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Let’s talk about a free spirit universe. This is a world where people discover they don’t have a soul; they are a soul, a spirit which can free itself from the flesh.
Close your eyes and think of a beautiful sunset. Got it? What is looking at that picture of a sunset? It sure isn’t the body’s eyes. It’s you, the spirit, looking at it. Maybe this universe isn’t as far-fetched as it may seem at first glance.
This is a story about people who discover this universe and some of its implications. Could you do it? Who knows.
This isn’t a story of teen-age angst or “character development.” I figure that the game should be “our group against the world” rather than “how much can I screw up my personal relationships with jealousy, mis-communication and stupid actions.”
You’ll notice immediately we’re looking at Irish characters. I’m not Irish, so forgive my errors. I picked the Irish for the flavor of the language; all I really know about the customs and the language (Gaelic) comes right off the Internet.
Fair warning: This is an adult novel with romance and sex. Maybe too much sex for some. If it offends you and you still like the story, just keep turning the pages.
«There are mental communications and actions formatted like this.»
There’s day and dates scattered throughout to help you keep the timeline straight. It’s the 2006 calendar so that’s the story’s time setting. You won’t find a lot of “current events” such as the Iraq war and Hurricane Katrina; those really have no bearing on the story.
There’s a glossary and references at the end. The references in the body look like [1].
Thank you to the many readers on SOL who gave me constructive feedback and caught a lot of my typos.
Relax and enjoy; may you ladies experience the Sorcerer’s Grip!
Sean
(Wednesday 7/5)
Wednesday morning, we picked up the new Clann ceremonial staff. Really nice! It was made of ironwood pressure-treated to the core with the finishing oil so it wouldn’t deteriorate. It had a replaceable rubber bumper on the bottom for resting on the floor (and 100 additional bumpers).
Stained black, it was inlaid with a different shade of ironwood, oak, maple, ebony and other hardwoods with simple shamrocks and some friezes of woodland scenes. It had an easily-replaceable leather-looking wrap where the hand naturally rested and a small button at the top where I could attach a small flag if I wished. Beautiful artwork! And only $5,000.
Teresa retired the old staff to the archives to rest in peace with the war club, Maura’s ring and other memorabilia.
I got my chance to use it immediately. Zipping back over to Clara and Sally’s house, they were ready to talk now. Yes, they’d decided to join in a three-way relationship.
Good on ‘em. I told both the ladies, “You both could have children if you wish. With the three of you now, there’s plenty of time and money to handle the load.”
They were very happy about the entire thing. They loved the new staff, too, especially after I used it to give them all a blessing from the Clann gods. We were all properly cynical, though.
They were ready to pop, too. That sure hadn’t hurt their negotiations. I’d bet their CV was pretty dayum good, too.
After I got back to OTL, I checked the web site. Yeh, there was a section announcing marriages, births and the like. I sent an email off to Rosheen telling her the good news and requesting we add “bondings” to the marriage section. Bad news we didn’t publish unless it’s vital information.
I handled a couple other calls and sent out email packages to several of the Clann I’d talked with on Monday. Hmm, if Maura was one of my social secretaries, maybe I could talk her into doing the emails. I thought a moment and decided against it; she’d probably take the opportunity to slag me about how lazy I was getting.
While I was gone, the ladies had finished storing the last of the detail manuals away. We were ready to go on that aspect.
In the late afternoon, Kate told me, “All the escrows hit the bank today. There’s about 2.5 million sitting there. Leave it sit or move it?”
Hmm. I had her move 2 million into the money market fund; we’d earmarked that much for the new Skunk Works company. We tossed 300K into the tax set-asides account and left the rest in the checking account.
Taxes reminded me. I had Kate cut Clann Reynolds a check for the study checksheet royalties. We’d just made 2,000 manuals and had “hand-made” at least three others. I figured to pay the royalties as we had the books printed rather than wait until they were sold. I’d let the accountant (now enhanced, according to Aile) handle the deductions. Private-party checksheets such as for the marriage interviews didn’t have a royalty.
Melissa finished the last detail manual! Yeh, we had a nice little party. I handed over her 5% of the CE shares, raised her draw and put a Soo Laid on her account. We held off on it, though; she’d barely dragged herself in this morning.
On the other hand, there was nothing in the agreement saying we paid off the Soo Laids! Just like the previous one, I’m sure the N&Bs would be glad to work off that obligation! I «asked» Maura. She told me, «“Not a problem! She’s still the new girl so we’ve gotta get her up to speed!”»
Liss didn’t quite faint when I told her; she just looked concerned while the rest of us laughed and cackled at her.
Eileen
We did a final run-though on the presentation. We were confident and ready. Bring it on!
I got around to doing all the name changes from McLennan to Cullen: Drivers License, insurance, etc. I wasn’t a feminist by any stretch of the imagination; I worked my gender to my best advantage whenever I could. Grin. Besides, it would make the genealogy a lot easier, right?
Yeh, I gotta get Sheila over here to update the life insurance and mutual funds. If I can control Margie long enough, maybe we’ll get it done. Then again, BB hadn’t had a chance to check out her rack. Hmm.
Kathleen ported us a CD with the Probe Patrol results and analysis from their run on RRK Inc. We took a couple hours together reviewing most of it; we weren’t too concerned about the will and all that stuff.
No Sherman Tanks and several people with Talent. The company itself was really conservative. We’d see about the people.
Kathleen
(Thursday 7/6)
Oscar was a wonderful gentleman and knew his way around a female body; at least mine. Yow! We ended up exploring the Asteroid Belt a couple times and visited a couple small comets on their way in from the Oort Cloud.
Brenda had given us a referral to a colleague in Chicago (They’d gone to school together, too.) to set up a meeting with RRK Inc in Chicago. Nothing real deep for right now, just to get an overview of the company. We decided Bob, Sean, Eileen, Mario, Sherry and I would represent the new stockholders.
Neither Frank, Thelma, Bob nor I could find any major issues from the Probe Patrol reports so we’d play it by ear for now. Brenda’s referral was a securities and corporate specialist so she’d probably know the right things to ask.
We zipped over to Nancy Samuelson’s office in an office building in west Chicago. Yow! Brenda knew how to pick them, all right. George had gotten together with his dad as soon as we’d started pushing the clann expansions. Charles had gotten busy; he’d found Nancy a couple months ago, and they’d recruited five more by now. Yeh, Charles and Nancy were training on the new checksheets; they would be handling their own recruits from there.
Nancy was Brenda’s age, early 40’s. She’d gone through most of law school with Brenda, and they’d kept in good touch over the years. She and Charles were doing a line together; we old hands could tell she was happy as an Irishman who’d married a nymphomaniac with a whiskey wholesaler father!
Yep, they were going to do their own Clann as soon as they had their original five fully trained — Real Soon Now. Good on ‘em!
Anyway, Brenda had ported a CD over to Nancy (Eyes only!) with all the Probe Patrol dossiers, Frank and Thelma’s analysis and everything else Brenda had on RRK. It included all the will and inheritance data and scans of all the documents available.
Nancy’d looked over all the stuff (Bob’s check for $50K hadn’t hurt.) and now told us, “I did a cross-check on the will, inheritance and all that with a specialist. He told me it all looks tight, especially since every other branch of the family line is specifically mentioned as not sharing in it.
“From your dossiers, RRK looks decent. Since it’s a private company, there’s very little public data available. However, I’ve got a couple of, uh, friends who specialize in company research. They’ve told me pretty much the same thing as the security summary said — about twice as conservative and stuffy as you could ever imagine. The principles have spotless records and excellent local reputations.”
We talked over what we wanted to do with RRK. The dossiers had spotted ten of the RRK staff with Potential so we made a target of getting tag nodes in on all of them; Charles and Nancy would handle them from there.
Today we wanted to meet the major players and get some idea of how they interacted, their organization and their basic company philosophy. Nancy had talked with the CEO last Thursday about an overview/oversight visit today so we weren’t just dropping in. We figured we would let RRK guide the visit today, but we’d ensure we got our questions in the pipeline.
The RRK offices were in Evanston, a college town (Northwestern University) about 10 miles north of Chicago. A couple minutes before 10:00, we ported to a conveniently-empty hallway in the building.
Nancy loved it. She and Charles were just starting the teleportation checksheet so this was her first “experience.”
The receptionist/switchboard operator was ready for us and got us into a good-sized conference room right off the reception area. So far, the place looked nicely-maintained without being ostentatious.
There were several people waiting for us; we did the gestalt-and-glad-hand routine. Surprised them quite a bit, you bet! Especially since each of us mentioned a different fact about them. Yeh, they started wondering how we’d known and how much we knew. Better them than us.
Bob
Amanda Anderson, the CEO, had lots of Potential. I put in the tag node and put her on Nancy’s list for enhancement. She was in her early fifties, very healthy and smarter than any whip I’d ever run across. I “begged” her to call me Bob, “Please, not Reginald.”
She smiled and told me, “I can understand that, Bob. It’s not a modern name.”
The CFO was Richard Thiess, about 40. Another with Potential. Kat had already put a tag node into him. Married with two children. Hmm, maybe room for expansion here.
Last but not least was Trevor McEvoy, the CIO. Yeh, Irish. We rattled away at each other in Irish for a bit (The others from my gang did the same.). There was Potential running out his ears; Mario was going to have a good time with him.
Okay. There were three other staff members with them; the head Securities Analyst, the corporate lawyer and Physical Assets (real estate, precious metals, etc. vice securities). There was Potential in all of them. Others must have thought so too, because they already had tag nodes before I got to them.
I introduced everyone around as shareholders. I told Amanda, “Guess I’m the majority owner. Nancy told me she’d informed RRK of the share distribution. The other four shareholders told me to look out for them since they couldn’t make it today. That doesn’t mean they’re not interested.”
Amanda started us out with a PowerPoint presentation. Why not? It started out with RRK in 1891 with the high points of Kelly’s policies for the company.
Yeh, long-term and conservative. In 1891, they were about 50-50 into securities (stock market, bonds, etc.) and hard assets such as real estate and precious metals.
They’d ridden out every stock market crash since then. Kelly’s policies were very clear; don’t panic, avoid rapid selling and buy more because securities were on sale!
By the end of every crash and recovery, RRK was bigger and wealthier than before. By staying in the market, their stock was worth more than ever — each time.
From the beginning, most of the RRK staff were families. Amanda’s great-grandfather had been the CEO in 1891, and it had been passed down. It wasn’t nepotism, either. Being raised “in the business,” each succeeding officer or staff member already had Kelly’s philosophy ingrained in them.
By following Kelly’s policies during the hard times as well as the good times, the key people knew the policies worked. While other companies failed around them during the depressions, the entire RRK staff was gainfully employed. Many took voluntary pay cuts during the really hard times, but Kelly’s policies restored them retroactively when the good times came again. They were loyal to a fault.
Currently, about 50% of the value was in directly owned real estate, 15% in precious metals and the rest in securities. And indeed, the net worth was just over two billion with a B.
There was 75 million cash on hand. Most was in money market funds (very stable, very liquid but only enough return possibly to cover inflation), and the rest was cash in the bank.
The cash was maybe 4% of the value. Kelly’s policies said to have plenty available to be able to take advantage of “good deals.”
First major note: cross-reference all the properties against Evin’s and Kat’s. Especially if they were adjoining, they would be more valuable to us together.
No, they didn’t hold any pedestrian rights to the Golden Gate Bridge. No swamp land in Florida, exactly, but there were 255 acres near Orlando which would be perfect expansion room for Disney’s Epcot Center. Negotiations were in progress with a minimal 500% gain expected. Not too shabby.
We had lunch in, standard lunch fare, and continued while we ate. We’d covered the holdings, so we got into the company and staff itself.
RRK had always been around Chicago. They’d set up in Evanston while Kelly was still alive; he’d liked having a university around so he could pick brains as needed. They’d moved several times as buildings became outmoded and owned this one outright. They had two of the five floors and made a net profit overall leasing the rest.
Probably 80% of the staff with degrees got them from Northwestern. With Chicago and Evanston campuses and Northwestern’s work/study programs, usually by the time someone got their degree, they were already very familiar with RRK and were ready to start out running when they went full time.
We went on a facilities suit tour. The entire operation was here in the building (Diversify? Disaster recovery from a tsunami in Lake Michigan? Computer backups?). While there were a couple prairie-dog farms (by choice), most of the spaces were open so someone could turn around and consult with someone else on the spot.
They were running a couple AS400s for the major archival data storage with a server farm for the last 10 years of activity. Each analyst (75 of them) had a high-end personal computer system which was upgraded every couple of years; they did a lot of number crunching and research.
Based on Kelly’s policies, the investing philosophy was value-based. Before investing in a company, land or other hard asset, they’d do a thorough research project. It might take a year before they decided to put out the money. They passed up five opportunities for every one they took. That didn’t count the quick looks at mid-sized companies who weren’t in the blue-chip range yet but which they were tracking.
They did direct investment in companies and bonds as well as mutual funds. While the analysts did track the Wall Street reports, recommendations and such, they did their own research and made their own recommendations. Yeh, I’d call that conservative.
The Board of Directors was the five of them in the meeting, so we could talk turkey right away. Per the bylaws, every stockholder was automatically part of the BoD with a vote proportional to the shares held.
Guess that made me another honcho. Shit. Oh, well. Someone’s gotta push the air through the first trombone; we all can’t be the cymbal player.
Amanda was Chairman of the BoD. Her (and the rest of them) biggest concern right now was how we were going to change the way things ran. With us now having all the shares and pretty much all the votes, we could kick them all out, liquidate the entire company, change the operations or pretty much anything else.
I asked, “Since pretty much everyone’s here, let’s have a Board meeting. I’ve got the other shareholders’ proxies so we’ve definitely got a quorum.”
Yeh, they were nervous and with good reason. They’d never even heard of us before (no wonder there), and all they knew was I was Kelly’s descendant.
Amanda called an emergency Board meeting on the spot. She officially confirmed the transition of the shares and the revocation of their proxies. That part was a done deal.
Kat said, “I make a motion the current Board of Directors is confirmed in their current positions.”
Sean seconded the motion, and we discussed it. I told them, “We’re not here to make waves, second-guess you or make trouble. Right now, we’re just gathering data.
“Each one of us has at least one major company we’re associated with right now full-time. Sean and Eileen just sold eleven companies of their own while the rest of us either work with JR Donovan in North Hollywood full time or have their own full-time businesses.
“There’s not going to be any ‘new broom sweeps clean’ here. From what we’ve seen, you folk are doing a bang-up job. That being the case, why should we change something, especially when we don’t have the data to make an informed decision?”
We could «feel» their relief. In their own research, they’d run into lots of companies which had changed management and had re-staffed. Maybe one out of five had done any better, and three had gone out of business within the next couple of years.
There was very little other discussion. We passed the affirmation motion unanimously.
I had Sean and Eileen pass out seminar cards (zero discount). I told the “old” BoD members, “This is going to be a required attendance seminar. It’s tomorrow in Los Angeles so I don’t expect any of you to show up on such short notice. Sean can tell you about other ones coming up.”
Sean went over the current seminar plans. While not scheduled yet, Fillmore was setting up three more in the next three months. He gave a very short description and emphasised the fact Cullen Enterprises had thirty companies with no failures. He said, “Granted, these were sole proprietorships, but everything scales up. JRD is going to have each of its 28 companies do the seminar and get the policies in.
“These are organizational policies, not operational. As far as I can see without studying them, Kelly’s policies were mainly operational. Nothing wrong with that; this other stuff should fit right in.”
I made the comment the BoD would probably authorize all expenses for the staff and families to attend. “We’ll expect the entire Board and the other executives to do it. Make a weekend of it; we’ll even show you around some of our companies. They’ll be small potatoes, but Sean can show you how well his companies are running. That’ll give you some idea of how effective these policies are and why we want you to know them and implement them down the line.”
