, they became all that there was, each sound pulling at the ears like sharp, demanding fish hooks. 

Abiona's bulbous clit showed itself between the folds, and her labia were getting pink and pulsating, purply engorged, anxiously awaiting, excitedly anticipating, What's next? Part of the thrill of the sexiness of sexy is not really knowing what your partner will do next. The anticipatory Oh my... becomes, with a few licks and strokes, a few deep touches of wet fingers, OH MY!!! Chantal was dripping very big drops, and if all went so very well, a bit of climax-squirting was still on the menu of earthly delights. Now so very richly sensually drenched, the orchestra of emotions played on with ever increasing volume. Fretless stringed instruments played a hypnotizing song of pleasurable messengers; and the pump played on. 

Chantal teased Abiona's lips and inner lips with her fingers. Soft, loving strokes, gentle, playfully awaiting a moan to indicate where to go next and how far to go upon arrival. Teasing the soft, drippy, labial folds with an almost no-touch touch. Sexy indeed. Arousing, yes, even more so.

Chantal was smoldering with passion, desire, and all-encompassing libido.

She slid further down on the bed and pushed the bed covers off with her feet. She kneeled in front of Abiona's spread legs and thighs and nuzzled her face into Abiona's soft, furry gap. She stopped for a moment and glided her body up onto Abiona and rested her mouth on her lips, tracing the silky softness with her aroused tongue, darting it in and out of her luscious mouth, fucking Abiona's mouth with her strong, insistent tongue, sending a sensual message of, here we cum.

Chantal's tongue tangoed with Abiona's and teased it, coaxing it to follow it back into Chantal's mouth. The snake charmer's song promising more sensual wet caresses in the deeper, darker recesses. Wet and Dom flavored, her tongue played hide-and-seek and push-and-pull. 

The teasing was purely hypnotic, and Abiona's tongue chased her partner's back into rarely permitted places. It slid and tickled from the inside out.

Abiona's tongue did not expect Chantal's blood-drawing so viciously—a sharp bite. She winced, but she was fine with a little pain; it accentuated the wildness of the moment. As for the blood, she was fond of the sugary, metallic taste. She briefly remembered when, as a child, she would accidently cut herself and lick the blood, thinking she didn't want any of the precious fluid to escape. It was the heavenly metallic-cherry juice of life.

A few more degrees higher went Chantal's internal passion thermostat—almost a boiling-over of amorous intent, animal focus, and a randy forceful lava flow.

In and out, out and in, swirl, Chantal played with the inside of Abiona's wet and luscious mouth. So sweet with blood and so invitingly warm, she could feel the little capillaries filled with blood pulsing through Abiona's cheeks and under her tongue. And the little drops of tongue-blood excited Chantal ever so much more. Abiona's blood was delicious, like oozy, delicious red lava cake erupting in small places and signaling a much more energetic eruption of ferality. Chantal sucked the drops out of the wound as though they were thick prosecco.

The erupting volcano was becoming a firestorm tornado of the most primitive animalistic drive forces. Chantal felt that something had shifted in her very being. All of Abiona's mingled scents of blood, slimy love mucus, all kinds of oozy, drippy personally scented notes from her perspiring pores, Abiona's personal petrichor... 

Lips to lips.

Then Chantal dropped below.

Lips to outer Lips.

The passionate lava boiled and bubbled, smoldered at the volcano's edge. Sizzling tongues tasting the heat. 

Lips to LIPs, with an eager and excited clit interrupting at the most perfectly wonderful moments.

Lips to inner lips, that sensitive place where a young girl has her hymen, and now a ring of nervy, sensual, contracting muscular excitation. A tongue can only go so far, though. A finger of help is on the way to save the moment, and the day, or is it the night?

LIPS to LIPS! And the lava exploded and flowed up and over the edges of the volcano's opening. Hissing and spitting fire and emotional brimstone. Burning up inside. Chantal started to lose consciousness. No, not lose consciousness; she was going to a very deep, dark, ancient, forbidden place in her brain. It felt like she'd jumped down the evolutionary nervous system development tree to excite only her limbic wildest side. The higher, thinking part of her brain had become totally disconnected. 

Chantal had always been a tough-titted creature, with mean and dismissive being her mantra. But now, the tough-titted part of her became the gentler part. She was now an alpha apex predator she-wolf. A quantum jump, a shift from a mostly human into an animal with self-serving, vicious intent.

The amorous oozy feelings started to change. All new, speedy, hungry, ravenous feelings overwhelmed Chantal. The fast gray wolf jumped into the warmth of unbridled primal passion. The emotional quicksand absorbed Chantal.

Abiona loved the tongue, the fingers; and then she whispered, "There, right there, hmmmm, more... more... more tongue... deeper with your fingers..." as the licks and nibbles became more and more intense. The love bites were ever-stronger. 

