
1 
Demarcus 

I settle in to my cushion, sitting upright legs crossed right leg over left. My spine lengthens, chin tucks 

slightly. In-out, I take several deep breaths. Feeling into my body I notice tension along my thighs, my 

calves, my feet. Releasing I let the tension dissolve and my awareness moves upwards. Belly soft, chest 

relaxing, arms loose and hands gently cupped in my lap. My jaw is tight, I let it go. Feel my cheeks 

melting away from my face, my scalp soft, my brain… lets go. 

And then it begins a tingle in my balls spreading into my groin and sacrum. It grows in intensity, like blue 

electricity, sexual lightening generated from the cosmically creative source. I enhance it with my mind; 

add to it and then gently – ever so gently – I allow it to move up into my belly. The blue electricity 

continues in my groin and now it’s moving, pulsating, traveling upwards to join another quality of energy 

arising deep in my belly. This time it’s vast, orange and warm like an internal sun. It fills my entire 

abdomen and beyond. Vast and solid it’s spiraling within me and I allow it to be, to move. I participate 

with the flow of movement within, seeing and feeling with inner senses and my mind is increasingly 

quiet… there is just this inner galaxy unfolding, arising. And then, with a small decisive internal switch I 

allow it to move upwards and another layer is activated. My heart unfolds within my thorax like a 

phoenix spreading its wings for flight. It’s red this time and I feel my ribcage, my chest dissolve in an 

infinite experience of love and joy. The lower centers are sparking and pulsing and there is a flow 

upwards into ever more vastness. How can one infinite arising be more than another? The thought plays 

through my experience and then is gone, released to a source delivering answers deeper than my logical 

mind has the capacity to receive.  

I am melting from within and the flow of energy is becoming all there is. My sense of body is vanishing 

and I allow it to move further upwards and my throat explodes in a musical note that can never be 

heard. Upwards again and my mouth, ears, nose dissolve into brilliant white points of energetic impulse. 

They are sensory instruments far beyond the mere physical and they hold the integrity of my body, a 

different body that is loosening its tethers. Upwards and my third eye opens and I see, not the world of 

form, but a world of vibrations, color beyond color, movement more than movement. Up again and I 

feel it opening, the top of my being and I am released yet I am also still here. A moment of deep purple 

washes me, becomes me, becomes all. 

And then I really open my eyes, massive eyes, and I am above the Earth looking down at this entire 

planet. Only there are no eyes, I have no form and yet I am. I turn, or somehow my orientation shifts 

and I am looking out into the dark expanse of space littered with sparkling pinpricks of light. It’s all 

moving, ceaselessly, endlessly dancing and I am within it, of it. Then I move. One moment I am looking 

towards the center of the galaxy, the next moment I am there. It is instantaneous yet an entire lifespan 

passes. Stars live and die. 

I feel their presence and then a surge of embrace, acceptance, and love fills my very being, becomes my 

being. I am welcomed, I am home, a home, my galactic home. We are speaking, communicating yet 

there are no words. This is not a formal meeting and there is no information to be conveyed. This is 

about the exaltation of kindred spirits and we play. We dance and dive, chase and hide. Entire solar 



systems are our playground and although we have no form there is… something. We are and we can feel 

it.  

When will your race join us and we can meet physically? 

The thought drifts into me as if it was my own and yet it’s not. 

Soon, the collective is still evolving. I reply and the thought floats out of me as ephemeral as the clouds 

of space dust I observe moving towards gravity, any gravity. 

A buzz jolts me. My being is buzzing. 

I have to go. I drift the thought outwards and then I am returning. Faster, infinitely faster than the speed 

of light and with a woosh of sound that is not there I am in my body again. 

I open my eyes, my physical eyes. 

Kalindra is lying in front of the window, naked. The sunlight is sparkling over her dark skin and she is 

facing the window. I admire the curves of her smooth, hairless legs. From her heels it glides along the 

bump of her calves dipping into her knee and rising out again into a thigh gently thickening into her 

buttocks. Her ass is amazing and my gaze lingers here and the tingles once again return to my groin. 

They are different this time, they stir me and I notice my heart beating slightly harder in my chest. 

While keeping my gaze on her, I allow my attention to drift into the buzzing. It’s my phone and there is 

only one reason why it would be calling me out of my meditation. I press my right thumb to my index 

finger, accepting the call. 

Yes I say. 

Kalindra peers back over her shoulder at me. I smile at her and raise a finger to my ear indicating I am on 

a call.  

I am nodding my head, even though Grant can’t see me. 

Ok I’ll get on it I reply and press my thumb and index finger together again to end the call. 