I got that they were interested because we were. The fact Sean had thirty companies, and we were implementing in 28 larger ones gave them some feeling of safety. So far, they were going to reserve judgment.
Amanda asked, “Now, what can we do for you? How can we help you?”
We trotted out our list of issues. Kat said, “There’s three bullion storage companies we’re using where we’ve got some concern about the security. We feel there’s some weak spots. Granted, they’ve all got insurance, but if something happens, rates can go up, and it’s probably a real hassle for them and us. Plus, the insurance only covers about 25% of the value.”
Physical Assets was very concerned. She looked over our reports and speculations for a minute then asked, “How did you come up with this?”
We just grinned. Eileen said, “For now, it’s like the military. Don’t ask and we won’t tell. Don’t take our word for it; go ahead and check it out. As clients, you’ve got the right to inquire and do some inspections.”
We’d found several properties where there was some slippery stuff going on RRK should probably be aware of. One remote one had a staging point for some drug smugglers; we figured if RRK handled it and tipped off the authorities, it would cover their butts. Of course, ramonetheeye was always willing to help, but we didn’t tell them that — yet.
We had ten other issues in companies in which RRK had a large position. The Probe Patrol had found the irregularities (embezzlement, SEC violations, labor violations and similar stuff), and had found the entry points to start pulling the strings. Given the entry points, the RRK staff could ferret out the rest pretty quickly. Correcting them ahead of time would result in a much better stock position than if they were discovered from the outside.
Again, don’t ask and we won’t tell.
I had one final thing. I produced a card for Waystation 1 (Vera’s). I handed it to Amanda and said, “Everyone has their pet projects; here’s one. Charitable contributions are always welcome.”
Amanda glanced at the card and asked, “How much are we talking here?”
I took the card back and wrote, “$1 million” on it.
She didn’t turn a hair. I said, “I’m sure you can find a way to make it the best tax advantage you can. Not to tell you your business, but perhaps donating stock it can sell rather than cash might be to both your benefits.”
The RRK corporate lawyer got a shark’s grin. Yeh, he already had several ways to do it.
There being no further new business, Amanda adjourned the meeting.
We made dinner arrangements. Those with families were urged to invite them; the receptionist made reservations at a local restaurant. We had two hours before it happened, so we took our leave, ducked around the corner and ported back to Nancy’s office.
Nancy told us, “I think everything will go just fine. Amanda’s going to pass the word to the staff you’re maintaining the status quo and there’ll be no ‘new broom.’ That’ll go a long way towards relieving some stress from the last week.”
We L.A. folk ported back home to dress for dinner (shirt and tie for us guys) and to relax a few minutes.
We kicked back and talked a bit. We all agreed they were good folk and by enhancing the Talented ones, we’d have a tremendous advantage.
Mario said, “Just as a thought, I’d prefer we stay out of military-only products; as we found out at Vail, DoD regulations can be a real bear. The advanced stuff we should probably get produced as components then we have someone else do the assembly. Maybe the spiritual multi-media record and playback will be an actual physical device. If that’s the case, we’ll be ‘in the market’ for thousands for our own use and zero for public use.
“I can’t see how we could explain them to the public beyond ‘advanced technology, enhanced techniques and magic.’ We’d probably have every government agency, foreign government, consumer group and what have you on it like brown on rice.”
Yeh. That’ll require some planning. Toss it on the list for the Skunk Works.
Kathleen
We zipped back to Evanston for dinner with the RRK folk. Nice restaurant. Amanda (or whomever) had the RRK families interspersed with us so we could talk and eat at the same time.
Bob and I sat with Trevor and his fiancée, Joan Brannigan. Yep, she was Irish and had lots of Potential. Why weren’t we surprised at either?
Sean and Eileen sat with us so we rattled away in Irish. The Chicago Irish had a slightly different accent with some different slang. We had a real good time exploring some of the slang differences.
When I told them everyone from our gang spoke Burbank Irish (grin), they weren’t quite sure if they believed us. They changed their tune after Mario and Sherry rattled away with them for a while in Irish-with-Spanish-influence. We shrugged it all off with, “That’s another don’t ask and we won’t tell — yet.’”
We did a solid gestalt-and-glad-hand with the family members we hadn’t met yet. If someone from RRK got to wondering (mentally) how we knew so much, we sent them a couple «don’t worry about it» thoughts.
While RRK had a lot of family descendants and relatives, it wasn’t run like a family business. It was more on the stricter functionalities of a “normal” business. What was good, though, was similar to Madeleine with JRD. Being family brought a lot of in-built loyalty to the table.
Being Trevor’s fiancée didn’t stop Joan from eyeballing Bob — and Sean, Eileen and me — pretty good. I saw her looking at my boobs and «wondering» how they’d be in her mouth and hands. My nips rose to the occasion. I grinned at her and winked. «“Who knows what arrangements can be made.”» She blushed all the way down into her blouse.
Dayum, am I getting as predatory as most of the women who look at Bob and Sean? Maybe, but Joan was a right fine package of Red Irish lady!
Back home, we decided the day was a success. Bob said, “I think we’ll find some firm business and personal allies there. Besides, I saw Joan giving you the bi-eye.” Big Bob-smile.
“Yeh. None of the women held back much looking you over, either. Stud!”
Sean
(Friday 7/7)
We were coming down to the home stretch now on the seminar. As of Thursday night, we had 1,523 registrations. Another day and walk-ins might take that up to around 1,700. Yow!
Duane told us the Convention Center was ready to take our manuals and other pre-seminar materials. We’d already arranged a truck and special crew for the first load.
They zipped up a full truckload of manuals to the delivery dock, scouted out where things were to be stored and moved in a couple pallets with a fork-lift just for show. The rest of the truckload magically stacked itself in the appropriate location.
The storage area was a little tight; there was room for all the The Book boxes, but only some of the detail manuals would fit. Saturday morning, most of The Books would move to the seminar reception area so we could fill in the hole with the rest of the detail manuals. No sweat; we could always replenish on the fly.
The crew left a seed packet in the pile. We put in a node and shield; for sure and no one was going to walk away with anything.
The Convention Center would supply the entire sound system (wireless microphones), projector system and all that. All we had to do was show up with the computer to hook into the projection system.
Let it roll. We were as ready as we were going to be.
Majella and her husband Rory appeared on our doorstep. It was going to be a good evening!
Rory was a finance executive for a good-sized semiconductor R&D facility in Arcadia. Yeh, he was one of us like Majella. They were in their mid-40s and full of energy.
Well, this called for an outside dinner — the Bahamas would do just fine. Grin. Kate had set up reservations so we zipped off around 5:15 to a nice 4-star on a beach.
The social secretaries had forewarned Majella and Rory so they were dressed “properly.” My Hat Ladies were dressed properly, too, with acres of cleavage and enough nipple-flashes to keep Rory’s and my interest for a long time.
Our garble shield kept us private while we dined and chattered away. Rory was well-versed in Irish (the Sorcerer’s trick had helped) so that’s what we used.
I asked her, “So, Majella, how’s the priest business doing nowadays?”
She laughed and said, “I have this feeling it’s going to get a lot busier. What with us expanding the Clann, Rosheen matching up people and you waving your staff around — both of them — I’ll be busy.”
Both were somewhat content doing what they were doing. Majella was getting a bit tired of handling so much petty stuff, though. “It seems to be the same stuff day after day. It gets done a lot faster than through the regular courts, but there’s not much adventure.”
Rory was pretty much the same. He enjoyed the finance end but not all the turf wars, indecisions and poor management.
I didn’t even have to mention it. Kate said, “How about you talk with Ben Talbert? We may be having some interesting stuff coming down the line Real Soon Now.”
They were definitely intrigued.
In the honoring room, Majella was a wonderful, passionate lover. She told me, “Being in the public eye so much does has its disadvantages. Rory and I love being a bit kinky, but we have to watch it.”
We «peeked» on Rory with the bondmates. Well, I guess kinky is in the eye of the beholder. With Marge around, there could be lots of kink. He was surviving, so we decided not to worry and turned our attention to being a bit kinky ourselves.
A couple billion klicks above the Solar System’s plane was a reasonable place to hold a gab-fest. It did give some perspective on things, especially how fragile a planet could be in the right circumstances.
Rory told us, «“I’ve got memories of being in battles which tore planets apart like they were dust balls and of civilizations who’d destroy a solar system like we swat a mosquito. I suppose it could happen here, too. That’s one reason I’ll support the idea of the safe havens and colonies the Core has been tossing around lately.”»
I told them, «“Pretty soon now we’ll be doing a lot less tossing and a lot more acting. We’re setting up separate companies for R&D and manufacturing, mainly for technologies and such we either remember or can dig out of the Moon Base — or is it Bob’s Weekend Palace?”»
Well, they had lots to think about. Me, I was thinking either or both could find a place with the new Skunk Works or manufacturing company. Time would tell.
Kathleen
(Friday 7/7)
Friday was kind of a relax day. We looked over the latest and greatest at the Skunk Works and chatted with Ana. Evin had put down a $5,000 hold on the lease at the JRD office building; we were waiting to fire up a corporation or two before we got into it.
The books the Skunk Works brought back were warmed up, and there were several people looking them over. Of course we put our eyeballs on them too.
With the idea the language was right-to-left and top-to-bottom, the text looked, em, interesting. There was a definite repetition of symbols, and the letters(?) were plain rather than decorative or pictographic like Arabic or Chinese. On the other hand, we had no experience of a non-Western language or fonts, so what did we know?
There were lots of pictures to go with the text. They’d decided already the books started at the “back” and went to the front to go along with the right-to-left.
Henry told us, “This one looks a good deal like a child’s primer. The ‘A is for Apple’ type.” Yeh, there was a picture of something (Who knows? An animal of some sort?) and a short phrase below it. About 50 pages later, there was an obvious numeric section. A blank picture, a symbol. One dot, another symbol and so on up to 10 symbols. 11 dots and the second and first symbol together.
Henry said, “Probably base ten. They’ve got a zero, and base ten is easy to shift the decimal for an order of magnitude. Notice what I’d say are page numbers run along the bottom just as the symbols do. Should be straightforward if the premise is correct.”
Valerie told us, “We found a linguist, too. She should be in here tomorrow; she’ll wet her panties when she sees this stuff.”
Amanda called Bob on his cell phone. Of course I «listened» in through his ear. “The documents to transfer a million dollars of various shares just went out to Mesa. With all the tax messing around, we’ll both make out like an Irishman on St. Patrick’s day; in this year’s taxes alone, we’ll save over a half million because we don’t have to pay the capital gains. Any other ideas?”
Bob told her, “Keep that idea in mind, Amanda. We might well be setting up another Waystation here in Los Angeles County. It would probably be able to use a hefty injection of funds.”
Bob
Megan appeared for dinner. I somehow got the idea my social secretaries wanted to cash in her Soo Laid before it gathered too much interest. Me complain? Hardly. I’d had my eye on those sweet-lookin’ hills on her chest for several weeks.
She was doing great! With her memories flooding back, her maturity had been soaring ever since she’d been enhanced. She told us, “I know I’ll still be going to school. My folks are pretty mundane, but I’ve been pumping them up for a couple weeks.
“They’re exchanging thoughts and concepts between them; they just think they’re really getting along well. They think very little of me running around with the Brain Trust and really like Dan and Art.
“Yeh, they have some thoughts I might be doing the deed with them, but they’re not worried. Bob’s reputation goes a long way. They haven’t had one racist thought about Dan being Black or Art being Hispanic; it’s never come up.”
They had a threesome enhancement team running. They’d run five newbies through the mill already up to the teleportation checksheet, had six they were working with on the training checksheet and a dozen they were enhancing. She told us, “No lack of work, for sure. We kids appreciate the income, too. Not big bucks like you guys, but it buys some nice clothes and rents some DVDs.”
She sure wasn’t spending it on bras. If she was, she’d have to have been buying a larger one every couple days. She was delightfully, em, enhanced without being top-heavy in any respect.
I put The Question to her. She laughed, flushed and told me, “YES! Don, Art and I have been practicing since school’s been out. They’ve been very selflessly dedicated to ensuring I was ready for the Sorcerer’s Grip and Wand. Maybe, if I’m really ‘unlucky,’ I’ll run into the Rod of Chastisement too.”
Answered that unasked question.
In the honoring room, she was sweet and fiery. I thought I’d have to be careful with her 11-year-old body, but she squirmed herself right down onto the Wand without a moment’s hesitation. Dayum!
Taking the Cullen analogy, we started right out with some solid base hits and graduated in a half hour to wonderfully-intense home runs. We stretched it out to a very nice walk on the beach where we surfed some gentle waves from the ocean of admiration and love.
Her sweet breasts were perfect handfuls for the Grip and delicious mouthfuls for taste-testing. They tasted and felt wonderful!
She asked if Kat could join us. “I’ve only tried Valerie and Cynthia this lifetime, and I’ve been having some, em, interest.”
Well, Kat wasn’t all averse to helping a sweet young lady expand her horizons. Megan almost went delirious when she saw Kat’s ready-and-willing clitoris. “Yes! Pretty please! Can I kiss it?”
Permission grudgingly (yeh, right) granted, she demonstrated either a lot of native talent, good coaching or some really good memories. Kat was in full scream within five minutes. Seems Megan’s tongue was quite long, somewhat prehensile and able unerringly to locate her G-spot. Yeh, the grand slam took us on the start of a good tour of the Asteroid Belt.
Sean
(Saturday 7/8)
Let’s rock and roll! With our laptop (and spare), we zipped down to the Convention Center at 7:00. We had two hours before the scheduled start.
Melissa ported down the CDs and Goal Hierarchy cards on top of the pile of manuals. We were nice enough to remove the shield over the pile before the Fillmore folk started to haul stuff away.
They’d set up tables with a small computer network, printers and lots of other paraphernalia. They spread The Book cartons behind all the tables so they could be passed out as the attendees registered. Once The Book cartons were gone from the pile, Melissa ported down the rest of the detail manual cartons. Now we had our entire inventory here.
BB got behind the stage, set up our laptop and checked out the projection system. It worked as we expected and looked fine. It was a back-projection screen so anyone in front wouldn’t cast a shadow. It did seem a bit odd for a while to see our slides projected some 25 feet high.
We each got a wireless FM mike and stashed spare batteries backstage. We were recording — Rita had suggested it; we would offer recordings in several formats after the seminar.
We ensured our Cullen Enterprises name badges were very visible and our bowlers on firmly. Time to mingle.
We watched the first batch of attendees register. Most of them had the verification printout from the registration web site; some had forgotten them and others were walk-ins. In any case, the registrar either entered their information (walk-ins) or looked up their names and verified their company or other information (in case some had the same name).
They’d print up a name badge and hand out a The Book. If the attendee desired, they printed up another sticky-back label with the person’s name, phone, etc., the attendee could stick right on the cover — they wouldn’t get lost so easily that way. If the person had a business card and desired it, they got a sticky-back holder for the cover into which they could slide their card. Amazing how those fit right into “holes” in the cover art. Grin.
The attendee got an agenda and an additional information packet which had some of the other services CE offered. Included were the Goal Hierarchy and Org Chart workshops, individual consulting and references to other, related services and our seminar-end survey. Sheila’s company and name were under both Investing and Insurance.
We did as much gestalt-and-glad-hand as we could, considering how fast people were flowing in. We wanted to be able to call each person by name from the stage. Gimmicky? Yeh, but they’d remember.
We kept an eye on the totals tally. By 8:30, there’d been 1,480 pre-registered and 300 walk-ins. Full house, I’d say. Rita and Duane both watched over things and helped out with questions as needed. They were smiling and happy.
At 8:55, I announced over the sound system, “We’ll be starting right on time at 9:00, so please take your seats and get comfortable.”