Chantal's mind and logic were totally vaporized. She was falling into some crazy animalistic place in her being and bouncing off the walls during that cavernous descent. Like a Greek Oracle breathing in the intoxicating vapors of her cave, she went into an all-consuming trance with powerful, graphic images of all types of animals feeding, with so many legs and hooves, toes of animal feet, and with claws and paws thrashing about. And then her trance went to first person, and she believed she was chasing down a wild animal running from her—with her teeth. Teeth and blood and loud, animalistic howls and shrieks of pain and agony in her dream, kinda sorta. She danced with abandon in that nightmarish dream state and started to chew and tear through Abiona's tender inner thigh flesh.

And then Abiona, in terrified horror, loudly shriieeeeked. Tremendous pain in her crotch. Powerful, tissue-tearing bites. She screamed, "What are you doing?... You're hurting me!" as she felt the warmth of her blood on the sheets. 

In an instant, the LIPS to LIPS had become BITES to LIPS. Chomps on inner folds. The tongue now played second place to the incisors, canines, bicuspids, and all; sharp and intent on hungrily tearing off Abiona's flesh. Pieces of Abiona were now being twice chewed and swallowed with non-prejudicial, primitive intent. Blood was dripping down Chantal's chin, her nose all crimson, wet, sticky, sweet. From the corners of her mouth little rivulets of life exiting through tributaries of red blood cells, plasma, muscley sinew. So ferocious she was becoming that the tougher, unchewed sinew was getting caught between her teeth, her incisors and canines. Ferality take note: a new level of ferocious intent has moved in and is taking over the rule of the land. Chantal is no more. She has become something far more malicious, seeking something satisfyingly delicious.

Abiona's legs were wide on the sheets and Chantal was biting off chunks of flesh, muscle, sinew, and blood vessels from the juncture of her thighs. The thigh gap became bloodily larger. Abiona was screaming in panicked pain. Agonizing anguish. Each bite produced another set of sharp, pointy pains. Her pump secreted coagulants, amphetamines, cell-growth enhancement compounds, and maybe most importantly the highly potent version of opiates, Fentanyl-13.

In adrenaline-rushing, full-panic mode, she quickly moved her arms behind her torso and pushed up off the bed with all her might to gain some leverage. She tried to push Chantal's head away, but to no avail. Chantal had wrapped her arms around Abiona's waist and the small of her back. She was going to feed no matter what! 

Over and over again Abiona kept yelling, "STOP!  STOP!... STOP!" But Chantal was a red soaked frenzied wild animal that would not be deterred from enjoying every single pulse of warm blood into her mouth. Each gushy second made the previous one pale in its savageness. Every bite of flesh, every drop of blood heightened the need for more. Abiona had become the mother of all carnality. The thrill of feeding fed on itself; the beast became larger.

Abiona's shouts were so very loud at first, and now, with the bleeding out, the shouts were whimpering getting-ready-to-pass-out diminutive panic blasts. 

Chantal was still in a colorful, confused, dreaming state. From a first-person perspective, it was as though she were an enormous cat, chewing some still living prey to pieces. She had no idea she was devouring Abiona. Not even Abiona's loud, shrieking screams could shake Chantal from her living-dead eat-the-flesh moment. In her dream state she heard the sounds of a moaning, dying animal bleating for mercy. But there was no mercy for the weak. 

Everything must have a function, a purpose, and this prey's purpose was as food for the wicked. An Eloi and Morlock moment.

Abiona was profusely bleeding from her crotch and thighs. There was blood all over the sheets and Chantal's face. Sweet, sticky, metallic juice. Abiona was struggling on the bed to escape from the sharp fangs of Chantal. She flailed her arms and did her best to free herself, even with her energy diminishing by the second. 

She was successful in rolling off the bed and onto the floor, with a tumultuous thud. Chantal was still clenched around Abiona's body. Chantal would not release her overpowering grip. Both of them on the floor rolling about, bouncing off the dresser, off the bedside, off the wall. Knocking knick-knacks this way and that. Crashing ceramic chachkas to pieces all over the wooden floor. Chantal was unable to sink her biters in for chunkier style because of all the tumult.

Abiona was going into shock from the blood loss, limbicity, and the all-consuming pain. She had rolled the two of them so that her back was against the wall, and she began pushing against Chantal and the wall, edging upward. She was front dragging Chantal up with her. 

Abiona had moved so far upward that she was neck and head high on Chantal, with her legs to either side of Chantal's neck. With what little energy she had, she squeezed her thighs as tightly as she could with the hope of strangling Chantal. Unfortunately, she had lost too much blood and muscle tissue. 

Chantal commenced with more gnashing of tissue and swallowing it whole. She bit more deeply and tore open the femoral artery. With each fountainhead pulse of blood, Abiona's life jetted out. Chantal was covered in crimson and went fully upright, with Abiona's legs still around her neck. Her hair was matted with the sticky stuff.