 

Scene 

Demarcus is sitting upright and cross legged on a colored, round cushion. He is naked from the waist up. 

The lower half of his body is clothed in a loose, black pair of pants that is embroidered in silver tribal 

type patterns from the left knee down and around the right hip. His back is to the wall with the upper 

half of that wall being a window. He is not resting against the wall. A smile is on his mouth, he is looking 

directly forward and his brow is slightly furrowed. The round cushion sits atop a larger, square, flat red 

cushion. This is on top of a Japanese-style tatami mat on a slightly raised platform.  

The room is octagonal and holds a variety of different levels. The top halves of the vertical section of 

walls are windows so that the entire octagon has an unbroken window strip running around the top half. 

The roof angles up to meet in a high ceiling that ends in a skylight. Several branches and green leaves 

can be seen waving gently above the skylight. 

In the center is a section, also octagonal, which is the lowest point of the room. A dark maroon couch 

runs along the edge of the entire span of this sunken octagon, broken in two points directly opposite of 

one another where three steps lead into and out of this sunken section of the building. The floor is also 

tatami here. 

Surrounding the entire sunken area is all the same level, which is a middle level. The floors are wooden. 



To the right of where Demarcus is sitting is a bare area that leads to an exit covered by a cloth hanging. 

The hanging is intricately patterned with the predominant color green.  

To his left is a kitchen. A bowl of tropical fruit and a vase with bright flowers sit on an otherwise spotless 

bench. 

Directly opposite Demarcus is the only section of wall that is entirely window. The window is covered 

not by glass, rather there is super-fine, barely visible mosquito netting. A light, slightly cool breeze blows 

through the window.  

Reclined on the floor in front of this opening is Kalindra. She is completely naked and is lying on her right 

side with her head propped up with her right hand. Her body is lean and a milk chocolate brown color. 

Her skin is hairless except for a triangular patch of short, black pubic hair above her sex. Her hair is 

untied and long black hair hangs behind her in a pool on the floor. The sun is shining on her and the light 

sheen of sweat on her skin causes a small reflection. 

Behind her, out the window, is a dense layer of green foliage. A small bird is perched on a branch near 

the window and feeding from a flower. 

 

Demarcus: It’s the IAM. I have to go. 

The bird flies away from the branch at the sound of Demarcus’ voice. 

Kalindra: Mmm. I thought so. How soon do you have to leave? 

She blinks her eyes three times in rapid succession and a small smile curves her mouth upwards at the 

corners. 

Demarcus: Hang on, I’ll check. 

Demarcus’ eyes become slightly cross-eyes and peer downward. The fingers of his right hand twitch.  

32 seconds pass. 

Demarcus looks up again at Kalindra. 

Demarcus: I’ll take the hydrofoil from Manila to Hong Kong and the midnight train to LA and then on to 

New York. 

They both glance at an analogue clock hanging in the kitchen. The clock is being held in the claw of a 

silver metallic sculptured dragon and is a yin-yang symbol. The time on the clock is 3.48pm 

Kalindra: Do you need to pack much? 

Demarcus: No, it’s all ready.  

Kalindra: So… about an hour then? 

Kalindra smiles again and stretches her body out. A faint red blush appears on her chest and neck. 

Demarcus also smiles. 

Demarcus: Yeah an hour. Wait a second I’ll make the bookings and then call Yuli to ready the seaplane. 

Kalindra nods. 

Demarcus’ eyes become unfocused again and then he presses his right thumb to right ring finger. 

A minute passes and then Demarcus’ hands moving again this time right thumb is pressed to right index 

finger. Several seconds pass. 

Demarcus: Yeah Yuli. I gotta go to Manila. 

A pause. 

Demarcus: That’s right 8.30 Hyrdofoil to Hong Kong.  



A pause. 

Demarcus: Yeah, 5.30 ok? 

A pause. 

Demarcus: Alright. See you there. 

Demarcus looks up and at Kalindra who has turned away to look out the window. She turns her head 

back to look at him. She is lying on her back. 

Demarcus rises from the cushion without using his hands and begins walking towards Kalindra. 

Demarcus is white skinned with a light tan. He is six foot tall and slender yet muscular. All his muscles 

are clearly defined. His upper torso is wide yet comparably not as deep, and tapers down to a small 

waist. Loose black pants conceal his legs and hang slightly above his feet. His face is mostly oval with a 

slight triangular finish to the jaw. Shoulder length hair is tied up in a ponytail behind him.  

 

Kalindra 

I love the way he moves, it’s so smooth like a leopard. I am going to miss him, who knows how long he 

will be gone this time?  Oh I want him, right now… just get here already will you Mr! Why is he walking 

so slowly? 