Show time! I had the first round. “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Cullen Enterprises Business Policy seminar. If you don’t fall into either category, you are welcome anyway. The policies you’ll be learning about don’t care if you’re male, female or any combination or if you’re 10 years old or 100. They’ll work for you.”
I brought out the Hat Ladies in their business suits. “These are my associates, the Hat Ladies. Please treat them as you would me. You’ll notice the height-challenged one appears to be quite young. Don’t let it fool you; she knows exactly what she’s doing. Treat her as you would treat me, and you’ll be spared her sharp tongue; I’ve got scars myself from crossing her.”
That got a decent laugh, but it got Marge positioned where we wanted. I continued, “You’ll probably notice four of us are Irish. The lovely blonde lady is not, but you’ll not worry about that in the least once you hear her. Her sister Melissa will be a presenter at the next seminar.”
The Hat Ladies left the stage, and I was on. I went right into the first slide about truth is what works. I asked for questions right after. Maybe someone had been primed, but one lady in the back asked about the hats.
Great! I said, “Janice Bowlin from Walnut. California, you are a winner!” I tossed a bag of M&Ms five hundred feet to her and went into Attracting Attention.
Between my laser pointer, being able to manipulate the slides directly from the keyboard with «touches» and figuratively having eyes in the back of my head, I never had to turn my back to the audience or even look at the screen. Perfect.
We had a couple shotgun mikes rigged up, and one of the off-duty speakers would aim it. When we’d call for questions, the speaker would pick a person, «cue» the mike for aiming and say, “Mike Dawson from Silver Lake, what’s your question?” The questioner could have their moment of fame.
I’d done my time so I turned it over to BB. She took off without the least hesitation or stumble. Same with Eileen, Kate and Marge.
They did great! They didn’t forget a thing. Pick out a person in the audience, talk directly to them with full attention and intention and let the others listen. Next sentence, phrase or thought, go to another in a different part of the hall. By the time the seminar was over, we wanted each person to feel we’d talked directly to them at least once rather than droning on to some mass of flesh.
No “speaker” voices, either. My ladies had normal, “I’m talking to you like we’re alone” voices without any artificialities. By the time I was halfway through, we’d all figured out how fast this particular audience could take the information and tuck it way.
No reading the slides, either. While none of us had to look at them, every person there had the same information right in front of them in their own manual. It would have been an insult to their intelligence to hear what they could read off the page or the screen. Not even the English as a Second (Third, etc.) Language got it read to them.
We walked back and forth along the stage front, right in their faces. We were maybe 10 feet from the first row of tables. Just by putting our attention out over the audience with a light «link», every attendee felt we were there for them, not just “doing a gig.” All of us walked out into the audience several times and asked questions or talked to people directly.
Marge went over just like the rest. She had an advantage; being not even 3 feet tall yet, her head didn’t cover any part of the screen as she went back and forth. Her voice transmitted well over the sound system; her 40-plus years of teaching experience came through well. After the first couple of minutes, everyone took her very seriously.
We tossed out a lot of M&Ms and asked questions of our own, “Ralph Edwards of Lost Hills, who is Richter Enterprises’ primary customer for the Finance Department?”
We were instructing and teaching, not lecturing. With our link, we knew when at least 80% had “gotten it” so we could go on.
We had an hour’s lunch break at noon. Each of us ducked away for a few minutes to suck something down while the others stayed available on the floor for anyone with questions. We had about fifteen people who were more interested in learning something or getting some direction than in feeding their faces. In return, we autographed the title page of their manual.
After lunch, we started in again at 1:00. Eileen led off and did her part superbly. By 4:00, we’d rotated through the speakers again, and Kate started the question period.
Yeh, there were plenty, and she handled each perfectly. Some just needed a quick flash of a slide (As they’d practiced, a couple new ones showed up.), others a reference to the exact The Book section, page, paragraph and sentence, and the rest to the appropriate detail manual — with section, page, paragraph and sentence if needed. All without a moment’s hesitation.
Kate went for ten minutes then Marge took over and Eileen finished up. Not one question did they have to refer to me or defer for research. We cut off the questions at 4:40, and I got the floor again.
After I asked them to do the survey (for a promised goody), I punched up the start-up aspect. “Probably 80% of you here today have no business experience beyond holding a job or maybe lots of jobs. You might want to strive for something new, escape the humdrum of your current life or job or to prove to yourself you’ve got the guts to strike out on your own.
“Take a hard look at it. Do the study checksheet[1] the first thing then apply it. Get the detail manuals and study everything. Everything you study, question it and yourself as to how you can apply it to making a viable business out of developing and showing prize-winning rutabagas, designing and producing the next iPod or creating a nation-wide chain of bookmark stores. The data is there. Make it your knowledge and understanding, then apply it.
“Yes, you might fail; life isn’t that predictable. Life is fair, though; it gives you exactly the same opportunity it gave Bill Gates, A.L. Williams and Donald Trump. Even if you do fail — this time — you’ll know you had the understanding and the guts to give it the best shot you had. So do it.
“Art Williams said it best, ‘The primary difference between winners and losers is the winners, they do it. They do it and do it and do it and do it until the job gets done. Then they can talk about how wonderful it is to be somebody special.’ Now, show yourself how special you can be.”
The Hat Ladies came out in their kilts and started an Irish jig. I did a quick change and joined them in ten seconds to close the show. Now every time someone saw a redhead, someone with freckles, a Black Irish (like Gabriel Byrne) or an Oriental they’d think, “The Book!” and “Be someone special!”
Eileen
We were wound up tighter than a Scotsman’s purse (We Celtics are allowed to make these jokes.). Only Marge and Sean had any experience with large audiences and the excitement they could bring. Now we all knew. We knew we’d done a good job, especially after Sean gave us a solid spirit-hug and told us, «“You were wonderful! Superb! Totally professional and extremely effective! You’re my Best Girl, Bestest Lady, Best Ladies and I love you all to pieces.”» Warmed up our hearts and a couple other places, it did!
We mixed and mingled, glad-handed, signed manuals and told people they could do what they wanted. We didn’t spare Melissa, either. The only reason she hadn’t been part of the show was she hadn’t practiced the presentation.
Marge handled the height challenge by sitting on a table while she was talking with people. We spotted Ben, Nora, Roy, Mercedes, Carl, Debbie and several people from JRD companies. Great!
By 5:30, the last of the attendees were out of the hall, and there were a bunch standing at the tables out front buying CDs, detail manuals, more The Books, trading their surveys for the goody card and signing up for the audio recording.
While the seminar was going on, Rita and Duane had their people move up the detail manual cartons and CDs to behind the reception tables. One The Book isn’t very heavy, but put the 12 detail manuals together in a pretty good-sized box and you’ve got a fair weight of paper.
They had a UPS terminal right there; someone could ship any of the materials back home so they didn’t have to carry it. At the end, over 400 people had shipped something, so that was pretty successful.
Since a box of detail manuals was so heavy, Rita and Duane had hired a dozen high-schoolers to tote them to the attendees’ cars. Each had a hand truck and could make a trip to the parking garage and back in ten minutes. Usually, they got a several-dollar tip along with their wages.
All the attendees were gone by 5:50. Final tallies: 1,832 attendees, all the extra The Books sold (150 more ordered), all the detail CDs sold (125 more ordered), 860 detail manual sets sold, 1,724 surveys turned in and 812 audio recordings ordered.
The high-schoolers took the extra manuals back to the storage area. Melissa collected the surveys and made them vanish back home. After the extra manuals were stored, they vanished, too.
We had a final talk with Rita and Duane. Duane told us, “We had the normal glitches in the morning about the tables and power, but it was all routine. We cheated and listened in a lot; hope you don’t mind.”
We didn’t mind. We’d seen several of the local people they’d hired listening, too.
Rita told us they’d probably have most of the accounting wrapped up in a week. “With the way you did your presentation, I doubt if we’ll have more than a couple returns. There were only 75 no-shows from the pre-registration. As soon as we’ve got the next couple times and locations locked down, we’ll send them an email or letter.”
Sounded good. We said our goodbyes, thanked all the other people who’d worked that day and headed back to OTL.
We had a quick shower and collapsed in the office for a few minutes. Dayum, we were still on major adrenaline rushes. BB asked Sean, “I feel so wound up I could run Big Ben for a hundred years. Do you get used to it after a couple times?”
Sean grinned and told us, “Yes and no. You’ll get used to the presentation and will end up being quite comfortable delivering it. You’ll have almost no attention on the mechanics and can put the rest on the audience. I’d say if you’re not pretty dayum well wound up at the end as we are now, you weren’t excited enough. That means your seminar clients didn’t get your best.
“The data’s in the manuals. Someone could order a copy from the CE web site, study it then do their best to apply it. It may or may not work. The seminar gives not only more live examples and thought-provoking questions but also the feeling the attendee is not alone. He gets the real feeling others ‘believe’ it will work plus knowledge others have made it work and it bolsters his confidence.
“With confidence in the data and at least some confidence in knowing it works, he’s got a lot better opportunity to make it all work for him. Our job is to ramp up the excitement to such a degree it fires up their own determinism to make themselves special and do something with it. The seminar fee, travel expenses and optional materials are a trivial drop in the bucket compared to what he can make.”
We got dressed and went to dinner in Cancun. Passports? We didn’t need no stinkin’ passports to get back into the U.S.
It still took us a couple hours to wind down. Melissa said, “I got wired just listening. It’ll probably be worse when I’m doing it myself.” We agreed with her. We’d noticed a lot — well over 80% — of the attendees had been very excited when they’d left.
After dinner, we let Melissa go so she could harass the N&Bs some more. I don’t know what they did, but we piled into our Custom Cloud Cushion, shared some sweet kisses and caresses then left our bodies to sleep it off. Who needs drugs to get high?
Kathleen
(Sunday 7/9)
We did our best to be lazy, but it was a challenge. Bob and I studied the RRK holdings reports Amanda had supplied. Dayum, with all the real estate it controlled plus the real estate the temps were finding (probably more in the in-basket), we had land, land and buildings, farmland, desert, swamp and just about any other combination you could think of scattered around the world.
Mario snatched us a summary from the JRD server on what they’d found so far of Evin’s and my properties. In about an hour, we had a map of the U.S. with points in green, red and blue for JRD companies, Evin’s and my holdings and RRK holdings.
Not bad, there were clusters around Las Vegas, Dallas and Albuquerque. Sherry pointed out, “For what it’s worth, they’re all in year-round climates — summer heat doesn’t stop transportation — and near major airports and Interstates. Something to keep in mind for manufacturing and distribution. R&D locations could probably be most anywhere since we’re not talking much transportation.”
Yeh. While there was no real reason everything had to be based in the U.S., at least we were somewhat familiar with it. On the other hand, Asia had very cheap labor, and we had some land there. Well, that’s why we have experts; let them make a recommendation.
Mario tucked the new information onto the server and everyone took off for some fun.
Bob and I zipped out to Moorpark for a round of golf. He behaved himself and only «licked» me three times. At least it wasn’t while we were running full-speed in the cart.
I pulled off an 88 while he tagged along with a 95. He got that because I was able to coach him in some course management. Grin.
We got back home, got our showers and relaxed in the Jacuzzi. Note: Get a bigger pump for the water jets. Real big grin.
We snagged Megan, Dan and Art and took everyone to dinner. Bermuda wasn’t bad, even if it was a bit humid. Megan and I eyed each other and grinned a lot. She whispered to me, «“They’re going to get lots of workouts — starting tonight. Hope we’ll have time for the enhancements; we’ve got 75 on the queue now.”»
Dan and Art were blissfully unaware of the fate in store for them. Lambs to the slaughter!
Riona and the other Education Officers had talked Mario into setting up an enterprise-wide member database on the very-secure JRD server. Knowing Riona, I figured she’d offered him some interesting, em, fringe benefits.
With about 25 dumb, cheap computers on a dedicated network, as someone got enhanced, the trainer would enter their information into the database. Since the trainers had spent time with each newbie, they’d gotten a good idea of any special talents or training so those could be put in at the same time. That was the main reason for the database.
Ben or any of the Skunk Works folk could do a quick query on the database and come up with anyone available who had expertise in, say, electrical power systems. Mario said, “They’ve tentatively structured about twenty different teams so far. Some might have only one or two people and the largest one so far has been ten. Everyone’s hot to trot.”
Anyone could also use one of the “terminals” for queries, logging confidential materials in and out, entering/updating our confidential material and so on. Mario and Maggie were handling backups so we weren’t concerned about those.
Yeh. Speaking of hot to trot, our Babies Within got a good drenching that night. We must be doing something right, because they were really growing!
Sean
(Sunday 7/9)
This was going to be a lazy day. We decided the next week would be as much vacation as we could get in with the minimum of work.
So, we packed up our swimming suits (Melissa was at the N&Bs, probably working off her Soo Laid.) and zipped over to the Arms to raise some ruckus. The first action was to harass Eavan for a half hour.
She was doing great. She’d almost finished her teleportation checksheet. Yeh, she and Ben had talked, too. She was spending most of her available free time digging into the various devices in the Moon Base. Then again, when one has 24/7 available, that can be a lot of free time.
She told us, “There’s tons of fascinating stuff. We can tell already the computers work on different principles than our semi-conductor RAM and CPUs. We want to get the air temperature and pressure back up so we can put the juice to them and see what happens.”
Smoke testing, eh? What with all the new ones of us getting enhanced along with the coming Skunk Works companies, we’ll probably make progress.
The weekend manager’s duties aren’t very arduous so we talked Eavan into sitting with us for breakfast. The place was half-full; a quick «check» told us about 70% were outsiders rather than guests. Shit. We were on vacation; knock off the shop-talk! It was Melissa’s hat anyway.
We headed for the swimming pool; we wanted to swim rather than soak in our Jacuzzi. We changed quickly, selected a group of chairs for our towels and dove in.
We stayed away from our underwater air cylinders but used the eye goggles. No reason for anyone to wonder; they’d wonder enough just looking at the Hat Ladies!
Speaking of such, Marge looked great! She had very-nicely proportioned waist and hips along with a great chest, legs and face. I’d noticed before but hadn’t noticed. Her head was still plenty large in proportion to her body, but it wasn’t noticeable because you were checking out the rest.
I asked her, «“Marge, how much of what we see is your body and how much is hologram?”»
«“About 80% hologram. The lengths of the torso are mine so I don’t have to cover the legs and hips hinging at a different place. Most of the rest is built up or in as needed. Do you approve?”»
«“Yum. With or without the hologram, you’re a gorgeous woman!”»
«“Prrrr. Best Godfather Sean!”»
«“Best Girl!”»
I had my suspicions about her suit, too. They all confessed they weren’t wearing any suits; they were all holograms.
I told them, «“More major yums! Betcha that won’t stop you from shopping, though.”»
«“You’re learning, Sean. Another ten or fifteen years, and you might have some faint glimmering.”»
The only shop stuff we did was pass off the seminar surveys to the young-uns. I talked with Deidre (who happened to be the only one who wasn’t, em, involved at the time). She told me, «“Go ahead and work with Ted on all this sort of stuff. We decided he’d make the best team leader for us young-uns. That way, you’ve got a single contact point for most everything. If I recall correctly, The Book talks about that very point.”»
She was right, of course. Clever niece! Ted was an excellent choice, too. Besides being competent, he wasn’t a Cullen. It meant he hadn’t been browbeaten all his life by the nieces and nephews or the Cullen Sisters. If need be, he could beat some butts to maintain order. On the other hand, I wouldn’t put it past any of the young-uns not to enjoy some butt-beating. Each to his own!
I did get to Ted after a couple hours. He was more than willing to take on the survey tallies. Then again, $45 an hour to the ones doing it didn’t hurt, either.