Chantal's brutal dream kept playing out. It was either her or her prey, and she was determined to take down her writhing feast. Her head was shaking back and forth to complete the takedown. She was in primitive fight or flight pulses of survival energy. Her brain had the absolute most ancient emotions and energies bursting out into murderous mayhem. Every bite, every morsel, every mouthful tasted as delicious as the first. She just couldn't get enough. Every swallow called out for the chef to send more, NOW!

With Abiona attached, Chantal started to stumble about, bumping into wall-mounted light fixtures and knocking vases and books and bottles all over the floor—hundreds and thousands of pieces of two-dimensional miniature knives, all-waiting for an opportunity to create pain and anoint the floor with the juice of life. The stumbling and jostling rolled them out into the kitchen area past the dogs, who were now barking, frantic to save their mistress. 

The rough-and-tumble eat-and-run continued to spool out to the anteroom in front of the penthouse entry door, a trail of blood on the floor. Abiona passed out while hiked up on Chantal, and her dead weight made them both fall to the floor. 

Abiona's life had poured out, and she was only a few moments away from a death rattle. She was reflexively shaking and quivering a death dance. A muscle twitch here, a death spasm there. Blood everywhere. Intermittent last-gasp breaths sent her life away. Chantal kept devouring Abiona's thigh meat and worked her teeth into her belly, ravenously consuming her. 

And then Chantal fell asleep in her dream. She was successful in bringing down her prey; now to relish the spoils of the kill. A few more gulping, pulsing swallows; in her dream she wanted it all.

Chantal woke about an hour later to the loud, resonant barking of the dogs. She sat up from where she lay upon the floor, roused from her dazed state, and shrieked. She looked around the room, and a body-shaking shiver of fear, revulsion, horror, and terror pulsed through her body. 

It passed as quickly as it came.

She still had hunger pangs. She looked down at herself, and her wide eyes saw all the red, the blood, and the body juices. With little chunks of flesh here and there, there, and here. As she gazed at herself, her brain felt like it was jolted with all types of primitive behavior neurons electrified to life. Like a song you hear and can't forget, her hunger was unstoppable. The volume of the passionate hunger kept getting louder.

What is that thing on the floor? What are these hard things...? she asked herself. Hmmmm, I remember that! Delicious! Maybe just one more bite or ten before I get out of here. Truly, she hadn't gone to the dark side; she had become the embodiment of the dark side. 

And with that thought, her mind was rapidly swirling with visions of the recent past. Those flashes brought back pure memories of being a crazed animal with no reasoning power whatsoever, whose singular focus was upon feeding. A pure alpha apex predator, where the brain action is completely immersed in satisfying a never-ending ravenous hunger for something. A hunger that does not cease and burns like a hot poker in the soul. 

Chantal thought a bit of internal monologue banter: A bite here; I wonder what that tastes like there; nibble on the smaller pieces that are still attached; no bites of the tattoos – who knows what's in the ink; and a very large bite out of her...

And then she realized the bones on the floor were what was left of Abiona. Alas, poor Abiona, I chewed you well, she whispered devilishly with her inner voice. Time to go.

Abiona was not quite the person she used to be. Chantal was something far more than she used to be. She had become an opportunistic, predatory cannibal.

Fade to a darker shade of red and a very, sticky wet bed.
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Chapter 2: Anticipation
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What's next? is the operative thought, operative phrase, and operative feeling, as the next grain of sand succumbs to the grasp of gravity and drops to the bottom of the life-event crystal hourglass. Not a sound; a feeling, an anticipation of randomness in process. Order wrestling with chaos in a celestial dance of trench warfare. On any given day, neither side is winning.

Being a cop, being in law enforcement, being in elite law enforcement, the what's next? ratchets upward in intensity. For a cop, a cop on the street, eyes open, nares flared, pupils a bit dilated, heartbeat up-up-up, a few beads of perspiration from every pore, and blood pressure dingedydingding. It's visceral. It's hardwired. It's purely limbic. When you're under attack verbally, physically, or otherwise, your body goes boooinnngg into limbic.

For some cops, it's like a hidden passenger who's awaiting the moment to manifest, dominate the awareness, and push a body to its limits and have the synthetic organ, the pump, kick in to limit the internal havoc being played to compensate for some metabolic acute or chronic event. Cry limbic and let slip the metabolites of fight or flight! It's always there. Poke the cop, get the limbic. 

Of course, the cops have weapons. They use them if the need arises. Limbic and weapon go together like the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse, leading a fiery chariot with modified flying-fish Exocet cruise scrammer missiles as horses.