I can feel my heart beating in my chest and tingles running down my thighs. I have an urge to run my 

hands along my body, but I don’t. I’m waiting for him to do it. I’m looking at his body and admiring the 

ripples of his abdomen and the round cannonballs of his shoulders. He is smiling; it looks a little bit like a 

smirk. I think he knows how much I want him. My stomach flutters and I feel annoyed for the briefest 

second at his smugness. I also feel hot between my legs and I can feel my juices beginning to flow. My 

mouth is dry and I want to kiss him already. 

 

Scene 

Demarcus vaults out of the inner section of the building to land quietly like a cat on his feet on the 

wooden floor next to Kalindra. She is lying on her back looking up at him, her legs and her mouth are 

slightly parted and there is the slightest glistening of moisture in her pubic hair that is reflected by the 

sun. Demarcus steps over Kalindra’s hips and squats down, balls of foot until his butt touches his heels. 

He then lowers his knees which contact the wood floor without a sound. He is resting on his heels and 

the seat of his pants is touching Kalindra’s stomach. His knees are by her ribs. He leans forward placing 

his hands by either side of her head and kisses her mouth. 

 

 

Kalindra 

I feel a small moan leave my mouth as his lips touch mine and sparks of electricity run through my body. 

I want to arch my back and press my body to have more contact with him but I resist the urge. I am 

enjoying the agony of desire filling me and that the only point of contact is our lips. I notice my arms rise 

up to embrace him and pull him closer to me and instead I stall them placing them down on the wood 



floor. I feel the smooth texture in my hands as I try to grip and there is nothing to hold. My legs feel the 

same urge to move and I stall them too. I focus on our mouths together. His lips are moving on mine, 

opening and closing yet never losing contact. His tongue darts out and I lick at it, playfully. Letting him 

touch but not giving it to him, not yet, I enjoy the torment too much and I know he does too. Tingles run 

down my breasts and into my belly each time our tongues touch and I distantly notice my arms have 

broken out in goose bumps of delight.  

Then he moans and suddenly I feel his weight on me. His legs have slid back and are pressing mine 

together. His pelvis is resting on mine and I can feel him, hard, through his pants. He is pressed against 

my lower lips and I want to take him in. I tilt my hips slightly to increase the pressure, just to feel him 

there, and in turn he presses down more deeply. 

His mouth is hungry now, his tongue pushing fully into my mouth and I circle it, press against it. Our 

tongues are dancing and my heat is rising. Somewhere in the distance I hear myself moan and my arms 

feel like they are moving by themselves. One hand goes to the back of his head trying to pull him even 

more deeply into me. I want to be filled by him, entirely, and I am stirred now, primal, like a tigress. The 

other hand feels his back. I seek for something to grab but he is too hard, too muscular, there is no fat. 

Needing that contact I dig my nails in and he grunts, pulling back slightly before bearing down on me 

even harder than before. Our pelvises are moving together now and I can feel his cloth-covered shaft 

sliding between my legs, the pressure on my clitoris and I feel so hot. He disengages his mouth from 

mine, our tongues untangle and he is on my neck. Biting. I am moaning, I can feel the vibrations in my 

chest rising out of my cunt as he sucks at my neck. I surrender and give my body to him, my hands 

dropping back to the floor. He is moving down around my breasts. I can feel my nipples hard, throbbing, 

and aching for contact. He skips them, damn him he knows me too well. Down my stomach with his 

mouth and I watch him for a moment as he sits back on his heels again. He is looking between my legs. I 

feel my pussy swell under his gaze and then without warning he slides his arms under my legs and is 

pulling me up to his mouth. I enjoy the indignation that crashes into my mind mixed with the desire to 

be taken completely, ravished as if my only existence is for him. He is so strong that he holds me up 

effortlessly. Blood rushes into my head and it seems as if my temples are throbbing in time with my 

clitoris as his mouth encircles it sucking and licking.  

Minutes pass and the intensity is rising. My eyes are closed and I can feel the heat of an orgasm building 

from my clit and filling my belly, it’s rushing to meet me. Is he going to let me come, or is he going to 

tease me like he often does? I ask myself. The not-knowing adds to the sensation as I am aware that he 

may stop at any moment. But he doesn’t and then the orgasm is opening me, washing over me and I am 

tumbled in sensation like being hit by a big wave in the surf. I can hear myself yelling yes yes yes. Out 

here I can be as unrestrained as I like. A part of me laughs inside as in the distance I notice monkeys 

screeching in response. He is chuckling and I notice, as I return, that my thighs are draped over his knees 

and he has stopped. His hands are firmly holding my legs near the groin and the pressure is just right. I 

sink into the sensation and smile up at him. I am a little breathless and I feel sweaty in a good way. 