We cooked in the sun, bleached out our skin with the pool chlorine, ate a lot in the restaurant and were as lazy as we could be. The ladies got a lot of overt and covert eyeballs; if they were admiration eyeballs, they got headlights. If they were nasty (too nasty, that is), the owner’s got a month’s impotence or frigidity. Don’t mess with the Hat Ladies!
I observed neither their tops nor bottoms fit exactly; there was a bit of areola or fluff peeking out from time to time. None of my innocent ladies would tease the public, would they?
(Monday 7/10)
Melissa survived Sunday, too. I told her she was on paid vacation like the rest of us, «“Go for the orgies; you don’t have to get up in the morning.”»
She pretended to be indignant but grinned anyway. «“Yeh! The new young-uns look pretty tasty, too.”»
Marge gave us her best innocent look when I accused her of corrupting our newest staff member.
We did a bit of CE work and got it out of the way. Even though it was Melissa’s hat, with her permission Kate ordered the 150 needed The Book manuals from the printer plus an extra 50 for spares. While she was there, she ordered another 2,000 Goal Hierarchy cards; they were cheap. Fillmore would be handling all the back orders so we’d have them slip in the card as an extra since we’d had to back-order.
She ordered 250 CDs (She sent off the updated PDFs from the errors we’d found.). It would require a new master which would take an extra day, but after that we’d be able to get several thousand on a couple days’ notice. Fillmore would handle sending them, too.
We held off on ordering any of the other manuals until we had the dates locked down a bit better. I suppose it was possible Fillmore couldn’t find places. Doubtful, but possible.
Sheila dropped by to update our marital finance situation. Lena had handled our wills, so that part was a done deal. Eileen and I got a joint life insurance policy with Bridget as the beneficiary. It wouldn’t hurt, and if CE and I went dead broke, Bridget still had a fall back position if our bodies died.
Speaking of Marge, she and Sheila eyeballed each other. Sheila drooled a bit over Marge’s “new look” and Marge drooled right back at her rack. They both busted up laughing for a couple minutes.
Sheila told us, “Well, I might have found the right guy. I’d recruited him into the business then discovered he was one of us. So, we might have to channel Marge’s lust off onto some other poor sucker, uh, deserving lady.”
Good on her! She told us, “My office manager just told me we’ve gotten fifty calls so far this morning about insurance and investments. You got something you haven’t told me, Sean?”
I confessed we’d put her name down as a reference for insurance and investments. Sheila tied her ears in a knot behind her head and told me, “For that, I’ll make an exception. I’ll make a talk with your social secretaries.”
Kate was quick to tell her there was no need for an exception, “Besides, we should honor your new man, too. Obviously he’s either Clann or going to be.”
Yeh. Bet any man Sheila glommed onto would be someone special. Anyway, Sheila had other appointments stacked up, so she went off to help some more families.
Kathleen «talked» with Eileen for a couple minutes. The silver-tongued Hat Lady sold JRD ten detail manual sets at full pop of $300 each. She had a check in hand from Siobhan in four minutes, and JRD had their manuals a minute later. Not bad.
The Hat Ladies took off to Nora’s to get Marge fitted for some new clothes. Yep, even with holograms available, they were going shopping.
When they got back (full of chatter about the goodies they’d gotten and ordered), we lay around, practiced transforming Geeser with holograms and were generally lazy. Besides, we had to rest up for the Clann Reynolds meeting; Marge hinted there’d be some interesting stuff come up.
Kathleen
(Monday 7/10)
Monday morning, Bob and I ported the safe deposit box from the Arizona bank to our dining room table. Bring the mountain to Muhammad!
It was one of the big ones and was stuffed full. Dayum, more real estate deeds and papers, gems, two hundred bars of platinum, more comic books and cards and $250,000 in cash.
Well, we knew what to do with the papers; they went to our temp team’s in-basket. The platinum, cash and gems (a couple million bucks?) went into our stash below the house, and we bundled the collectibles to take over to Collectible Arts for the Fs to drool over.
I ported the empty box back and made a note to close the account. No reason to spend the money for an empty box.
I got the information and keys to the other three storage areas Evin had discovered. Mario, Sherry, Bob and I zipped over to the one in Phoenix with the automobiles.
The door was very stubborn like it hadn’t been opened in a long time. It groaned and complained but yielded to our «touch».
There was lots of furniture and four automobiles up on blocks. Okay. The furniture looked like collectibles; everything was very ornately carved and inlaid. We ported a couple pieces to the back yard to photograph them.
Bob said, “The automobiles are obviously collectibles. Even I know a Cord is valuable. There’s an Edsel, a Rolls-Royce and a Jaguar. Probably dayum near mint condition if I had to take a guess.”
All righty, then! We closed the place up and zipped back home. Bob took pictures of the furniture there and ported it back. Sorry, they were too ornate even for us wimmin’s tastes.
One by one the automobiles appeared then disappeared after a long scrutiny. Bob and Mario drooled over them while Sherry and I soaked up some sun. Everyone has their toys.
We decided the titles, bills of sale, etc. for all the stuff was probably in one of the piles of paper from the various safe deposit boxes. There was another box in New York City to exhume; we’d get to it next week.
Okay. We’d slacked off on studies after graduation but had some more to do fairly lively. The four of us decided to spend a couple hours a day scanning the CE detail manuals then doing a formal study. If we were insisting on getting them into JRD, RRK and the new SW companies, we should know what we were advocating.
We had a quick «talk» with Eileen. In their opinion, the first seminar had been a tremendous success. She told us, «“We’re all still a bit high from it.”»
She was more than willing to sell JRD ten sets of detail manuals. I «talked» with Siobhan who cut a check and ported it over to them. In five minutes total elapsed time, we had four sets sitting on our den table. Beat that, UPS!
We found spots for them in the den bookcases and spent several hours skimming. Lots of good stuff!
Bob
Clann Meeting time. Mother’s dining room was packed with at least 60 bodies and over 100 spirits «looking» over shoulders. Must be something interesting going to happen. Me, I’m just the Ceann and am usually the last to get informed of anything. Grin.
Mary Shinto was first up. “Well, the stem cells seemed to have done their job.” She showed off her right thumb. “We think the nail will toughen up more and the strength will go up as I exercise it. I’m carefully avoiding ‘thinking’ so it’ll be a fair test.”
She slipped off her blouse and displayed two perfect breasts. “Yes, the nerves and everything are back. If you can drag your eyes off my boobs, you’ll also notice all the scars are gone, the nose and cheekbone are ‘normal’ and the skin is pretty damn good.”
Unknown spirit: «“And you can rest assured Sam is running stringent Quality Control checks very frequently.”»
Good chuckle. Mary flushed a little and said, “Well, this is R&D, right? You’ve got to monitor the experiments and gather the proper metrics.” Five people around Sam patted him on the back and complimented him on his dedication to science.
Mary continued, “So, this gives us successful runs on older bodies and pubescent bodies. As far as we can tell, a lot can be done with the decision process before the stem cells are needed. We’ll probably use the stem cells for replacing major items.
“For now, we’re calling the stem-cell regeneration a qualified success — time will tell — and recommending the ‘think’ process to start anything. How about a good round of applause for Ana, the Drs. Gold and the oversight committee!”
Yes! They got a round for a good minute.
Ana got up for a bit. “Remember that Frank, Thelma and Mary risked quite a bit doing this. That’s why we do clinical studies.
“Now on another note. You recall Ben talking about the «touch» filters. We’ve done successful experiments on our long-suffering animals. We can install filters by the liver, heart or pretty much anywhere in the body to filter out blood-stream organisms or compounds. If there’s a specific location needing attention such as genital herpes or an internal cancer, we can run a filter over it several times — so the body can recover between passes — and remove it completely.
“Start coarse then get finer. Especially in the blood-stream filters, we’ve successfully stacked or ganged several filters in series so an organism such as a virus and its toxic byproducts are removed at the same time.
“Looks like we’ve got another winner! We probably won’t do it often; our studies on the limited population of old-timer ones of us indicates the body will handle a lot of stuff even without ‘thinking’ it away or with stem cells. Probably with the general predisposition towards good health, a minor illness will simply run its course.
“We’re keeping a close eye on Bridget, George and Dermot whether they know it or not. Lots of children have the ‘usual’ childhood diseases and develop resistance through antibodies. We’re not going to shortcut that natural process.
“Being in control of themselves and to a great extend their bodies, we’ve decided to let the bodies do what’s needed. Any of you folk with kids know what a trial it appears to be to go through some colic, an ear infection and similar childhood diseases.
“Both George and Bridget have had ear infections. A ‘normal’ baby would have been screaming for a couple of days. George and Bridget reported a minor pressure discomfort and a small amount of pain.
“Baby bodies seem to have three levels of comfort. Completely happy baby, very mild discomfort like being a bit chilly and I’m-dying-in-agony. It has little to do with what’s actually happening.
“So we’re recommending a quick checkout for an illness. If it’s a ‘natural’ one, we’ll probably recommend letting it run. If it’s a new one or extremely virulent, we’ll do something about it.
“So, the moral is, your bodies are not invulnerable. We’ve got protection against physical trauma and general diseases but are still as susceptible as anyone else to fast-acting neurotoxins or chemicals and some biological warfare. Be smart and don’t swallow sewer water!”
Maura Nolan told us about the Waystation project, “We’ve found some decent sites and have at least lip support from a lot of organizations and municipal governments. When Sean established the Mesa project, he spent a solid four months of his own time.
“Granted, it was a pilot, and we know one hell of a lot more now. Lots of ‘ifs’ here in L.A. though. None of us can afford to spend full-time on the project, so we’re going to have to train and delegate, possibly to mundanes. Clanns Cullen and Reynolds will probably have some more discussions on how to go about it.
“The surveys show it’s both needed and wanted along with some desirable locations. On the other hand, with our drive for Clann expansions, we might just run across the perfect match for someone to head it all up. Keep it in mind while you’re training or tagging someone and ensure it gets into their special abilities list on the database.”
Well, it was time to talk a bit about RRK Inc. I gave them a quick rundown on the inheritance chain while carefully leaving out the dreaded Name. Sherry was depositing tiny amounts of liquid waste into her panties while she tried not to laugh. Maybe she was plotting some payback for Kat and me plopping her bare butt on the bathroom floor?
I told them, “So, we now have another possibly very valuable resource. There’s several Potentials in the current staff, the BoD is entirely Talented and Charles Tanner is starting up a Clann in the area. With interlocking executives, we’ll probably be able to coordinate a lot of effort between RRK and JRD.
“My long-term outlook is towards the safe havens and colonies. The consensus among the JRD Exec Strata and the new RRK BoD seems to be the same. Sean appears to have much the same think if I’m not mistaken. Just like an Goal Hierarchy, the business decisions we make will need to align with that goal.”
Maggie had requested some time, so I gave her the floor. She climbed up on the table (while giving everyone a good look at her cute butt in green panties) and talked a bit. No cuties right now, just “plain” Bridget.
“George and I are pretty much the same right now. We’ve ‘thunk’ our bodies into some advanced physical maturity so we can walk, talk and pretty much pass as Little People — with a little «touch» help. Not too bad for seven months old, right?”
Her hair went very-curly blonde, and she gave us a quick rendition of Shirley Temple’s “Good Ship Lollypop.” Really fun.
“We’re probably not going to push it much from now on. We’re pretty mobile and can fake a lot of stuff so there’s no reason to force things too much. Yeh, we probably could do some drastic growing in a couple of weeks, but it wouldn’t gain us much.
“Anyway, how many of you tuned in on the Cullen fertility rites?” We got an affirmative from everyone there.
Maggie continued, “Notice the sound and the visual enhancements? Those were all mentally created.”
She talked briefly about holograms and transducers. Holy crap! She wasn’t done yet, either. Remote viewing with transducers and/or nodes and two-way «touches»! Yowsah! Just what some of us had been looking for!
She cautioned us, “We did some research and decided there is a discernible difference between the two-way «touches» and physical perceptions with bodies. Each will have its uses.”
The Skunk Works would be putting out technical bulletins on technology like these they’d discovered. While they wouldn’t be required as part of initial training, they’d be Real Good Things to know about.
She had a last note, “We’ve got a lot of technical stuff. The main thing we wanna caution you about is cookbooking. Look at a cookbook sometime. An amateur cook, which most of us are, would look at a recipe, substitute something and give it a shot. Sometimes it’ll work and sometimes it won’t. Pure rote work.
“With these technologies, we want you to think. The training, teleportation and other checksheets are designed to enable you to understand the technologies from the ground up without cookbooking the results.
“For example, the filters Ben and Ana talked about. The technical bulletin will cover them from the ground up with all the theory. Don’t short-cut the understanding; look at it with your own viewpoints of applying it.
“The Cullen Bondmates, for whatever reason, seem to end up in the Asteroid Belt fairly often. Hehehehe. Sean noticed there’s lots of metal from plain iron up to the extremely rare elements. Can we use a filter to extract and purify? Probably. What if we could supply semiconductor manufacturers with a ready-to-go custom semiconductor substrate at a tenth of the cost they’re currently paying with maybe a day or so lead time? Custom alloys? Pure water from asteroid ice?
“I’ll toot my bondmate’s horn here! This is one reason Kate Hanlon is part of the Skunk Works. She has little technical background but always looks at fundamentals and basics when she asks her ‘dumb’ questions. BB, CE’s resident ‘dumb blonde,’ does the same. Look at fundamentals, basics and whys.
“We’ve all bopped around the Moon Base — or is it The Sorcerer’s Palace? — and marveled at the technologies. Yeh, it is impressive. It may take longer, but we’re going to find out by hook or crook the underlying principles behind everything we can.
“If we can make our own equipment, we might start with attempting to replicate or reproduce something. We’re not going to cookbook anything, though. There’s mechanical teleporters up there. We’re going to find out how and why they work, not just duplicate.
“These are interesting times and hopefully it won’t be a curse, either. Look at things from your own viewpoints. Make the data, knowledge and understanding your own. Truth is what works, and any of us could be the one to ask the question or make the observation which gives us a quantum leap.”
Yeh, we gave her a two-minute ovation while she turned into a miniature torch singer with huge boobs and cleavage and belted out a short song in a wide-spectrum voice with a full orchestral accompaniment — the kettledrums rattled the room. Not quite Leone, but it was fun for everyone.
Ben got his turn. “Thank you, Maggie! Here’s a few quick notes on Skunk Works progress. We’ve got three linguists at work on the language; they’re making excellent progress by anyone’s standards.
“There’s three engineers looking at bringing the atmosphere equipment back on line to warm the place up and get the air back to what’s normal for us. Just one question from Kate gave us a tremendous jump start; she asked, ‘We warm up our Jacuzzi and air inside our home shields with our «touches». Would that work up there?’ Guess what? We’re porting in air gradually and have brought the pressure up several pounds.
“We’re taking it pretty slowly so the equipment will warm up gradually. Just dumping in air from Death Valley at over 100 degrees has raised the air temperature thirty degrees already. Probably once we get the pressure up to ‘normal’ we’ll start «touch» warming.
“Looks like they made their own atmosphere from water, rock, etc. — extract the oxygen and use the hydrogen and other gases for other things — and other basics; once we get things up to a reasonable temperature, we’ll be figuring it out. We’re having a great time!”
They’d also made more real estate discoveries. “Two more power plants by the original area. The circuits trace to the manufacturing area and hangar. One is very similar to the original one we found and brought up; the other one looks like it might be a fusion reactor.
“From the size and composition of the conductors, the fusion reactor could probably supply the entire United States in the middle of the biggest heat wave we’ve ever had. Either the manufacturing machinery just takes a lot of power or they have a lot running at once. There’s stuff in there from the size of a pen up to overflowing a sports arena — seats, parking lot and all. Lots of engineers are crapping their drawers.”
He reported on the spiritual-multimedia, physical training and self-defense. Any of us could probably play back our perceptual memory or “borrow” someone else’s. For now, that would suffice.