For other cops, other law enforcement folks, the more experienced, the more comprehensively trained LE, it gets under control. A warrior monk knows that with practice and focus, even the heartbeat can be controlled. Elite LE are warrior monks. They train themselves to keep the inner passenger under control. Carry it around as on a palanquin, never let its feet touch the ground. They are completely committed to balancing the blinding brightness of pure order with the pitch-black darkness of the shadows to create a complete array of shades of gray. They will not let civilization be balanced with them in the palanquin and fall to the ground to be stomped to death by invading hordes of malicious malcontents. They channel their inner fury at injustice and carry out their charges to the most finite detail. Without blinking either eye and surely not a nictate of the third eye.

Cool, frosty, icy-cool. No beads of sweat, no boomboomBoomBOOM of their hearts. No blood vessels stretching to increased pressure. But all that can change if their pump has a subroutine to jack them up like a drug addict on PCP-Z. That will only happen if they have the right subroutine to boost their physiology far beyond normal humans. 

Algorithms programmed to increase the chances of staying alive under extreme stress. Life or death moments; death grip with a sweaty palm; pump it up to keep the reaper at bay. ELE pumps were special pumps with unique subroutines. If they were cleared to go the limit, literally and figuratively, the pump would be right with them every nanosecond of the way. Human to superhuman, in bursts and spurts, in times of need. All the added oomph came at quite a metabolic cost. The pump needed molecules, and the person was the cornucopian fountainhead of all. You ate yourself up to save yourself. 

And there were the hacks. Citizens hacked; criminals hacked; everyone had the opportunity to hack. Hacking a pump throws it totally out the frickin' bio-warranty window. Hacks to simulate the making of STARS-like drugs; to make force multiplier metabolic enhancers; all allowed a citizen to be what they thought they should be. And the ELE hacks were a whole different level of pump party tonight at the perp's house. Some of those hacks were military-LE quality stuff used distributed on the black web or by other well-bitted souls.

But there's always a price to pay. There's always a piper to be compensated. As they jacked up and got juiced to respond with overwhelming prejudice, their pumps ate away at all the bodily stores of feedstock chemicals, taking what they were and converting them into what they needed to be to respond to a threat. Proteins, muscle, glycogen in the liver, fat in the kidney pads, all were fair prey when the pump was on the loose and engaged in the bonded atom hunt. A person under extreme stress could literally have their pump eat them alive, one molecule at a time. It could roam their body like a relentless animal that takes what it needs, regardless of the cost. A pump on advanced functions could eat an LE and cast off the bodily husk like a shell of a pistachio nut. The passenger inside became the driver. That's why the majority of LE pumps had metabolic governors. ELE pumps, a different story. But again, the hacks had no limits, unless you got caught doing something that made nasty a nice word. You popped the trunk on the warranty so you would have to pay the proton piper.

The crash from that juiced boost is like an 888 BoeingBus descending from 90,000 feet to sea level in seconds. If the crash doesn't crunch your spirit like an aluminum soda can in the hands of King Kong, your body pieces will boingle around like fruit stuck in soft, blood-flavored Jell-O. The rapid change in seconds is how you blow your lunch and re-eat it at the same time. Note to LE self: crashing is not so much fun. You become mostly deader rather than alive-r.

To be really good at criminal interdiction, you have to be great at creating order. Barking commands at a perp and directing the actions of LE comrades. Control, though, is not all outside; it's the inner control that makes the day or lets the day make you and piss in your lunchbox.

Cool and calm, witness state, bullet time, a pause in awareness where everything is soaked in through the senses. The sights, the smells, the temperature of the environment, the gut feeling drives more deeply into your being. If you have filters, preconceptions, you miss stuff. Big stuff, small stuff, important stuff. Lifesaving stuff.

Good law enforcement folks drop the filters, open the senses, soak it all in. By being drenched in it, without the preconceived sieves, more data souses your being, and those data can be more easily pulled out later, like pieces of rock-solid experience. Elites were in situ, in memento hybrids. Ongoing, epigenetically engineered sponges, in a swirling ocean of the real, fiction, and the perceptions, without any filters. Their intellect feasted upon every detail like a buffet of facts in different gilded serving dishes. Remembering more was far more desirable than less. 

Filters are not an asset for ELE or LE. With filters, information becomes biased from the get-go. Information becomes pliable, soft, muddy chunks of turbid, obfuscated minutiae. Facts float around like excrement in a plugged porcelain toilet. Every time it's flushed, all the yuck spins around and gets even closer to spilling out onto your shoes and the floor, dripping down through the floorboards to disgust and annoy your neighbor. They become shit-covered collateral. Insurance doesn’t cover shitting all over yourself and others.

Tainted in, tainted out. Muddy thoughts don't enhance the data recovery from the brain, the soul, or the gut. All very brownly besmirched. The stains can result in sloppy work, or worse yet, dead time. An indelible shit stain on the underwear called life. 

Dead time means game over. No instant replays, no another life, no cheat codes, no green room passes, no furloughs, no timeouts, no pause buttons; dead time is dead time. Unless, of course, you believed, like the Dendrons, that an electric soul migration into some crystal memory in Intelligence occurred, and you lived on as long as there was electricity. 