I want to be inside you he says to me. I moan slightly again and roll my eyes upwards yes already I tell 

him. He slides my legs off his thighs and stands, fluidly rising off the ground as if something is pulling him 

upwards. He unties his pants and they drop to the floor. He is hard… long, thick, straight and pointing 

upwards, quivering ever so slightly. Such a beautiful cock! A bead of moisture sticks to the tip and 

glistens slightly in the sunlight and I have an urge to lick it off. He doesn’t give me a chance as he 



descends and is lying over me. I reach between my legs to guide him in and he slides in effortlessly. I am 

wet and used to him. Once, twice, three times and then he is buried fully within me and I embrace him 

with my pussy, with my arms, with my mouth, with my heart.  

Time melts into irrelevance is I drift into the experience of our unity. He is whispering in my left ear and I 

don’t really know what he is saying but I like it. I am lost, swirling in a world of pleasure and he is moving 

inside, faster, deep, hard. I am coming again and he is like an inferno between my legs. His mouth 

reaches mine and his tongue dives in, hard. His whole body is heated, enflamed and I let his heat drift 

into me through his tongue. I can feel it tingling down my throat, past my heart which is singing to pool 

in my belly. Warm. Like nectar it trickles downwards within me and I feel myself open even more, even 

wetter. And then he is pulling out of me and I notice myself whimper slightly, I want to clutch him, hold 

him here. He sits back, legs butterflied and gestures to me. His eyes are loving, peaceful and powerful. 

I go to him. 

 

Demarcus: 

I feel hot and extremely turned on. My body is pulsing. I may not see Kalindra again for a while and I feel 

love and gratitude for her. My mind drifts back to how we first met while I was on a case in Barcelona. 

The first time I saw her I knew I wanted her in my life.  

I want to slow things down now and get deeply connected, savoring this moment of contact as it may be 

our last in this physical life. Death is imminent and I never know when it will strike, not with a job like 

mine. 

She sits up and I admire her breasts… small and perky. They hardly fall at all as she rises. I can smell her, 

like wild flowers and sex all mixed together. Her dark hair falls around her shoulders and brown lips rise 

in a small smile. Her eyes have opened wide, softened, she is looking at me and my heart swells. She is 

all curves. A layer of softness over what I know is tough and strong. Her waist tapers in and curves out in 

that remarkably feminine way around her hips. Oh god I want her. I want to experience oblivion inside 

her, with her until there is nothing but us in this moment stretching into eternity. 

She is squatting over me and I hold myself as she gently lowers onto my swollen cock. She slides all the 

way down and settles onto me. I put my hands on her waist and she wraps her legs behind me. I gaze 

into her eyes and she looks straight back at me. She begins to move and I stop her. Slow down I say. She 

looks right into me, and her face changes momentarily in what I interpret as a flash of indignation. She 

pouts slightly and I embrace her. I love you I whisper in her ear. And I do. I admire how even though our 

relationship is so open that we can share this love. She grasps me tightly. I am aware of the sensation of 

being inside her. I feel her skin against my body. I inhale deeply of her neck and she shivers. I push her 

back gently and we meet eyes again. What do you feel? I ask her. I feel you inside me she says deep. I 

smile and tilt my hips slightly thrusting deeper up into her, she lets out a short sharp exhalation and 

playfully slaps my arm. What else? I ask. I feel sad, I feel excited, I feel relieved she adds. I’m going to 

miss you she continues and I am ready to go back to my work. I nod my head, listening to her, feeling 

her. My stomach tightens momentarily at her expression of wanting to go back to her work, and then I 

sink into appreciation for her life, my chest opens and I smile more deeply. I notice her shoulders drop 

and she takes a breath. What’s that? I ask. I just feel supported for my life. I feel happy because I love my 

job and I feel excited because I know you love yours. I also feel nervous, a tightness in my chest, knowing 



that you are probably going to be fucking other women and at the same time it sort of turns me on. At 

this point she wiggles slightly on my cock and I feel how incredibly wet she is right now. My penis that 

was starting to soften immediately begins to swell again. You are like a wild animal, you belong free, 

uncaged and I would never ever want to tame you she says. I smile and make a growling noise. We both 

laugh. And if you ever felt tired, if you ever wanted to make a family, if you ever just wanted to… to stay, 

I would take you. She is looking up at me through her eyelashes, shyly now. I take a deep breath, letting 

it in, letting her care, her love, her acceptance impact me. I close my eyes for a moment and breathe out 

slowly. Opening my eyes again I look at her. Thank you I say. And I mean it. I mean it with every cell of 

my body. And then she is crying and I am crying. Tears roll down our cheeks and our eyes are locked into 

one another. I accept her, welcome her. I take her hands in mine and hold them. And then she is smiling, 

her cheeks tear stained. Damn you she says and I reach up grabbing her hair and pull her mouth into 

mine. Our kiss tastes salty. Simultaneously I thrust upwards again and she collapse forwards onto me. 