They’d “collected” or cataloged several people’s physical training routines. Technical bulletin to follow.
For self-defense, they’d decided to recommend the Krav Maga. “We’re looking for an expert with Potential we can enhance. Even if we never find or develop a ‘mechanical’ thought device, we could still probably bring someone up to a decent level in an extremely short time. Work is in progress.”
Jaysus, still more stuff! Evin told us, “You’ve probably all heard the spirit-rumor we’re going to set up the Skunk Works as a company then spin off a manufacturing company. That’s still in the plan.”
He and the other one of us lawyers had decided to create the companies off-shore. Between the security — keeping attention off Clann members — and taxes, there were lots of advantages. It would just take longer to set up.
No big deal right now. He told us, “JRD’s leased the rest of the floor it’s on plus the entire one above it. We can legally sublet down the line after our companies are set up. In the meantime, there’s space for the initial Skunk Works R&D with a couple hundred people in residence; we’ve already outgrown our medical research lab.”
Pat had something to say, too. “Valerie and I did another scan of Los Angeles and San Bernardino area yesterday. Sensitives are now at 20,000 and that’s excluding the 1,400 we’ve already tagged for enhancement.”
He scowled at the Cullen Sisters and glared at Maggie. He asked, “Now how did that happen? We’ll bet there was some leakage from the fertility rite a couple weeks ago!”
The three accused pointed fingers at each other and loudly (but not very convincingly) proclaimed their innocence. Right. And Megan Foster’s a virgin.
After the general meeting, we had a Clanns Council meeting with all the Clann heads (plus Charles and Nancy from Chicago with John Beal and his wife from Tech Pubs). Yeh, they were already considering creating Clanns. Plenty of work for the implementation team!
We had the decision-makers from each Clann — the Ceann and usually the mates. Yeh, Sean had his entire harem. I’d asked them to get together to ensure we were all agreed on our priorities.
They were. We had maybe a ten-minute discussion and decided: a) Expanding our size and membership was both in progress and very desirable. Let it run full-tilt. b) Each Clann needed a safe haven on Earth, even if it was only for a month or so. c) Off-planet colonies should be investigated (long-term), planned and implemented. d) At the same time we were getting ready to bail out, we wanted to make this world better by being here.
John Beal (Las Vegas area) asked, «“I like the idea of the Skunk Works and the associated manufacturing company. Now, when we come out with something like a home-size fusion reactor for $5,000, lots of governments and companies will be extremely interested in how we managed it. Any thoughts on how we’re going to present these advanced technologies?»
«“I suppose we could use Maggie’s holograms and have some of our youngsters float down in a spaceship as little green men. Plenty of SciFi stories about that.”»
I thought it was an excellent question. That brought up the possibility of governments finding out about the Moon Base (From energy emissions? Normal exploratory flights?), and how we’d handle it. Do we “own” the Moon Base by right of possession?
Caitlin suggested, «“Let’s put our lawyer-types to work on the ownership issue; that’s right up their alley. In addition to the technologies John mentioned, if we’re supplying 100,000 tons of pure nickel, how do we deliver it and account for it? Someone’s going to get nosy.”»
Yeh. Vera pointed out with the massive membership expansion, our existence might well be inadvertently compromised. «“I’m surprised Burbank, Altadena and the rest of Southern California hasn’t been invaded by psychic investigators already. I suppose it’s even possible to deduce our existence just from the phenomena.»
«“If so, and Homeland Security tries to pick some of us up, what’s our plan? While we could simply disappear from custody, that’s rather hard on the home life. Just plead ignorance and ask for our lawyer?”»
Sounded like another job for the lawyers. What the hell, Evin just sits around the office and hits on his secretary anyway.
Nancy Samuelson said, «“Sounds as if we legal beagles have some work to do. As a request, if any of your members are legal folk or as you run across them, get them in contact with me ASAP. Sounds as if we have plenty to organize on that front.”»
BB brought up, «“Seems like we have a ‘Supreme Council’ or Clanns Council here. Since the individual Clanns have a Ceann or leader, we should have a set of officers, too, just to get in some organization. I nominate Bob Reynolds of Clann Reynolds in Burbank for Ceann Ceann. Hehehehe.”»
Rodrigo Fuerte seconded the nomination. Kat whispered to me, «“You will not decline. You wouldn’t like what I’d do to you.”»
No other nominations. I got elected Ceann Squared or whatever. Eileen sympathized with me, though, «“Guess someone has to be the first violinist. We can’t all play the triangle. Hehehehe.”» Shit.
We elected Rodrigo as VP (Gotcha!), Eileen as Secretary and Bill (Got you, too!) as Treasurer. Guess we’ve got another non-profit corporation to set up. Dayum, I thought I had it bad when the only thing I had to worry about was fighting off the Clann Reynolds women!
Kathleen
Sherry was going to bust a gut! Grand Pubah! Most High Supreme Leader. Betcha she, George and Mario’d think up a lot of good titles — not to mention Maggie and the rest of us clowns.
It wasn’t that I wanted my hubby to be the boss; I thought he was the most qualified of all the people I knew. We’d discussed a lot of these topics over the last several months so I figured he had the best handle on the issues. In my mind, his integrity was not the least in doubt.
I was nice to him; I didn’t rub it in — then.
Okay. Bob assigned Nancy to be the lead lawyer for the moment and to get as many of her colleagues as she desired working on the issues. What do we do if a foreign government or a big corporation attempts to kidnap one of us? We needed a common plan of action, for sure.
The game was sure getting bigger all the time. Some wild sleigh ride, right? The hill was getting steeper, and we were going faster. Guess we do have a choice; we could opt out and ignore the entire situation. Yeh, right.
Tuesday was a golf day. Why not? Everything was delegated. We gathered Leone, Mark, the Drs. Gold, Ana and Don, and Bob and me together and headed out. Two foursomes wasn’t bad.
Bob and I teamed with Leone and Mark. We were nice and didn’t «tease» them. Besides, they’d «tease» right back! We started at the familiar DeBell course first thing in the morning then went out to Hanson Dam in the afternoon.
Not too shabby. Both Leone and Mark were 80’s players while Bob was getting there. He pulled off a 92 on the first round and a 93 on the second. I’ll bet he’ll get a lot better after he reads Peltz’s book on course management. I was almost hesitant to recommend it; he might beat me! As if it made a difference.
I ensured the rest of the golfers were aware of Bob’s new High Muckity-Muckness. They got a great laugh out of it and started coming up with Pointy Haired Boss jokes as well as good titles for him. I still liked “Reynolds Palace” as a good name for the Moon Base.
We took everyone to dinner on Catalina Island since it was only a hop (no skip nor jump needed) away. There was good seafood and a lovely steak. The Golds each had a little wine to settle things down.
We were definitely relaxed around each other. Having made torrid love with someone for a night either makes things scary or really loosens someone up. Guess which was the case there.
Mark told us Fillmore was almost ready to show them a promotion plan for their music. “We thought they liked what they heard. It’s pretty hard to shine us on.” Great!
Karen asked The Question I’d been mulling over most of the day, “So, Mark. Are you two going to be shacking up for the next year or so or can we plan another wedding soon?”
Mark turned a little pale while Leone skewered him with a familiar predatory look. His mouth moved a few times, and he scratched his head. He said, “Well, we’ve talked all around it. What with the recording sessions going on and getting with Fillmore, we hadn’t had a chance to talk.”
The waiter was bringing desert — mud pie — so we stopped a moment to let him deliver it and leave.
Leone wasn’t quite sure if she should kill him right there or wait until she had a better chance to hide the body. Then again, she had four friends right there ready to help her at least move the body.
Oscar said, “Eat your deserts before it melts and runs onto your lap.”
We picked up our forks and started. Leone was staring down at her plate and wasn’t doing anything; we looked at it. There was a glistening ring standing upright in the mud pie.
Mark said, “Leone, sweetheart, best student I’ve ever tutored… will you marry me?”
There’s a first time for everything; she was speechless for a couple seconds. She climbed all over him while kissing his face off! I guessed that was a yes. Grin.
We applauded! Yes! Very well-done! The Golds had been in on the whole thing. That didn’t stop Bob and me from laughing, though.
Leone fished out the ring, gave it a little flip (cleaning off with a «touch») then slipped it on. It was a little large, but it shrank a half size and fit perfectly.
She glared at Mark. “Nebish zhlub!” (nerd, looser and crude, unrefined person). She Yiddished him pretty good for a while. Then she glared at the rest of us. “Bet you were all in on it, too! Kucker momzers!” (shit-head bastards).
We got some of her Yiddish wrath for a while. Of course we took it stolidly — I dayum near peed my pants for laughing. Bob and the Golds were wetting down their undies right along with me.
Ah, well. Such an interesting life with friends like these. Bob and I kept our mouths shut; we were betting Oscar still had a line or so. He did, “Wedding? When do I get to dance with the bride?”
Leone and Mark looked at each other. Mark grinned and said, “Most any time. Better not wait too long or I’ll be dancing with four at once when I dance with Kat. And… no more three weekends in a row! I couldn’t even walk for three Sundays!”
Leone laughed and told him, “Good thing you don’t have to be anywhere tomorrow morning because you won’t be walking then, either!”
We finished up with a round of quiet applause and toasted them with sparkling cider. Good. Another match made with the Sorcerer’s skill!
Good news spreads fast on the spiritual bush telegraph. Hopefully Leone and Mark wouldn’t get interrupted too often during the night for congratulations.
Sean
(Tuesday 7/11)
Better Bob than me, but I’d bet we’d be working together a lot. We couldn’t have a better partner.
We were supposed to be on vacation. Ah, well. Maybe we can slip some relax time in yet.
Ted told us, «“The genealogy research is moving along. We’re coordinating with the Donovan and O’Banain young-uns and have agreed on a common software program. Maybe we’ll end up related to them somewhere up the line.»
«“So far, from pictures and diaries we found, we’ve been able to trace the Cullens back to New York and Ellis Island. Apparently we’re among the 3% of the Protestants in Ireland. That’s probably why we tend to be so damn independent. Riona and her crew have traced the Donovans back to Ellis Island about the same time so maybe we’ve got some time line together.»
«“From what we’ve got so far, Clann Cullen was around Kildare, which is just west of Dublin; maybe that’s why we’re using so many Dublinisms! Real Soon Now, we’ll probably have to zip over there to research specific books and such; there isn’t much on line from back then.»
«“We’re going to take several hours one of these nights — if I can break up the young-uns’ lovin’ long enough — and do a scan of the entire island. We’ll look for Cullens, Donovans, etc., and see what we can come up with. Some of the stuff the Skunk Works has come up on finding ancestors will probably help a good deal.”»
No, he wouldn’t tell us what the Skunk Works had come up with. He said they were sworn to secrecy and Marge backed him up. Betcha it’s either really slick or they hadn’t come up with much!
Marge ducked out a bit during the day; they were moving the Skunk Works into the JRD floor, and she wanted to keep her nose into things so they wouldn’t get lost.
When she zipped back around 2:30, she told us, “Lookin’ good. Ben knows enough about traffic flows and such we can work together without being on top of each other.
“Oh, yeh! We did some planetary tracing on the plastic page material — we’re calling it the old SciFi name ‘duro-plast’ because it’s so durable — and found about 500 solid hits. Looks as if there’s a lot of the same alloy used in the structure in the Moon Base right along with it. Barring further investigation, they’re probably old observation or manufacturing facilities. Checking them out should keep us out of trouble for a few days.”
Not much more than a few days; betcha they’d work in some trouble-making somehow. Well, it was something we could check out since we were being so lazy.
Wednesday we “shipped” the 150 back-ordered the books and 125 CDs up to Fillmore. We stuffed the extras in the storage containers along with the 2,000 Goal Hierarchy goody cards the other printer delivered. The storage containers had worked out fine; Eileen’s inventory database matched exactly, so no problems there.
The 2,000 The Book and 1,000 detail manuals had fit okay in the three we had, but there wasn’t much room left. That was easy to fix; Kate hopped up on the Internet and checked availability of more containers from the company we’d used last time.
She told us, “Still 2 grand apiece including delivery. Guess inflation hasn’t crept up that much.”
What the hell. After a three-second discussion, I had her order another six. The bedrock had plenty of room — in fact we might pick another place for safety — and the epoxy paint was pretty inexpensive. It cost maybe $400 in materials to fix up one.
No problem; they’d deliver them to the Tavern parking lot that night. We knew what we’re going to be doing for a couple of days!
Okay, let’s find some spots for the new stuff. While we’re at it, put them in a location east of the California fault lines; I’d hate to have them slide into the ocean along with Sierra Madre.
With a bit of earthquake-hazard research on the Internet, we decided to stick them in an upthrust northwest of Abilene, TX. The map showed negligible earthquake hazard, and it shouldn’t get too wet with a 23" average yearly rainfall.
We checked out the spot the ladies had used to prep the first containers; since there was plenty of room and no signs of anyone having been there since, we decided to use it again.
Eileen and I zipped over and got enough paint to do the job. She chose an interesting color; it reminded me of several “things” which were part of my bondmates’ bodies.
Yeh, hurry up and wait after that. Not to worry, we went shopping for the newest chick-flick DVDs — found five. Well, I knew what Wednesday evening would entail.
I was right. We sat around the den, watched two chick-flicks, teased and petted Geeser («“Do me! Anything, just do me!”») and got all romantic and lovey. We adjourned to the Custom Cloud Cushion and laid long, slow lovings on each other for a couple hours. Now that’s part of a good vacation!
Kathleen
(Wednesday 7/12)
Riona and Alyssa had done some of the genealogy research on the Reynolds and Donovans. I don’t know how they’d found the time between school, Probe Patrol, horny SOs and now being on enhancement teams.
Anyway, Evin and I had turned over all the stuff from the safe deposit boxes which might be related. They’d picked Evin’s, Siobhan’s and Madeleine’s brains for all they remembered and had latched on to copies of birth certificates and other available memorabilia.
With the Reynolds, Elizabeth’s male line was pretty clear back to Reginald Kelly; they’d scavenged data from Mick and Nora about David’s side.
They’d roped the O’Banain SOs in to help, of course, and had gotten together with Rosheen Kelly (not related to RRK — that we knew so far) to agree on genealogy programs and other conventions. That way, they could exchange hints, tips and have file-level compatibility.
They’d joined several family history societies, including the New England Historic Genealogical Society and the Irish Genealogical Foundation. They’d also tapped into (legally, for a wonder) the International Genealogical Index of the LDS. A couple visits to the Family History Library in Salt Lake City were on their schedules, too.
They’d traced Ronnad’s male line back to near Dublin and had some threads going back there. It would require more on-site research to get much more information.
What they had was interesting, at least. Nothing startling so far; no witch-burnings, outright outlaws or other “colorful” stuff. As expected, Elizabeth’s grandparents’ families were a bit, em, eccentric. From what they’d found, “wild women” and “dissolute lives” were just part of their characters.
Dermot was working with them on tracing the jewelry and furniture histories. I turned over the location of the ornate stuff we’d discovered in the storage room; there might be more authentication papers and such in the other safe deposit box.
I hoped they weren’t abusing him too much. I’d heard some delicious spirit-rumors from several women about something called the Dermot Special. Maybe he’d be interested in a campout some night? Hmm. He and Madeleine are on the list. Hehehehe.
Anyway, they were all making progress in their copious free time. It still probably didn’t keep them off the streets at night!
Bob and I shanghaied Mom and Don for another round of golf; we had to drag Don out of the Moon Base (Sorcerer’s Realm?). We hit the Verdugo Hills Golf Course off the I-210 and had a great time.
Babies Within! Mom and I «touched» up our bellies to basketballs and wobbled them around at the guys. At three months along, Mom’s belly had a neat little bulge! Me, I wasn’t even a month along so had nothing to show for all the work Bob and I had put in. Grin.