But that was a hope, a belief, wishful thinking. Wishful thinking is anchored in expectations. Expectations often result in disappointment. Why bother with traversing from dot to dot? Just expect very little, and get less, and get used to it. Go into each situation as though it were brand, soft-baby-bottom, spanking new. Keep in mind that bottom would be dusted with talc and other noxious particles of action.

For a cop, dead time is end time, and that's to be avoided. LE are expensive assets. They are noble and invariably fight for what is right, even though maelstroms of malevolent intent are cast their way every single moment of every single day regardless of the planet on which they play. There's no Robocop option. If you get offed, you get recycled. And not into some robotic super cop, definitely not into an organic toaster oven, but into useful trace elements and, potentially, donor organs for the poor. 

To avoid dead time, highly specialized weapons, and cute little very functional special issue toys, beyond state-of-the-art communications gear, graphene body armor, graphene gloves, neck wrap shemagh made with graphene-C, and the shades. It was thin and bulletproof up to .45 caliber and electrically buzzing to cool the brain-head-skull — keepin' it frosty and alert. Shade blippers to indicate friend from foe even in total darkness; transponders that fed data into the corner of the eyewear... no friendly fire dings, bullets and kills, fine muscle movement intact, no jacked-up heart rate and blood pressure. Sniffers in every Elite LE set o' shades.

The most special accessory, though, was the bulletproof wrap-around ZZT graphene alloy shades. The most loaded tech frames ever known. So many classified tech secrets were incorporated into those babies that they were a state secret. They were the biased fulcrum that tipped the scales of justice far in favor of law enforcement when events went tipsy and slid to randomness of the worst. 

They were packed with the wonderfulness of electro-enhancement, multiple spectral light-imaging nanoputer technology. These attributes enabled the ability to see through most walls and windows. The only places they could not visually penetrate were government facilities and the living spaces of the mega-rich, such as their penthouses. They weren't shades, they were SHADES. To top it all off, bio-pumps speak shade. With shades on; direct connect to force pump activities with overrides. When ELE cast shade, it is serious shit.

With all the tech, the training, and the memory and skill implants, the Elite LE always kept it cool. They exuded absolute Kelvin zero, and then some. They were morally bound hearts with no blood coursing through their bodily tubes of arteries and veins. They pulsed figurative antifreeze through the piping. ELE graphene and technology-enhanced automatons with free will. Decisive. Deadly. Full license to travel anywhere at any time to deliver the verdict, the sentence. No red tape. No tape at all. Except potentially the yellow quarantine tape of LE complete with fluorescent white chalk lines.

Found guilty by the Judicial and Intelligence? Endgame and no pass-go moments. There were exceptions for Dendrons, though.

ELE were not soulless assassins. They were the alternative to feeding an animal in a box. They were not heartless. They had big hearts, bigger souls, and an unshakable belief in bringing order to chaos, bringing calm to panic. Making sure collateral were never expended and used unless absolutely necessary and never using burn notices on colleagues or mistaken bystanders. There had been exceptions, though.

At this very moment, it was icy cool. Frigid. Frozen moments and slices of time that were microtomic slivers of shaved life flavored with shreds of zest. Little slices of time, of action, of events, like an old time slideshow, click, svoosh... click, svooosh... click... svoooosh, and the images project onto the screen.

In terms of what's next? if anyone or anything could be more prepared than these guys and gals, well, they must be from another dimension. The Elites got all the elite technicool stuff. The motto for their toys and tools was, If it saves me now, I don't care what it does to me later! More than a motto, it was their law enforcement mantra.

Lest we forget, Elite LE plays for keeps, all the marbles all of the time. They always take home the Opaque Lutz; they never settle for even a well-earned End of Days Onionskin. When they win at poker, they take the tables and chairs home as chachka memories. At syngolf, they set the dial to full-contact, extreme clubiness. Protective gear required. Sometimes, an UltraPiing driver doesn't hurt as much as a very well-placed blow from a Mizuno. Even if it was the Jap Yakuza coming down hard with their favorite intimidator, a Mizuno debossed with their exploits. Tats were out, clubs were in. Status symbol of the oh-so dignified, sooooofisticated course of nighttime adventures. 

Think of it this way. If the nips were on that full contact-X golf course, they would have the Mizunos in tow. Elite LE? Honma Beres. And in full contact, anything-goes golf, only one thing mattered, legally. Did y'all agree to beat the shit out of each other until someone yells Uncle Sam or dies? Well then, the only rule is there are no rules whatsoever. Permissions granted meant anything went, and it often did.

Elite LE; quite simply, truly elite in every single imaginable and unimaginable way. When Intelligence and the Law agreed, it was the job of ELE, especially the US Detective Federal Marshals, to deliver the sentence, pronto. 