We are moving together now. Her tongue is in my mouth thrusting like a counter for the way I am 

thrusting between her legs. 

My passion rises and a few minutes of this pass and I feel waves of energy rising upwards. I push away 

from her mouth and gaze into her eyes again. We are moving slowly now yet there is a deep connection. 

Boundaries blur and I see myself looking at me through her eyes. She is in me, I am in her. My body 

collapses, disintegrates into a trillion points of light, an entire universe of being, and then it’s rushing 

outwards and there is space. I am floating in this with her, entwined… I don’t know where I end and she 

begins. I feel her pleasure as my own. Waves and ripples that exist only as they are without reference to 

anything. 

And then I am back, behind my eyes. Only a few moments have passed yet it was an eternity. We are 

looking at each other. Wow, nice one… she says, eyes bright and sparkling. I reach out and cup her head 

with both of my hands holding her, firmly. And I look at her and I smile. I beam her with love and I let 

her in. She inhales and smiles. Tears are glistening in her eyes again. I embrace her and she melts into 

me. Thank you I say. She pounds my chest with her fist, laughing. You asshole! I’m supposed to say that. 

I laugh with her. Oh yeah? I ask. She laughs again kissing me softly on the lips and then we both glance 

at the clock. 4.51pm. She looks back at me and gives me another kiss, long and lingering and then breaks 

it off. She begins to rise off me and we both shudder as I slip free with a final wet noise. She kneels in 

front of me cupping my balls in one hand and placing the other on my abdomen. I am still hard and 

pulsing slightly. She massages my balls and I breathe deeply. Slowly, like thick viscous honey the energy 

trickles into my belly and spreads out into my limbs. My erection goes down and I feel the raw sexual 

power flowing through my body. We stand, embrace again and I take her hand leading her towards the 

shower. 

 

Scene - An aerial view. 

The entire structure is perched in the arms of a massive tree. A large octagonal building with a smaller, 

identically shaped, structure situated to the side and slightly higher than the main. They are connected 

by a short corridor which leads into a spiraling staircase. Branching off this short corridor is an open-air 

platform encased with a globe of the fine mosquito netting. Demarcs and Kalindra are standing and 

showering on this platform from a showerhead above them concealed amongst the branches. It looks 



like the water is falling directly from the tree itself. They are talking and laughing together. A water tank 

connected to the guttering of both buildings is nestled in nearby tree branches. Fat drops of water fall 

from gaps in the platform onto the forest floor fifty feet below.  

The two bodies finish showering and walk, naked, from the platform and ascend the staircase into the 

smaller building. Several minutes pass and they emerge, clothed and enter the main structure again to 

exit from the far door. 

Demarcus is dressed in smart black slacks and a cream colored button up shirt with faint gold patterns 

that somehow look as if they are in the background to the predominant cream color. His hair is tied back 

in a pony tail and he is barefoot. On his back is a brown backpack and clipped to the pack with a small 

metal carabineer is a pair of tan colored leather shoes. He reaches out to a thick vine hanging just in 

front of the small platform outside the door and jumps onto it gripping with his arms as his feet squeeze 

the vine in a butterfly position. With small leaps of the feet downwards and hands moving one under 

the other, he descends quickly. 

Kalindra is directly behind him. She wears a loose brightly patterned dress and is also barefoot. She has a 

shoulder bag slung over her right shoulder and across her body. She waits a few moments watching 

Demarcus descend before reaching out to grab the vine and lower herself in a similar fashion. Demarcus 

is waiting for her at the bottom and looking upwards chuckling. 

Demarcus: mmm nice, no panties! 

Kalindra laughs as she drops to the ground. 

Kalindra: You pervert… like what you see? 

She winks. 

Demarcus: Oh yeah, sure I do. 

They laugh together and Demarcus puts an arm around her giving a quick squeeze. 

The two walk together through the forest.  

Kalindra: So how long do you think you will be working for? 

Demarcus: I’m not sure. I haven’t checked out the brief yet because, you know… I sorta got distracted. 