Yeh, we «looked» Mom’s Babies Within over good. Mom said, “Dunno what sex we’ve got; it’ll probably be another month before we can tell.”
I asked an obvious question, “So, Mom. Is Don keeping up?”
Don put on a haggard look. Mom laughed and said, “Not really. I’ve had to get several emergency assists from some friends. David cringes every time I look at him.”
Bob grinned and said, “Maybe he’ll get an idea of how I feel at times.” Of course he got a sound pummeling for that!
I told Mom, “Maybe Dermot would be interested in a couple campouts. Between you and Linda, you could probably keep him entertained.”
She brightened up and smiled broadly. “Yes! I’ve heard some interesting rumors about his campouts.”
Bob suggested, “How about Tank? He might be interested in an early start on his football conditioning. Endurance training is a part of that.”
Hmm. We could tell Mom was making mental notes. I told her, “You’ve got an entire couple schools full of horny young men who might be willing to do the Lead MILF a small favor.”
Bob said, “And horny young and ‘old’ women all over the place, too. If Sherry told me correctly, there doesn’t seem to be much of an issue there.”
Don looked relieved and Mom laughed. She said, “And maybe I should try a bribe to the Clann social secretaries, too. I’ve got a good line into the Clann Cullen social secretaries, too; we could probably use some more cross-Clann cultural enhancements.”
Bob pointed out, “It would have to be cultural. No cross-fertilization possible in your case.” We had a good laugh on that.
Mom, Don and I ended up in the 80s while Bob eeked out a 93. That meant he owed us lunch. We hadn’t thought of having the low scorer pay for lunch before we’d started. Much.
Mom and I put on huge bellies with several pounds of water inside, swollen preggy boobs and a couple moles and other facial disguises. Bob and Don grew pot bellies which strained their shirts. That being done, we zipped over to Havana for a leisurely lunch. Passports? We didn’t need no stinkin’ passports! If the local cops took too much of an interest in us, we’d literally slip through their fingers.
Mom and I loved waddling along. We dayum near had to so the bellies wouldn’t sway so much!
No one took much of an interest in us as Americans so we didn’t have to do any slipping. We got plenty of eyeballs on the tits, though, and the restaurant had no qualms about accepting U.S. twenties for payment. Gotta harass Maggie about getting out the hologram technical bulletin; we could have tons of fun with the full spectrum.
After lunch, we zipped back home and relaxed in the Jacuzzi. Mom loved the water jets!
Which reminded me. Bob and I made a quick «talk» with Papa Sonora. I told him what I wanted, and he gave our setup a quick «look».
He said, «“Hmm. The ‘cuzzi looks like about the same size as the Cullens’ in Sierra Madre. No problem. How about a pump twice as powerful as the one you have with variable speed and pulsation rates?”»
Jaysus! Mom accepted before I could get a word out. Papa told us, «“Fine. There’s a setup in stock in Arcadia; we could get in by tomorrow afternoon. Can you ladies wait that long?”» The arsehole didn’t even «grin».
We supposed we could survive that long. Papa said he’d get on it right away. He didn’t break the connection soon enough, so we «heard» him laughing. He’ll get his! Which reminded me to get them on the honoring list fairly lively.
Bob
Yeh, even with a heavy-duty pump, betcha they’ll still harass me. Could be worse, though; I could be doing renos all day with no sweetheart at all in sight.
Since we were doing a sound studio in New York on Friday, we «talked» with Madeleine for a while about JRD Recording. The renos were almost completed; they had several artists doing murals on three sides of the buildings. Free, because they could put their name and contact information in a prominent place plus we posted a picture and the same information in the reception room. Session bookings were up 30%, income was up, the staff was happy and — most important — the clients were happy.
We popped over for a quick virtual tour so we’d have something to compare the New York facility against. Lookin’ good! With fresh clean paint, new floors and refurbished, clean bathrooms it was attractive even to a guy.
We ticked off plus-points and out-points from Sean’s list; there was only one minor out-point of some tangled cables stored in one of the sound stages. Dayum, we were running green!
Popping back home, we put in several hour’s study on the newly-delivered detail policy manuals. Mario and Sherry were doing the same on their own schedule. Jaysus, it was good stuff! Just from the visits we’d done so far, we could see everything being applied.
The Baxters appeared on our doorstep. Yes! The social secretaries had arranged dinner in Denver at a mountaintop restaurant; we went over early so we could lounge around outside and admire the view.
George was in full Little Person mode with a short beard, mustache and long, stylish hair. Maybe Marge was a fashion advisor, too?
Andy and Patricia were doing great at JRD. Between studying The Book and the detail manuals and getting down and dirty with the companies they supervised, they had plenty to do. Andy said, “With George pretty much independent, we have the best of both worlds. We’ve got both a handsome young, healthy baby to show off and a close, adult friend.”
Patricia told us, “Maybe we can do even better next time.” Of course that set Kat and her off into admiring our Babies Within, child-raising and all the good mom stuff. Andy, George and I suffered along while we admired the view outside the windows and talked about important things such as office layouts, computer networks, apartment/house maintenance and plumbing. Grin.
After Kat and Patricia wound down a bit, George brought us up to date on some things. “Maggie’s going to finish up the hologram technical bulletin tonight so it should be available tomorrow morning. One thing we’ve found is the programming can be like a traditional computer script language; it applies to all the other technologies we’ve found since last September, too, such as the firewalls and «touch» shields.
“That’s almost a step jump in itself. We can now just ‘pass out’ modules, train on the interfaces and the users can go as deep into it as they wish. With the transducer interfaces especially, we can have a plug-and-play installation with unlimited end-user customization.”
That’s nice, George. Wished I knew what the hell he was talking about. The plug-and-play sounded great to me, though. Maybe I could try it out tonight with Patricia. Hehehehe.
Andy and Patricia seemed to know what he was talking about though; he and Maggie probably filled their ears with it.
The Skunk Works had already moved into the JRD building spaces. George told us, “We’re looking at stealing Mario for the IT department. I could do it, but it’s a time-eater. With eventually thousands of remote systems, it’s going to be a full-time post.”
They’d recruited three linguists to look at the books. Yes, the one lady had wet her panties. With what appeared to be a full range of school-grade text books, they didn’t anticipate an arduous task.
George commented, “The one keeps muttering about how it looks so familiar. As a hunch, I bet she has some memories of it. Just ‘cause they were alien bodies doesn’t mean the spirits hadn’t hung around Earth.”
They’d decided to call the plastic pages “duro-plast” for “durable plastic.” Why not? If the term’s good enough for the SciFi writers, it’s good enough for us. While it wasn’t a plastic as we knew it, it was close enough.
The printing on the pages was embedded into the surface. “It’s not going to wear off very easily. The colors are probably just as bright as they were when they were made; they’re not pigments, they’re a different molecular structure of the base material so it reflects the light on specific wavelengths.”
Just for fun and games, they’d done several structure «traces» of the duro-plast over the Earth and had found something like 500 major concentrations. “Probably installations of some sort. Our first couple SWAGs say they were observing, mining, harvesting or manufacturing stuff. There’s extensive matches on the same alloys used on the Moon, mostly at the same spots. So, we’ve got another project to check them all out; maybe we’ll find some operational installations and can get a jump start.”
Speaking of fun and games, we had some of our own to do. I left Kat to Andy and George’s tender mercies while I dragged Patricia off to my den of iniquity. Hehehehe.
She was interested in the Plug and Play fun and games. It was a good thing her fingernails weren’t any longer than they were; my body shield cut in a couple times.
“We should call you Tigger, Patricia. Is Andy permanently scarred?”
“No, but not through lack of trying.”
We had a wonderful loving time. Of course we «peeked» at Kat and the guys — seemed that George knew the Dermot Special, too! From the volume and frequency of Kat’s screams, we bet she wasn’t antipathetic about being on the receiving end.
After a very nice joint walk on the orgasm ocean, we ended up in the Asteroid Belt. It was getting familiar out here. Of course we guys had to try out the «touch» filters to extract various metals. Worked like a charm! We ported about 300 kilotons of various base (iron, etc.) and rarer (platinum, rhodium and the like) metals to the manufacturing area of the Moon Base (Lindatown?). Maybe they could use it.
Eileen
(Thursday 7/13)
The containers were at the Tavern by 2:00 in the morning so we ported them right over to the work spot. Old hat by now; we had the sand-blasting done and the first coat of paint on them all in three hours.
Dayum that was hard work! To wind down from it, we had to spend a couple more hours a-cuddlin’ and a-kissin’ and a-lovin’ oh my! in our Custom Cloud Cushion. BB, Kate and Margie insisted our Babies Within get drenched several times — something Kat had told them. Hey, I should complain? Sean did spread it around, though, so everyone got several great home runs. Our final grand slam left us — where else? — in the Asteroid Belt again.
About 6:00 in the morning, we had a quick virtual Clann Cullen Officer’s meeting. Nothing real new, but things were moving along. The web site was doing very well with lots of visitors and lots of looks at pretty much everything.
The most-looked-at page was the marriage and bondings pages. The next highest were the match-making pages; I guessed the whole Clann was in a, em, joining mood.
About 7:00 (the bodies were still asleep, thankfully), Ted emailed us the seminar survey results. They looked really good! All the speakers had top ratings and over 80% of the attendees who weren’t in a business already were planning on starting one.
Of course there were some additional comments like, “Please send BB for some personal tutoring,” so we guessed they hadn’t minded looking at us Hat Ladies. Each of us had several requests, so none of us felt left out — including Melissa.
Margie had gotten some very suggestive comments, too; she grinned and preened. Jaysus! There’ll be no living with the old broad after that!
We decided it had been a success from the delivery standpoint. Now we’d have to see how the accounting tallied up.
In the late afternoon, the first coat of epoxy paint on the storage containers was cured, so we did any needed touch-up and sealed the joints. It was a piece of cake by now.
During the night, we carved out the niches in the Texas bedrock and ran the conduits for the atmosphere and possible electric supply. It took longer to disguise the outlets at the surface than it did to carve out the niches and tunnels for the conduits.
A couple judicious holograms locked into nodes in the local vegetation (sagebrush?) made the outlets appear to be an unattractive briar patch. Since it was in the middle of nowhere (common for Texas, I guess) to start with, we figured no one would stumble over it too easily. Besides, we had a shield and a loud «alarm» to warn us.
Late Thursday night, we finished up the work. The standoff braces went in then the containers went in. Melissa got to hook up the conduits (spread out the practice), and we filled up the void with insulating foam. Let the foam cure a bit, use a «touch» filter to pump in the argon and we were gold!
(Friday 7/14)
Early Friday morning, Margie zipped over to the Skunk Works for several hours. When she came back, she told us, «“We finished up the hologram technical bulletin, so it’s available. Ya’all know most of it already, but there’s some interesting tweaks in it.”»
We checked out a copy and oh, my, yes! Not only was there the hologram stuff on sight and touch, but it also dealt with the feedback to the originating person. With the proper setup, the hologram would feel and react almost as naturally as if it were real.
They tossed in a few of the other perceptions such as smell, taste and kinetics (motion). The package was in a “module” which we could get from a friend (Maggie), plug in and use. Dayum good! We were in for quite a ride.
Of course, that meant we had to go shopping sometime for spiffy clothes to copy. Tough job, but someone had to do it.
Margie promised us technical bulletins on two-way «touches», distance viewing nodes and a couple other things would be out Real Soon Now.
Duane sent us an email which had the accounting for the seminar attached. Kate printed up several copies for us, ported a copy over to Melissa and cast her own suspicious accountant’s eye on hers.
Shit, what a rush. If we didn’t count the cost for the storage containers (a capital expense anyway), between the attendees and the extra goodies sold, we’d made over $620,000 net profit! And that’s after our material and “shipping” costs! And it didn’t count the back-ordered material!
Yowsah! Hot dayum! YES! Sean told us, “It was all you ladies who did the work. I just did what I’d done before.” Right. And Mona disliked cunnilingus.
That called for a celebration. BB eyed the Exchange calendar for everyone; Saturday night was open so she set up a celebration dinner for CE and all the N&Bs. Place TBD, but it was going to be fancy! Ladies were forewarned!
Rita sent us an email in the late afternoon. All the back-ordered The Books and CDs had gone out the door. Their estimated cost on producing and delivering the seminar recording on a CD was about $10.35. After a one-time cost of $1,500 to edit the original recording and make the CD master, the 812 orders would bring us in another $14,000. Not chump change. Even though Melissa was on vacation, Sean had them order a thousand CDs with the extras “for posterity.” Since we now had a master, we could make more as needed.
Now, that brought up another issue. Sean had been selling both The Book and the detail manuals from the CE web site and having the young-uns package them up and ship them off. With professionally-produced books, CDs and now seminar recording CDs, we figured the traffic would increase.
Sounded like a good task for the young-uns to continue! Ted thought a couple minutes then told us, «“Yep. Can do. Since the Skunk Works moved out, we can rent a place at the Reynolds research lab. Store packaging materials there, pack ‘em up and ship ‘em out. I’ll get a schedule of costs together and have it to you by Sunday.”»
Another little chore handled. They probably wouldn’t charge us much more than Fillmore did.
Tavern night! This was going to be a good party! Slinky LBDs (Black, blue, beige, whatever was desired) with lotsa cleavage and tittie hard-ons. Sean went leprechaun (That hat still looks a bit silly at times.).
We had a good Core Clann crowd and several Clann families. Now we recognized them on sight and just had to update the gestalt a bit — the glad-handing came naturally.
We ate, drank, flirted, danced, sang, hat-tossed (The new young-uns were catching on, too.), Bridget-spun and had a grand old time.
Bob
(Friday 7/14)
In the morning, Kat and Patricia were grinning and glowing while Andy and George looked a bit shop-worn. That’s my girl! Of course, I was a bit battered myself. The buffet at the Rio in Las Vegas worked perfectly; we’d have spent as much in food alone if we’d had breakfast at home.
Andy and Patricia went off to work while George zipped off to meet Dermot and Marge for some hell-raising. Apparently it was convenient having the Skunk Works right next to JRD; they could race back and forth and all around while they ogled all the women.
Off to Queens, New York! JRD Sound Studios was similar in many ways to the North Hollywood company. However, while they did have recording, mixing and Foley Stages, they specialized in on-site videos, documentaries and recordings.
Good! The President, Lead Engineer and several production engineers, and the CFO all had good Potential. Tag and list! Not our problem if the enhancement teams got overloaded.
The Lead Engineer (same as a Chief Operations Officer) took us out to a site in the Bronx where they were setting up to record a classical music concert. Dayum, it took two hours to get there from the studio; traffic was almost as bad as Los Angeles.
On site, it was organized chaos. It was similar in many respects to a construction site with stockpiles of “material,” a temporary office and lots of people running around madly. Maybe not so madly, they all knew what they had to do and were doing it.
The LE told us, “There’s not much difference between a heavy-metal head-banger concert and a top-end classical opera. Mainly, we use half again as much security for the rock stuff; some of them get a little wild. Other than that, the technical issues are the same.”
All right, it looked good so far. Kat told him, “We’re going to look around the city here and maybe go into the City for the evening. We’ll find our own way around.” He was a bit concerned for us since we were “foreigners,” but we talked him out of it. Might have had something to do with Kat picking up a 150-lb spotlight in each hand.
I told him, “She’ll protect me.”
We wondered around the corner and ported down to Battery Park for a Statue of Liberty boat tour. Evin must have found a magician somewhere to support our tour, because we had tickets in our pockets and didn’t have to stand in line.
Fun. It was a nice warm day with a good breeze. The Statue looked impressive (still commando under there!) and Ellis Island looked in good shape; probably our ancestors had come through there.
We had a leisurely dinner in Chinatown (Mandarin was a bit tricky to pick up.), a carriage ride around Central Park (Horse farts are almost as corrosive as mine.) and a late-evening snack in Hells Kitchen.