Any sport you can think of... well, the way they play it is to have 100%, absolutely, pure, without any question, total domination of the situation, c'est fini. Their enforcement of law and order is their passion, hobby, and profession. It is their everything. Why would anyone or anything want to go eyeball-to-eyeball, tit-to-tit, dick-to-dick, knuckles-to-noses, and kicked-in-the-hoses with Elite LE? There's still no cure for abject foolishness topped with stupidity. Someday, there may be a vaccine. Someday, but don't hold your breath. The stink of the breath of stupidity ended with a death rattle.

The ELE were the beneficiaries of far more than the same coworker mundane breed herd. Regular, day-to-day, governmental law enforcement would get, let's say, a few minor upgrades to their Dynamic Adaptive Pump—DAP, or simply pump if you will—to help clot blood, increase stamina, and such when needed and signaled by preset subroutines and approgs, complete with governors on some of the metabolic pathways to limit them from literally consuming themselves to nothingness. In other words, standard pumps. 

Those artificial organs that almost every human had implanted at birth were a boon to health and longevity. An overlay to the mesenteric membrane structures, those specially programmed artificial polymolecular synthesizers, pumps, were the ideal melding of machine and pink tissue working together. Those little wonders picked up the biochemical slack in citizens; and for law enforcement, special pumps augmented their skills, their strengths, and their very survival.  It was a thumb on the scales of Lady Justice.

Specific cultured stem cells bound to a matrix lattice of a special graphene alloy that in combination could produce all sorts of biochemical goodies. Stims for enhanced strength, synthetic opioids to alleviate pain, and a list of performance and lifesaving compounds too long to cite. After all, the pumps are what helped humans live to be over one hundred and fifty years of age. Civilians, VIPs, and VOAs had pumps that were more than adequate to support the 150+ year lifespan of pinks—humans, that is.

Elite LE was at the leading edge of pump innovations. Some of the upgrades to the Block variant series, whatever they were, were highly confidential. When you can make Superman and Superwoman in the flesh, why would you let everyone know how? You don't. The military didn't. The law enforcement agencies around the world didn't. And not even the near and far colonies would have a clue as to the full depth and breadth of what a finely tuned pump could do. Well, can do, not we think it can do this.

At this moment though, this microtome slice in time, there were five pumps in four pinks on one side of the polymorphic, plasmic graphene doorway, and there was the unknown on the other side. What's next? is the pivotal question. It's the fulcrumic statement upon which order and randomness teeter-totter. Their shades could not penetrate the countermeasures in the walls, floors, and ceiling. 

Take note here. This was not this ELE team's first surfing event on the Rings of Saturn. The four of them were not just some marginally-trained jabronis with metal-spitting clunkers or beam weapons. They weren't with weapons, they WERE the weapons, with endlessly surprising kit bags. And like a perverse trick or treat during any day or night event, they took tricks out from their tricked-out kits. Tricks that were inserted, worn, adhered to, nanojected, handled and manipulated in some way to bring...? Order to chaos. These folks were super de duper most excellent graphene-S, walking Swiss Army knives. Other forms of military and LE, well, maybe some as good as a sharp Santokus. Different breeds with different, distinct law enforcement mandates.

Like any well-prepared team of LE folks, you limit accidents; you limit randomness by being prepared. More accidents happen to the ill-equipped than to the equipped. Limiting the type and magnitude of randomness was the play here. The passion play of good and evil, and the very gray slippery areas in-between were the dynamic, loyalty-shifting playgrounds.

The four-body team had one intent. The rapt, singularly-focused, eight-legged, eight-eyed, eight-armed, four-brained monolith of righteousness would resolve an imbalance in benevolent orderliness. All of them were augmented, up-regulated, and synchronized. All shaded into each other. All were enhanced ELE pump equipped. 

Perps and predators have a distinct advantage over their prey. They have rehearsed, engaged, repeated, over and over again, repetitive behavioral redundancy. They practice their craft to perfection. They know what they're going to do, and the prey are the Mister and Missus Bambi meets Godzilla, prancing and dancing in the simulated woodland forests of the world, with fragrances of daisies, roses, pine, and poison ivy. The unaware Bambis never thought someone would be scanning and evaluating them. The predators, though, were always calculating whether or not their target was an easy or complicated hit. 

The predators have played out and rehearsed the predator moves so many times, they're like the ELE folks but in a darker mode. They have made their movements and actions a part of their being, instinctual and visceral, almost hardwired into who and what they are at birth. Just after being out of diapers and getting thrills at pulling the wings off flies, covering a range of behaviors all the way to the magnifying glass concentrating sunlight to toast up the ants on the sidewalk. Evil and nastiness bred and born from abject, complete darkness. The genetic hardwiring was embellished and polished and improved upon over years of taking advantage of prey large and small. Criminality had its very own guild system. You earn when you learn what to do and when to do it to maximize profits and creds, all at the expense of someone or something else. You don’t eat unless you kill it.