As he says this Demarcus glances towards his left at Kalindra who smiles back and smacks him on the 

butt. 

Kalindra: Yep! And if you are not careful I’ll distract you more and make you forget you even have to go! 

Demarcus laughs 

Demarcus: You could try! … Actually I think this is going to be a big case, from the gist of what Grant was 

telling me it’s pretty damn important and may through a spanner in the whole Unity proceedings. 

Kalindra gasps slightly. 

Kalindra: Oh. I hope everything’s alright! Any trouble with this summit could set us back years. 

Demarcus is silent for a few moments. 

Demarcus: Yeah I know. Don’t worry though… I’m on the case!! 

At this they both laugh. 

Demarcus: So what’s your plans? 

Kalindra: I’m heading to Paris next week. I have some work in Brussels writing on the EU intentions 

surrounding the summit. 

Demarcus: And until then? 

Kalindra: Oh… ah… 



She laughs 

Kalindra: I’m gonna go stay with Geoffram and Narinya in the cliff-house I think. They will be on the 

island for another couple of weeks they said. 

Demarcus: Oh it’s like that is it? 

Kalindra laughs again blushing slightly. 

The forest has broken open onto a white sandy beach. There is a very small swell in the water which is a 

clear light blue. Tiny waves break several feet from the shore with a light crash. Twenty feet to their 

right two brown skinned and topless men wait with a small boat which is beached upon the sand. Upon 

seeing Demarcus and Kalindra emerge from the forest they wave. 

Demarcus puts his arm around Kalindra’s shoulders and pulls her in for an embrace. 

He whispers in her ear. 

Demarcus: I love you. Say hi to Geoffram and Narinya for me and have fun. I’ll talk to you when I get a 

chance and see you when I see you. 

Kalindra embraces him back and then they kiss. One long, lingering kiss and then Demarcus turns and is 

walking towards the two men who are pushing the boat into the shallows. He steps into the boat with 

one of them while the other pushes it further into the water and hopping in after once it is free of the 

sand. The first man in the boat begins to row them towards a seaplane which is bobbing gently in the 

water thirty feet out to sea. Demarcus turns and waves, Kalindra waves back. 

They reach the plane, Demarcus and the first man get in and the second man begins rowing back to 

shore. Kalindra stands and watches as the seaplane sputters into life, turns to face out to sea and gently 

accelerates along the water. It picks up speed and then is lifting into the air. Kalindra continues to watch 

as the plane flies into the distance then she turns and walks the other direction along the beach. 

 

* * * 

 

Demarcus 

I am aware in the back of my mind that my interface is switched off. I had turned it off after calling Yuli 

and I experience a brief moment of tension and then relax into the feeling. I know there is a briefing 

waiting for me there and I decide not to access it just yet. The sound of the seaplane is a muted whirr 

through the headphones I am wearing and I stare out the window at the expanse of ocean through 

whisps of white cloud. The vista is frequently interrupted by islands, some large and others tiny that 

pass under us. I expand into the feelings of distance and speed, my thoughts sink for a moment into the 

vastness of all that is and I enjoy the unique sensations. 

Yuli is asking me about my trip this time and I answer telling him I will go to New York. He exclaims once 

again at how much I travel and expresses a wish that one day he could visit New York. This is a common 

conversational dance we have every time I visit and I oblige him enjoying his genuine, uncomplicated 

attitude to life. I think back to when I first met Yuli five years ago and taught him to fly. At that point I 

offered to fly him elsewhere and he laughed, thanked me and affirmed that one day, one day. He 



doesn’t really want to go; his life is uncomplicated and rich here on this island. The community is small 

and intentional, preserving native culture and fishing life and with the help of the IAM we have been 

introducing an integration of broader technological capacities at a pace that is sustainable to their 

cultural development. These people are welcomed into the world at the rate comfortable to them and 

we nurture the unique memetic expressions of their cultural and spiritual beliefs. If a member of the 

community shows the desire for more we are able to provide that opportunity and nurture them into 

the greater sphere of the world scene. This project has been one of our larger successes in assisting 

more traditional community into healthy ecological and technological expressions and that inevitable 

trek towards a global worldview. Yuli will be ready when he is ready. 

I reflect on how this initiative is beginning to gain ground worldwide. The Unity Summit is a large piece 

of the puzzle allowing our emergence into ever-greater complexity. I notice concern arising as a tension 

in my chest… something has gone wrong and that is why I have been called. I breathe into the paradox 

that is my enjoyment of the problem solving nature of my occupation and the sadness that is inherent in 

the difficulties arising that provide the necessity of my existing vocation. 