Broadway and Times Square at night are, em, interesting. I’d guess you’d call the guy talking loudly to the air “colorful,” but all he had going on was he was stuck in a memory of fifteen years ago. We told him, «“Come up to now”» and he seemed to quiet down a lot.
Tourist junk stores of all sorts, sidewalk vendors with genuine Rolexes (Rolexi?) for $75; you name it and it was there. At least there was only one guy handing out fliers for a strip show; in Vegas, we could walk on their shoulders for several blocks without touching the ground.
Yeh, an interesting place to visit; we’ll take the back waters of North Hollywood and Burbank, though.
Ana
(Saturday 7/15)
We were keeping a pretty close eye on Frank, Thelma and Mary. For now, it was just data gathering. There were no strange side effects any of us could see, and with their ability to control the areas to be regenerated or repaired, we seemed to have a handle on it.
What with the internal filters, detoxification processes and the ability to pop up a full-isolation body shield, we were in pretty good shape. None of us so far had needed much; the newer ones of us were in decent good shape or were getting themselves that way — part of the standard training.
Since the Skunk Works had moved into the JRD building, the lab was pretty quiet. We were keeping the animals going to live out what lifespan they had; we kept checking them for oddities, too. So far, there was nothing beyond apparent excellent health.
That didn’t leave us much to do for R&D. We didn’t want to shut the place down, though. What with the Skunk Works making progress on the Moon Base language and the possibility of bringing at least part of the place back to “normal,” we were standing by.
Our own research team (Mary, Sam, Oscar, Karen and me) had tracked down lots of medical facilities in the Moon Base; at least that’s what they appeared to be to us. There were probably 200 or so small clinics scattered throughout the three main complexes, and five major hospitals in the living/admin area. If they weren’t clinics and hospitals, we had no other idea what they could be.
It did look interesting. We’d warmed up what appeared to be several anatomy books and checked out the alien anatomy. Beyond minor differences in body shape (three fingers and a thumb, head size, eyes, etc.), they were pretty much like us Homo sapiens. Two sexes, heart, lungs, digestive tracts, genitals and that sort of stuff. Internal diagrams of pregnant females showed a live birth; there were a couple “laymen” pamphlets or something showing the entire cycle.
There were several diagnostic(?) and treatment(?) machines in each clinic along with what looked like standard medical stuff like scissors, stethoscopes, probes and the like that covered the gamut. We didn’t see anything we could consider to be an auto-doctor right off, though we could well be mistaken. Especially in the hospitals, there was lots of equipment about which we were clueless. Maybe after we crack the language we’d find out.
Anyway, that was all extra-curricular to some extent. I was still running the Probe Patrol every other week on one of the JRD companies. Ramontheeye was busy with ten or fifteen queries a day. It was all routine stuff so far. We kept a real close eye out for any interest in the Clanns; Frank and Thelma ran through every probe result from anywhere just to keep informed.
With the every-other-week schedule we’d thought up earlier for the audits and probes, it would take us until February next year to finish up. Given the people resources we’d had then, it had made sense.
Once school was out on June 14, the situation changed a lot. The audit team had all been students in school, so once school had been out, they could put in more time. After a quick meeting or so and a consensus, I scheduled a company per week for the audits with the probe run done the week after the audit started. The JRD boss had given me the audit team to run as well as the Probe Patrol.
Even with losing Henry, Pat and Val to the Skunk Works, we still had an experienced audit team with Steven, Lucia, Janet, Bellana and Leone. So, one a week wasn’t an issue there. When Leone got hot and heavy into their recordings (yeah!), they had it a bit harder, but they could still do side-checks of anything odd or suspicious with Aaron or Barbara.
Running the Probe Patrol every week wasn’t an issue; there were lots of spirits willing and able. Even with a couple ramontheeye personnel on standby 24/7, we still had plenty of spirits.
Dayum! Once the heavy Clann expansion started, we started getting a flood of people! A routine probe of someone was part of the standard training, but dossier probing in a team was a different ball game and was considered advanced training.
Things got a bit hairy for a bit, but I kept scheduling every new person into at least one experienced team for at least one run — after I’d ensured they could do the remote transcription and had drilled the data-gathering checksheets. Of course, it didn’t matter where they were physically, we could get them into at least one shift.
With a scheduled JRD company probe run a week, there was plenty to keep us busy. Most companies had a couple hundred staff so that only took two or three shifts. Since the audit had already been done, we knew the major customers and ran surveys on them, too.
Security Plus in Oakland, however, was a biggie; since they made security equipment, we did everyone. At 3,000 staff and 500 major customers, it took several days to get things run and analyzed. No difference in the way it was done, just a matter of quantity.
I beefed up the audit team with a couple of the new people, and it was running fine. It had a lady from Arizona and one from Las Vegas. No problem with commuting once they’d done the teleportation checksheet. Then again, there was little need to commute! Grin.
Enough business! Our Babies Within were pooching my tummy out nicely now. Not quite enough for maternity clothes yet, but Real Soon Now. Then again, with the hologram tech bulletin out, I didn’t need them. That won’t stop me from shopping and looking, though!
Dayum, I was horny all the time. Don was doing his best to keep up, but we’d had to import several independent consultants for emergency work. Hehehehe.
The Guerreros were working out just fine. Ramon and Elisa (Yeh, I stole him for a couple hours one day.) were coming up twice a week for classes. Linda and Alejandro were getting an extensive education in Burbank-style U.S. culture and were doing great! They spent a good deal of time with PVC and the Wild Bunch with studying and other “educational” activities, so I didn’t see them around the house much during the day.
Bob
Saturday evening, we had Rose Baer and her husband Henry over for dinner. We hadn’t met Henry before but hopefully made him feel welcome. With what Kathleen had planned later for him, I hoped he’d feel very welcome.
We zipped over to Tahoe for dinner. We had a great time depleting the buffet while we eyed each other in anticipation.
Rose was going to be working with several of the JRD companies on setting up or updating the training departments. We were going to start her out at Vail then work through the rest of the companies as we got done with the audits, probes and oversight visits.
Henry worked at Disney. As he said, “Nothing fancy. Just a planner in the toy division.” He planned and scheduled the manufacturing for the stuffed animals being sold in the retail stores. Might not sound like much, but the line was changing all the time along with the demand. It did take some fancy stepping to get it right; the main hurdle was the salesmen’s forecasts. “80% exaggerate and the other 20% just guess. That makes the demand forecast maybe 50% accurate.”
Fortunately, the plant could change a setup pretty quickly and pump out stuffed pets even faster. Something like 10,000 a day wasn’t unusual for most of the small-animal lines. The main hurdle on all that was the lead time to get fabrics in the right color and texture. The stuffing and accessories like eyes were pretty much universal items so they could keep them in raw material stock easily.
Back home, we chatted about McCambridge, the Clanns and the families. Their daughter Janine and her SO were active in Clann Reynolds — they were an enhancement team — and were doing very well.
Kat grinned and told them, “We’ll be seeing Janine and Todd in the near future.” Yeh, I’ll be the last to know.
In the honoring room, Rose was a hot lady! She told me, “I’ve had my eye on you for almost four years now; I hope you’re rested.”
I was. It was a Real Good Thing, too, because she made my poke spot sore!
We «peeked» at Kat and Henry; she’d dressed up like a cheerleader with the short skirt and everything. Rose laughed. “Yep, I thought he’d like that. He always paid lots of attention to the cheerleaders at the school games. I’ve nailed him a couple times like that myself.”
While our bodies (finally!) slept, the four of us ended on a quick tour of the Moon Base (Linda City?). Of course Henry drooled over the manufacturing area. He told us, «“Roy and I are going to have a real good time with this. Just at first glance, it probably produces an entire range of products from shirt buttons up to freighters. Much more interesting than stuffed animals!”»
Sean
(Saturday 7/15)
The pool at Altadena Arms had turned out so well last time, we went back and spent a lazy few hours sunning ourselves and giving Eavan a hard time. The dining room was nicely full for lunch; gotta check with Liss to see how it was doing.
We zipped back to OTL, harassed Geeser (now lime green with red spots) and watched a chick flick. Of course that led to a bit of casual lazy lovin’ which built up our appetites for dinner later.
Dinner in Cabo San Lucas. Why not? Since they were “in the neighborhood,” we invited the Guerreros to help us celebrate.
The Guerreros were lookin’ good. We Norte Americanos agreed both Elisa and Linda looked good enough to eat! Ramon and Alejandro were no slouches in the sexual charisma department, either.
Neat. They talked Irish as well as the rest of us. Of course, it started out with the Clann Reynolds plus Spanish accent, but we survived it.
We had the entire N&B crowd including the new young-uns. Though the ladies had the men outnumbered considerably, they tried not to wear us out with dancing.
I think we wore out our eyes on their cleavage, though. There was enough around to make several dozen Parker House rolls envious. It didn’t help that something like 26 stiff nubbins seemed to take turns escaping their confines throughout the evening.
Dinner was delicious and the service grand. We could speak Spanish-with-Irish-accent as well as the best of them, for sure.
The Guerreros had finished getting utilities to their homestead a couple months ago. We took a real quick virtual tour; they’d renoed the place so well it could be a model home in almost any decent neighborhood in L.A. County.
Guerrero Construction was rolling well, too. Ramon’s cousin, the real-estate broker, had helped JRD start snatching up property in the blighted areas. Guerrero Construction would go in with a crew, demolish and clear the land then start construction on housing or light commercial or industrial property.
Hell, they had fifty people working for them now! Quite a change from April when they were starving. In fact, they’d paid back almost half the loan they’d initially gotten from Kat!
Alejandro and Linda were spending most of their time in Burbank studying their tails off and getting edumicated in the Burbank version of U.S. culture. I’m sure the Wild Bunch, PVC and the rest of the gang were taking real good care of them. Maggie had a couple shots at corrupting them more, but they’d already done everything she suggested. Grin.
Ramon and Elisa were “commuting” two nights a week to Glendale Community College where they were taking a business course. Of course, Melissa, Kate and BB had a lot to talk about with them.
They’d been a bit apprehensive about the English language the first couple classes, but they’d relaxed when they realized the Reynolds’ language trick worked just as well on the instructors and other students as it did with ones of us. Good on ‘em! They were sucking up concepts and principles like an Irishman downs a pint.
Back at OTL, we let the bodies sleep. No honorings; even the Ceann gets a vacation occasionally.
Marge took us on a virtual tour of the new Skunk Works. Even at 2:00 in the morning there were at least 10 spirits working away.
The linguists were making excellent progress. Somewhere along the line, there must have been some alien spirits intermixing with us Earth-bound spirits, because one linguist had lots of pretty clear memories of the language and some of the technology.
Seems there’s two languages. The simpler one was for technical communication; it was highly structured, very unambiguous and had no dependence on inflection, tone or other verbal or physical mannerisms. Henry told us, «“It’s more like a modern block-structured computer programming language than a living-being language. Once you learn the grammar and definitions, it’s very clear. We ‘just’ have to get enough critical mass in knowing the definitions to be able to understand the rest.”»
The other language was conversational or emotional. It was much more inflected, context-dependent and emotional than the technical one. It was like using French or Italian for making love and German for talking physics. At least these languages didn’t seem to have the verb at the end!
As for the Skunk Works area, Margie told us, «“As someone new comes aboard — a couple every day now — we get them a place to sit and a workstation of some sort. If they wish, we custom-order pretty much any system they want. Depending on what research they’re doing, they can work from home either on their own equipment or remotely here. Lots of pajama work!»
«“A couple engineers needed drafting programs, plotters, drawing storage cabinets and such, so that’s all over here. You should see this inkjet plotter spit out a 4-foot by 6-foot high-resolution color image of Halle Barry’s butt!”»
The Moon Base was up to -50 degrees with the air pressure now at 8 psi. They were taking it slowly and letting things soak. They were planning on a 10-degree rise each day.
This was in the living/admin space. The power plants had their own isolated air systems; they’d fired up along with the thermionic converters. With a power cross-feed from the first power plant, they’d brought up the manufacturing area’s thermionic converter — no sweat. They hadn’t tried to start up the fusion reactor yet. Real Soon Now, maybe — they were slowly bringing up the pressure and temperature on it.
The hangar/maintenance area wasn’t sealed from the surface. Made sense, if ships had to go in and out, airlocks wouldn’t be much fun at all.
The hangar was only 100 meters below the surface; apparently they used an electronic air shield of some sort to keep in the atmosphere. Well, no problem! Several dozen seed packets in sealed insulated containers provided nodes for a «touch» shield along with temperature maintenance on the containers. They were pumping up the temperature and pressure in that complex, too. Death Valley was losing a lot of air!
The manufacturing facility was in two parts. There was a huge area at the 1,000-meter depth which appeared to handle small components — they guessed at less than 50 meters cross-section because that was the width of the tunnels leading to the surface and the living/admin complex — and a surface complex.
The surface complex had huge machines! One of the engineers estimated some could produce components or whatever some 1,000 meters in one dimension. There was a bit of impact damage since it was on the surface, but it was minor. Probably the biggest issue would be the 500-degree temperature change between the light and dark times of the lunar month. Guess we’ll find out; they had some shielding from the sun.
The Skunk Works had put up their own shield for air retention, sunlight shielding and impact protection and were raising the temperature and pressure like the other spaces.
What did they build there? The linguist’s memories were those of an administrator of some sort, not a techie, but she did remember they did produce some ships. We figured one could move a bit of stuff in a ship a kilometer across!
So, we had an operational Skunk Works, a decent start on the language(s) and ways of bringing the facility back up to a human’s shirt-sleeve environment. Not too bad for several week’s work. Grin.
(Sunday 7/16)
Ted got back to us in the morning with a cost schedule to do a decent-scale CE web site fulfillment center. They’d rent the same room as the Skunk Works had been in, store shipping supplies such as padded envelopes and a computer in it and ship right out of there. With a UPS account for the manuals and USPS Priority Mail or FedEx for CDs, we’d all make out pretty dayum good.
We gave him the go-ahead. We now had an operational fulfillment center!
This was the final day of our self-imposed vacation. After a lazy breakfast in Cancun, we decided we’d check out some of the planetary traces Margie had found.
After 170,000 years (latest SWAG), one would expect a physical installation to be in pretty bad shape. The first 20 locations with the lightest traces were just some metal fragments. While we marked the locations down, we figured they were probably just litter or something lost; they looked like little containers, a couple nuts, screws and bolts; shit like that.
We left them; even though they were buried beneath soil and vegetation, the metal didn’t seem to be deteriorated. Must be pretty dayum good stuff.
We skipped right to a much larger trace. This was in Colorado near the base of one of the mountains.
Oh, yeh. Definitely an installation or outpost. Buried beneath 20 feet of dirt and gravel, it looked about the size of a three-bedroom house; maybe 2,000 square feet. It had identifiable doors and windows, two bedrooms (?), kitchen (?), large office/workroom and a couple smaller outbuildings.
One outbuilding had a vehicle of some sort. Our guess was it was equivalent to a 4-wheel-drive Land Rover. The tires or whatever were gone, and we were left with the remnants of wire reinforcements.
All the buildings looked as if they were open to the atmosphere with no special provisions for major pressure or temperature control. BB guessed, «“Probably a ‘shirt-sleeve’ environment for them. There’s gasketing around the door and window joints but not enough to hold pressure.”»
Good. At a first guess, we had a target STP (Standard Temperature and Pressure) to shoot for at the Moon Base (Robert’s Revenge?).
There was obvious wear on the floors, doors and other areas. Kate observed, «“Lots of repairs. Seamlessly done to the eye, but the materials are of a slightly different composition. The entire place looks welded together.”»