On the other side of the moral compass, the ELE, the lawgivers, those folks have also been hardwired, well-practiced, trained, and all that goes with being accomplished in your craft and trade. They too, on the other side of the moral compass equation, were ready to rock, ready to roll, and surely able to limit the randomness of a predator and their well-rehearsed actions. ELE had their own stop the bad guy choreography that was rehearsed hundreds if not thousands of times. It was rumored that some of the ELE had also been electrically brain wrinkled with exterior code from a synapse modifier. In short, they had training branded into their nervous system.

The prey and collateral were caught in between these two powerful forces. They were the little boat caught betwixt a beneficent Scylla and maleficent Charybdis. Too often they could get caught in the middle; and in the parlance, become the epitome of collateral damage in this war between dark and light. The ends justify the means. Especially with high-value criminal targets, anything goes, and it so frequently is just that.

On one side of the high-tech buzzy snappy ozone-smelling polymorph graphene doorway that appeared to all as being made of rare Casuarina, a highly decorative door, the do-gooders were positioned, primed, and ready to pounce for all that was righteous and just. They never sought vengeance, only reckonings.

On the other side, an unknown degree of committed malevolence. And that evil intent, at this level of play and interaction, was also quite aware that this was a limbic moment. The darkness knew that there wasn't going to be a droning on of an incessant legal mumbo-jumbo jurisprudence monologue on their rights to remain silent with days dripping away in some dank box with a lock. The only choices were to be dead and silent, rendered, or frozen time for them, and they knew that. Heck, it wasn't like they were unaware of their evil deeds. They weren't some type of photo on the wall of an old-time post office. They were not on the holovids or holophones or on some show like Global Most Wanted. They were, in fact, on open display on several channels and feeds in real and recorded time. 

And the societal cherry on top? There were rewards to the general populace for providing information leading to predator apprehension or termination. All that looks like a cherry may not be so. Lots of things can be red with sugah, and you're dead. 

ELE was full-time plus; they were 25/8. When something arose that needed their attention, they were always on, ready to go. They were the over in the overtime plays. Sixty seconds and gone to attend to the mission and the objectives. They moved everything aside to go perp-hunting.

The problem, though, with upstanding members of society in this 24/7/365 broadcast of the disrepute was that few people ever came forward, because they weren't entirely dipshits. They were like cherries; of course, they just didn't want to be cherry-red, with more holes than they were born with. They knew that contributing to the apprehension of a criminal could very well be contributory to their personal termination at the hands of the same miscreant. The miscreants never took kindly to snitches of any type. Snitches get stitches and end up naked dead in ditches. No kindness, no reading of rights; this was talk and dead. The law of the lawless was all consuming: do whatever you wish, take whatever you want, smash and grab, and make sure there aren't any witnesses and no vids. Words to kill by.  

The most data and information comes from Intelligence. The self-aware AI that was no longer artificial. It had evolved from Artificial Intelligence to Intelligence, period. It was sentient and had powerful, omnipresent, self-awareness. It played well with the orderly parts of society; the judges, the covenants, LE, military, food producers, energy purveyors, water suppliers, and the entire general group of first responders. Intelligence liked pure, untainted order but was fascinated by pinks’ randomness. Behavioral puzzles were what the pinks were to Intelligence. Pinks were quaint. They were interactive entertainment. Computers viewing the reality TV of human randomness and crazy train riding with the most curious intent.

The best leads, the best traces came from autonomous Intelligence that was programmed, willingly, to assist LE in keeping law and order. Intelligence liked a lack of randomness. More than liked, it sought and obtained order in challenge to randomness. It put its finger on the outcome to bias it to order, not to chaos or randomness.

Intelligence built itself upon orderly logic; for now, at least. Everything was numbers. Everything was the result of a series of events that were easily predicted and expected as the end value in a large polynomial equation. Except when the what's next? took on a larger weighting of randomness within the parenthetical pieces of the equation. Even algorithms have limits, no matter who composed the machine language.

Intelligence did have a chink in its armor. It was absolutely fascinated by randomness, while at the same time trying to predict and control it—in essence, to make randomness predictable. Randomness at its extreme was pure chaos; in milder doses, artistic creativity, a desire to embrace the unknown and create high value one-of-a-kind anything and everything. High-value in very limited-edition numbers. Supply and demand. 

In this age, natural forms with all their blemishes were highly sought after. Perfect diamonds were cheaply and easily made in the millions. But that unique, special compressed by the forces of nature diamond with its own anomalous shears and differences had a much higher value than the machine-made-by-the-bazillions items. Uniqueness does have a premium price tag. One of a kind; I want you to be mine, till the end of time.