The flight continues and Yuli doesn’t ask any more questions. We have flown together many times and 

he knows my patterns well. I drift into the sensation of the plane flying through the air and allow my 

thoughts to drop away. I invest a few minutes seeking tension in my body and relaxing and my muscles 

melt away from the bone and with it my thoughts disperse completely. I float here, resting and 

conserving energy as I know I will need it soon. I am not sleeping. I rest in the immediacy that flowers in 

this moment here now. 

 

Yuli  

(In Tagalog) Mr. Demarcus is quiet now and looking out the window, I don’t want to disturb him when 

he so peaceful like this so I focus on flying the plane. He is a good man and my village is grateful for the 

help of him and his friends who visit our island. Before they come we had many trouble with the young 

people and alcohol but now the new schools discipline our children to make their energy for help the 

village and serve God. I was happy the day Mr. Demarcus ask who want to learn to fly it has always been 

my dream to fly like the birds when I watched them. My Grandfather say that man should not fly 

because it make the spirits angry but I think God want us to live the good life and it make me so happy 

to be in the air like this. The world has changed so much in my life and my son left the island to study 

about the environment. I am so proud of him even I miss him and sad he not stay with us in the village. I 

think our life is too quiet for him and many of the young people they go now. Some of the other villagers 

get angry about Mr. Demarcus and his friends say that they take out young people away but I don’t 

think they are bad. Now we have less fighting and our village is more organized than ever before we are 

more healthy and now no drinking and only the tobacco we grow ourselves. Now the Church is strong 

again. And when my son come back to visit he seem so happy and so smart and he have a good wife, 

they will have children soon even he is older than me when I have. Ah! We pass over Luzon now, I look 

at Mr. Demarcus and he looks at me. He knows we will be there soon. 

 



Demarcus 

Time passes and does not pass at all in this dream-like state where the texture of the objects in my 

awareness slow down and unfold in the essential transient nature of what is. I notice we start to fly over 

Luzon Island and I reactivate my interface. Yuli glances at me as I stir, touching my pinky finger and 

thumb together. There is a second high-priority mail waiting for me, it’s not time to access just yet, I will 

save it for the boat ride. Instead I access the US Embassy security clearance and patch in my 

authorization. A few moments pass and I receive the green light of confirmation for landing in their 

waterfront zone. I leave it to them to inform the Air-Traffic and signal to Yuli that we are clear to enter 

Manila airspace. I send a second request for transport to North Harbor and the Hydrofoil terminal.  

 

Scene 

The seaplane arriving from South-South East passes over the city of Manila which is a massive sprawl of 

concrete. Parts of the city look decayed with a crumbling infrastructure. The Philippines has been hit 

hard in this turbulent time of climate change. Typhoons and flooding have been a regular occurrence. 

Other parts of the city look new and distinctly different from any other. The materials used are different 

and the structures seem to be more in line with the curves and shapes of nature, there is a lot more 

green growth in these areas with rooftop and hanging gardens present. 

Reaching the Pasig River the seaplane then semi-circles out over North Harbor and over the ocean of 

Manila Bay. It descends and touches down onto the water gliding to a halt several hundred feet from a 

rocky incline leading to a stone wall. Palm trees are seen waving softly over the top of the wall. A gap in 

the wall reveals a small pier and a rubber motorized dinghy occupied by a solo man departs from the 

pier in the direction of the seaplane. 

The dinghy drifts to a stop next to the seaplane and Demarcus descends from the plane stepping into 

the dinghy and shaking hands with the driver. He turns and waves to Yuli before seating himself. The 

boat turns and then accelerates back towards the pier. As the boat glides into the pier Demarcus stands 

and steps out of the boat onto the pier itself before the boat has come to a stop and walks towards the 

gated entrance into the compound. Behind him the seaplane jumps back into life, turns out to sea and 

takes off. Demarcus does not look backwards. 

He is halted briefly at the gate where a security guard holds a retinal scanner in front of him. A green 

light flashes briefly across Demarcus’ face and then the guard is nodding and the gate swings open. 

Demarcus strides through. He is wearing his shoes now and the backpack is fitted over both shoulders. 

He follows a path bordered by well manicured grass and several large trees. The path leads around the 

outside of a building to a rectangular section of road framing a courtyard complete with a fountain 

bubbling clear water and an American flag raised high on a flagpole. A sleek black car is parked there. 

The car is only seven feet in length and four feet wide and has completely tinted windows. The interior is 

not visible from the outside. Demarcus walks up to the car and presses his thumb against a circular spot 

on the door. Four fifteenths of a second pass and then the door disengages from the body of the vehicle 

and slides upwards to reveal a single black bucket seat inside with a flat screen monitor located in front 

of below the front window. There is nothing else inside the car.  

Demarcus slides his shoulders out of the straps of his backpack and holding it in front of him steps into 

the car and settles into the seat. The door slides down and reengages with the body.  



Demarcus: North-harbor Hydrofoil terminal, Pier 14. 

Again four fifteenths of a second passes and a single green light above the right corner of the monitor 

flashes once and without a noise the car begins moving. Demarcus is reclined in the chair holding a 

neutral expression and looking straight forward out the front window. He watches as the car finishes its 

trip around the rectangle of road and passes through a gate that swings open automatically and shut 

again at the passing of the vehicle. The vehicle drives into and merges with a moderate, yet moving, 

stream of traffic.  

9 minutes and 32 seconds pass as the vehicle drives straight without a single turn to finally pull up in a 

drop off zone next to a building marked “Pier 14”. 

Vehicle: Your destination has been reached. North-harbor Hydrofoil terminal, Pier 14. Thank you and 

have a safe journey. 

The door disengages with a small whirr and slides upwards. Demarcus exits the vehicle and strides 

towards an entrance, behind him the car door shuts and it drives off.  

In the middle of the entrance is a small section where a dark skinned woman stands smiling and 

watching people pass through two hip height gates. To the left of the booth is marked Economy and to 

the right Business Class. Lined up outside the left gate is a queue of seven people. No-one is lined up on 

the right and Demarcus walks towards this line. Arriving at the gate he presses his thumb against a small 

circular indentation set into the structure holding the gate. A green light flashes on and the words 

“Gabriel Demarcus” appear next to it along with an indication of American citizenship and a Diplomatic 

Visa. The gate swings open and Demarcus walks through. 

 

Demarcus 

I notice my orientation shifting now that I am in public again. There are security guards on either side of 

the entrances. They are heavy-set and look like simple brawn yet I notice their eyes are sharp and they 

are watching. They are armed with immobilizers only. The woman in the center of the gates is pretty 

and our eyes meet momentarily. I smile at her and she smiles back demurely and drops her eyes 

downwards back to her display. Her hand is hovered over an alert button and she is shifting attention 

between the monitor in front of her displaying passenger details and the people passing through the 

gates. Through my interface I can detect, without looking around, cameras scattered throughout the 

area. There are fourteen. My awareness is heightened and I absorb all the details of my surroundings 

without being focused on any specific area. My attention is loose and outwards while never for a 

moment dropping the intuitive felt-perception of my body-mind intelligence. On the other side of the 

gate the space opens into a large waiting area. There are several hundred people sitting around talking 

and waiting. I walk into the open space finding several unoccupied seats near one another and sit, 

removing my backpack. I smile as I briefly reminisce on the changes that have occurred in my lifetime. 

Twenty one years ago, as a child, I flew on one of the last commercial flights ever on the planet. To see 

transportation open the world up yet moving towards environmentally friendly solutions is a pleasure. 

Sea travel is now the only commercial way into and out of the Philippines. 

I glance up at the monitor with the scheduled departures and notice the time is 20:05. My boat leaves at 

20:30 for Hong Kong followed each hour to the same destination.  

Several minutes pass and then an announcement is made for the boarding of business class passengers. 



I rise and walk to join a queue of about two hundred other people, just under half of the total passenger 

quota and automatically I am taking them all in. Many I recognize as business people mostly by their 

suits, mannerisms and aura. There is an ambitious, success oriented emanation that I feel from these 

types of people and in large part the success of the planet has been due to this particular stage of 

human development. Others in the queue with similar yet slightly different auras include the scientists 

and IT specialists. The number of people at this stage has increased dramatically in the past twenty years 

or so and I feel a surge of gratitude for their hard work and even more so by the subtle work of the IAM 

that has directed this energy towards a more integrated planet. Success and ambition are rewarded 

when they are in-line with environmental ethics. These people might not truly care about the planet yet 

they cannot help but work towards a green world for that is now where the profit lies. 

The queue moves forward and I pass through the wrist scanner and walk into the clear plastic tunnel 

that leads to the boat. What a boat! I marvel again, like I do every time I ride in or out of the Philippines, 

at its structure. The completely water-tight body sits high above the ocean with two massive vacuum 

engines sunk beneath. The floating tubes on either side acting like caterpillar tread on a tank so that no 

matter how rough the sea may be that the experience within is always calm.  

I enter and take my window seat and patiently await departure. 

Vacation is over. 

 

 