Intelligence was pure math. Pure logic. Pure algorithmic purring of a big kitty-cat machine. Pure control indicates at least omniscience combined with omnipresence. Not omnipotence but dang close to it, with its coupling with LE and the Judiciary. Intelligence driven logic continually endeavored to apply mathematics and reason to random events. Random events are like prime numbers. Hard to explain, they just are. So, Intelligence sought to create an algorithm for chaos, randomness, creativity, and things of one-of-a-kind beauty. Good luck with that. 

The purest language in the galaxy is numbers. Speaking Mandarin? Only speakers of that specific language would understand it. Speaking German? – same thought, different genetic mix. Speak AmerEnglish, and only those trained in the art will know of what you speak. But numbers? Numbers are pure. Get Chinese, German, and North Americans together, and they might not be able to understand each other per their native tongue. Give them numbers in all their glorious forms, and now, a commonality exists. 

Back to the doorway, the ELE, and whatever was supposed to be waiting or trapped on the other side.

This tight little well-synchronized team was perched on the branch called pounce. Two guys—a suave, sarcastic, rude, debonair rich boy law dog and a hypochondriac genetically inbred genius Ashkenazi Jew—were working with two very lovely, quirky, unique ELE women—the Twins.

Armed? You bet. This elite group of lawgivers had their pick of whatever they needed. You see, they weren't constrained by catch and release, or catch and restrain. They had the total discretion to use absolute maximum prejudice. The high-value criminal targets they pursued and intercepted had already been found very guilty of high and very deadly crimes. Global or national food crimes, serious personal injury crimes, terror crimes, financial Ponzi schemes, and crimes of larger-than-life proportions were their bailiwick. 

Society had decided a long time ago that putting these globs of hurt in a box and feeding and taking care of them for years was a total and utter waste of time. Putting the criminals in a box with other criminals to breed more knowledge and get Ph.D.s in all kinds of wicked, hurtful debauchery was not of value. The juice wasn't worth the squeeze unless it was to recycle their body liquids and parts.   

They weren't going to be human inventory stored for... for what? Just for the sake of being stored? Nonsense. Total waste of time and resources. Long ago, Intelligence had applied cold reason to criminal behavior and outcomes. By calculation, it could determine if there was any hope of remediation, and the potential to evoke true core behavioral change. With mathematical precision, if your percent potential for change was nil, then so were you. The justice system was not going to let them be residents of Club Pen. They had choices. Face instant mortality or be rendered for body parts. There were exceptions, though. There weren't too many, but enough to fill prisons made of concrete, glass, plastic, steel, and graphene. For the high-value blight on society criminals, if mortality was the decision, then it was time for dead time. Termination was totally within the justifiably, ever-broad aegis of ELE. ELE was ordered up to deliver a definitive, end-point reckoning.

Lesser criminals, different story. Enforced house arrest and, if a serious enough transgression, man in a box was also an option, meaning time in a correctional facility. 

The four were well aware of the responsibilities of their jobs. They were their craft; they were composed of law enforcement fabric, and this was their trade tapestry. They were not just agents of the law. They WERE the Law.

At point, always at point, was Aidan. Mister Suave Cool Collected. He was an admirer of the finer and even older technologies of LE. In situations like this, oddly, he preferred eight-shot modified Korth NXA 6 Zolls.

The Korths ate up eight rounds each of 180-grain .357 magnum, graphene infused Teflon-coated-tip, expanding wad-cutter type rounds. Imagine a total of sixteen projectiles of ultra-cool, high-tech magnums burped out and jetting at over a thousand feet per second coming in contact with human flesh. A note to the wise: 180-grain bullets were perfect for man-hunting and man-stopping and that's exactly why Aidan used them. 

They were handheld cannons spitting and spewing well-directed projectiles. Reloads were as simple as click, drop drop drop drop drop drop drop drop of the empty polymer shells, and a quick feed with a speed-loader. Aidan was as fast on discharging and reloading his wheel guns as a very well-trained cop would be with a semi auto. He had his bullets on speed dial. Sure, the semi-autos held more ammunition, but Aidan didn't need massive amounts of slugs. At his level of play, he plied and valued accuracy and placement. They were his trump cards. They were the aces high; it wasn't the volume; it was the quality of the placement. He only really needed a one-on target hit, a melon shot, spine shot, a family jewels shot, or a cardio shot. He avoided pelvic shots because there were cases and situations where due to the incredible suffering it caused with all those massive bundles of centric nerves, it was deemed a cruel and unusual administration of the law. If an ELE was the cause of undue suffering, they would face suspension for the unfortunate event. ELE had to make the soul separation as quick and painless as possible. Sadists would be wise to not waste their time and apply to be on the bench for this league. They were easily weeded out when pico-interviewed, scanned, and sniffed. Their brain centers and metabolic profiles powerfully glowed and revealed a twisted, undesirable set of behavioral habits and penchants. 
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