Guesstimate was it was aye fuckin’ old. I «traced» power lines and came to a neat little black box tucked away in a small shed behind the main building. Looked like an accumulator to me. There were leads, circuit breakers and that kind of stuff. At a SWAG, there were solar panels of some sort on the roof to charge them up, plus a big-ass outside connector with room for a decent-size ship to set down in front. Probably could charge it up with the ship or maybe vice versa.
Margie decided, «“Looks like we have a computer in the office. Monitors all over, keyboards of some sort, all that shit. I’d say we could dust it off and shoot the juice to it. Sounds to me like a job for George.”»
Great! Obviously we made a note.
We nosed around for another hour. Eileen told us, «“I’d guess there’s closets for clothing, food storage, supplies and that sort of stuff. From the looks of several of the knives in the kitchen, they were probably carnivores or omnivores. Those are meat-cutting knives.»
«“Possibly some remnants of clothes several places. Maybe a few old ‘personal’ items. I’d say they just packed up their stuff, shut things down and walked out the door.»
«“From what’s left, I’d guess they were planning on coming back. Dust things off, fire up the accumulator, put food in the fridge and unpack your bags. Back in business.»
«“So, it begs the questions of why did they leave and why didn’t they come back? Of course, there’s the obvious question of what the hell were they doing here in the first place? This looks like a working installation to me, like OTL, not just a vacation cottage.”»
Right. Well, there were quite a few duro-plast books, especially in the office. Maybe they’d give a clue. George and his gang could work on the computer; maybe it had some clues.
Okay. We dropped a couple seed packets and set up a tag node. Lookin’ good!
We bounced around to lots of the other traces, looking for the big hits. We found an additional 100 or so installations pretty much like the first one and another 50 much larger ones which looked like industrial manufacturing facilities. That was just in the North American continent; there were plenty more traces around the rest of the world.
A real quick «glance» at the other traces on other continents showed much the same pattern. Lots of small installations and several industrial ones.
Eileen
All that hard work! We zipped back to OTL, stirred up the bodies and soaked them in the Jacuzzi for a while. After a nice dinner in Rio, we lazed around the den and speculated.
Sean said, “I don’t see a pattern which would lead me to believe they were colonizing the place. No major residential facilities, farms, small or large villages or cities. More of a ‘keep an eye on the place’ and some utilization of natural resources. Not to say they didn’t have good times, but it looks to me like it was all business.”
Kate said, “On the other hand, the Moon Base looks long-term to me. With manufacturing facilities that size and the admin and living spaces being able to hold so many, it looks to me like an ongoing operation. Any idea if there’s other facilities in the solar system?”
Margie laughed and told us, “Right. None of us thought to look. Let’s take a quick look-see.”
Yes, indeed. There were ten large facilities scattered around from Venus, the Asteroid Belt, a couple of Saturn’s and Jupiter’s moons and one around Pluto’s orbit. They looked like manufacturing or mining facilities with small living spaces.
We didn’t find any big hits in the Oort Cloud, though. Slackers!
Kathleen
(Sunday 7/16)
Henry was a very nice man. He got a good laugh (and response) to my cheerleader outfit. Too bad I hadn’t been able to find any panties to go with it — at least the outfit wasn’t pumpkin orange like some of Kathleen’s stuff had been.
Neither Rose nor Henry had anything pressing for Sunday, so we took them with us back to the Bronx to check out the concert. There was still lots of activity going on for the set up. The Lead Engineer told us, “Normal. Performers have their prima donnas; rock bands have their stage managers and orchestras have their conductors. They’re all usually a bit nuts.”
We had several hours before the concert started, so we made a trip to the island. Henry had gone to college on Long Island so was pretty familiar with Manhattan. We had a native tour guide!
He told us, “While we could port all over the place, it’s probably much easier to take one of the bus tours. You can get a pretty decent flavor of the place that way.”
Since we’d done one bus tour before, we ended up on a three-hour boat tour that went all around the island. It was cooler on the water than in the city, and we got a nice look at many places we’d heard of before.
All right! Back to the concert. We appeared in the main studio trailer about fifteen minutes before the scheduled start time. From all the gauges and the talk inside, they were ready.
They rolled right on time. From what I could figure out, they were recording both to tape and directly to digital on a hard disk (or two or three). The lights blinked, the meters jiggled and the engineers smiled, so we figured everything was going well.
We listened to the concert for a while. The LE said, “These usually finish up right up on time, and people leave pretty quickly. That lets us get our equipment down, packed and us out of here at a decent time. Some of the rock stuff often runs over 45 minutes to an hour, and the audience seems to hang around forever — probably half of them are wasted by that time anyway.”
Ah, well. It wasn’t dance music so we drifted off into the Bronx. The concert was in the park right across E. 161st Street from Yankee Stadium. That meant we could sneak in and have our own ball game, right?
It was locked up tight, but that didn’t stop us, of course. The four of us played spirit-baseball for a while; we laughed while Bob struck out and cheered as Rose slid into home plate. We women won, of course!
There were plenty of eating places around. We had a little snack, looked at the sights (looked like a city to us) and chased away a couple gang members who thought they’d found some easy pickings. Having a 50% loss in hearing and sight coupled with arms and legs which could barely move meant they wouldn’t be hassling anyone else for a good week. Too bad.
We’d killed enough time, so Bob and I went back to the concert while Rose and Henry took off back home. Really nice people!
As the LE had thought, the concert ended up right on time. The people streamed out — probably some would eat at the same place we did — and we watched the crew pull down the equipment and pack it away.
The LE told us, “Well, that’s all the fun for now. This one was a no-brainer. The editors and mixers will start chewing on it tomorrow.”
It took maybe a half hour to get everything packed up and the crew on the road back home. Not too shabby.
Bob and I ported back downtown to Broadway and watched the theater crowds strut around for a while. Well, I guess we’re the country bumpkins from California because we weren’t at all interested in putting on a show to impress someone else.
Bob
(Monday 7/17)
We ported over to NYC and opened up the safe deposit box in the bank. Dayum, another pile of deeds, titles, collectibles and the like. We grabbed a few papers for looks and ported the rest home — the $300K in cash, 20 gold bars and 15 platinum bars went to our stash. The stash was getting a bit full; maybe we needed to create a larger one?
Kat closed out the box since it was empty. No sweat. We zipped over to the Arizona bank and made the show of checking that box then closed it out, too. The temps had plenty more to do, so at least they wouldn’t be bored.
We had a good talk with Evin about progress. We showed him Mario’s map with the JRD, RRK and our properties marked. He was interested and told us, “There’s plenty more properties floating around. How about we give this to the guys and let them keep it up to date? I’ll grant that Las Vegas, Dallas and Albuquerque would probably be decent manufacturing centers.
“On the other hand, we’ve found some property in Long Beach, probably near these.” He pointed out a couple data points. “For really big stuff, we might need the ocean-going shipping. Depends on where we’re delivering. We’ll probably need some balance between public appearances and porting several thousand tons of something to someone’s doorstep.”
Yeh. We’ll always have some balancing to do. From what we’d heard from Eileen about their seminars, they’d put on a simple facade. Their entire shipping cost for all their materials was around $500 — which went to Reynolds Construction. Grin.
We’d tossed the pictures of the collectible furniture and the old automobiles into the team’s in-basket. Hopefully along with the safe deposit box stuff, we’d be able to trace and confirm ownership.
We still had a couple more storage areas to check out but decided to let the temp team do it. With two of them ones of us now, they had the ability. I’m sure they’d tell us if they found some real goodies.
Since we were at JRD, we wandered over the Skunk Works space. Lookin’ good! There were several people working on computers, a couple ladies pouring over some of the textbooks from the Moon Base (Is it getting a name tonight?) and several printers and plotters in the middle spitting out paper.
Coming out of the plotter was what appeared to be a map of the Moon Base. There were the three power stations, the admin/living space, the hangar and two manufacturing areas (one on the surface and one below).
The traffic layout looked good with two large (50 meters in diameter) tunnels running among the manufacturing areas, hangar and admin space. They were probably one-way traffic; we suspected quite a few things would yield right-of-way to something 50 meters across.
They’d gotten the temperature up to -30 degrees and the pressure was around 8 psi. A slow warm-up and thermal soaking at around 10 degrees a day should get us up to a reasonable atmosphere in another nine or ten days.
There were a couple more maps of various facilities; more sketches than true scale. Yeh, the four antenna arrays we’d found were there. There were a couple more antennas scattered around, so there was a total of eight. Redundancy doesn’t hurt at all.
The observation posts were scattered between the front and the back side. From a sketch labeled “typical,” each post had sensors(?) on the surface with the rest of the facility about 500 meters below. Each had a separate power station along with (SWAG) living and working facilities. There wasn’t a connection or tunnel going to the main complex marked, so they probably commuted back and forth somehow.
Why were they there? Why the Moon and not Earth? Obvious questions to research. Well, we’d do the funding for now and see what comes.
We didn’t bug anyone. The people here had their projects to do and didn’t need us looking over their shoulder. Kat said, “I’m curious as hell, too, but we’ll probably get a report tonight at the meeting.”
Patience is supposed to be a virtue. I guessed we’d wait along with everyone else.
The next floor up was more of the same. There were several conference rooms, a couple dozen standard office cubicles and the rest was open space with desks, tables and general work space. There was another big plotter, several large-format printers and the ever-present copy machines. Looked as if they were going to town.
Both floors had shields. There was a notice at each entry door, “Full security goes in on Tuesday. Ensure you’re on the access list — see Ramona at Reception (5th Floor).” Made sense it was still pretty open while getting deliveries on office stuff.
Yeh, we hot-footed it down to Reception and chatted with Ramona. She pretended to glare at us suspiciously, then programmed us into the shield nodes. “You’re all set. I’ve been told to warn all you executive types that if you get too nosy, Mercy will sic Margaret McLennan on you.”
Em, we don’t want that. We promised to behave.
Clann Meeting time! Maybe we’d decide tonight if I’d be the butt of more jokes while naming the Moon Base.
Valerie handled the naming process. At least they’d separated the fun names from the more formal names. After voting on the top five in each category, we came down to “Bob’s Hope” (groan) and “Selene City.” I put my vote on Selene City.
The majority of the others did, too, so I was safe. At least in public; I got several «whispers» about some even more outrageous nicknames. Maybe I could turn Val or Cynthia loose on them? Have them get some coaching from Maggie first so their teeth would be plenty sharp. Yeh.
Mercy gave us the Skunk Works report. “We’ve got the Org Chart posted at Reception and on the 6th Floor. Read and heed, please. Somehow I got talked into acting as the CEO for now, so you’re stuck with me for a while.”
Ben was the main facilitator if he was needed for war rooms. He’d retired from his documentation work and was full time at the Skunk Works.
The lawyer coalition was still setting up the corporate structures for the two (actually up to 10 now with all the dummy corps and holding companies) corporations. They’d be ready Real Soon Now. In the interim, they’d put Ben, Mercy, Roy and several others on a temporary salary so they could eat. Lookin’ good for organizing.
Ben had been elected (volunteered) to give us the technical reports. Made sense; he had long experience in translating tech-speak to pretty plain English.
“Okay! First, it seems Sean Cullen and his crew did some exploring yesterday. You know about DNA and chemical tracing; they tracked down several major alloy traces on Earth. They ran into a facility in Colorado.”
It appeared to be an observation post of some sort. Even if it was buried beneath 20-some feet of soil and other debris of a couple hundred thousand years, it was in fine shape.
It had a living space, working space (office), a couple out-buildings and a ground vehicle. Tucked away in back was a small accumulator.
Earlier today, a couple adventuresome SW engineers had removed the overburden, set up camouflage and tested out the accumulator. Shit, even after all that time, it still had about 25% charge left! Dayum good equipment!
They’d dusted off the solar panels on the roof and a couple other places and let them start charging the accumulator. The engineer guessed it would take about a week to charge it up fully. Ben told us, “Those panels appear very efficient. They’ve got a similar structure to the antenna we used to fire up the first power station.”
There was a computer (SWAG) and some other assorted stuff. The best guess was they’d packed their personal stuff, shut down the accumulator connection and walked out the door. Why? Not even a decent WAG.
They’d found about a hundred similar installations and several decent-sized manufacturing or other industrial installations on the North American continent alone. Ben told us, “So far we’ve found 500 observation posts and 20 more industrial centers scattered across the rest of the planet.
“And that’s not all! Kate Hanlon asked the right question and the Cullens found ten other major-sized industrial facilities scattered around the rest of the solar system. Venus, the Asteroid Belt, a couple of Saturn’s and Jupiter’s moons and one around Pluto’s orbit. We’ve assembled a 10-spirit team just to search out and list what we’re finding.
“No real clue yet why they were here or why they’re no longer here. There’s no real attempt at colonization we can see even if Selene City can hold millions of beings with ease.”
Eileen
(Monday 7/17)
Vacation’s over. Too bad. Hell, we’d worked almost as much as if we hadn’t been on vacation. Oh, well. There’s still enough slack time to get in some fun and games.
Melissa must have survived her vacation, because she zipped in right on time. She’d spent a lot of time with the N&Bs working on the Tavern expansion project, the Altadena Arms and hotel expansion. “There’s plenty around; we just need to decide which to do first. If we do the hotel, we’re plenty involved. With the Tavern, Maura will probably try to talk us into helping out. Guess that’s what a Ceann is for, right?”
Sean just rolled his eyes. “Why not? It’ll give us another place to party. If we get too many Taverns, though, we’ll be too busy partying to get any work done.”
BB told us, “No way. Margie and I’ll whup you youngsters’ asses.”
Hmm. Maybe we’ll have to try that sometime.
Liss checked out the new storage containers and allowed us to keep them. “We’ll fill them up pretty quickly.”
She spent an hour on the phone with Duane and Rita; they were hot on the trail for getting the next three seminars set up.
She’d already talked with Ted about the Fulfillment Center. “They’ve got the shield permissions for all the storage spaces, so they can get whatever they need. Eileen, you and he need to do a quick get-together to decide how to keep your inventory database up to date.”
No problem with that; thirty seconds and he was up and running. He knew databases and that stuff pretty dayum good!
We’d pretty much ignored the emails last week so got caught up. What with selling off all but three of the businesses (Yeah!), there were only six sets of statistics left — three from the sold ones we’d financed and the three we still had yet to sell. Well, that was BB’s hat.
She’d had several nibbles, mainly from the web site. She put out ads in the local papers as well as the Los Angeles Times Sunday edition. Should get some bites somewhere.
We had a short meeting on seminar materials. We made some guesstimates on the quantity to order compared to the number of attendees we’d expect. Liss spent some more time on the phone with the printer and ended up with a list of quantity price breaks.
Usually with inventory, you’ve got 20-30% per year carrying costs — storage space, counting, moving, etc. Ours was only a bit of time every once in a while. Cycle count? We don’t need no stinkin’ cycle count! Any of us could get a 100% accurate count, reconcile any differences and get the data in the database in no more than 5 minutes. Sure and we weren’t after worrying about someone pilfering!
Sean
Dayum, another Clann Reynolds meeting night. Seems we were spending more time at those than we were putting in on ours. On the other hand, we handled most of our business pretty informally while everyone learned a lot at the Reynolds’.
Valerie got to be one of the first speakers. “We got a lot of suggestions for the name of the Moon Base. Most people submitted several. We grouped them into two obvious classes.”
To Bob’s obvious delight, we voted in “Selene City.” We’d still come up with alternate names for quite a while, I’d bet. Big grin.
Margie had updated the Skunk Works with the explorations we’d done yesterday. We had a lot of really happy campers getting happier all the time.
Tuesday morning, Duane and Rita told us they’d found three more seminar venues: Seattle on August 12 for 2,000 attendees, Oakland on September 9 for 2,000 and Los Angeles Convention Center on September 23 for 2,500.
All righty, then! Since we’d made over half a million on the first, the question was: do we go for the gold? We’d already sent them an additional $200K which was more than they needed to lock in the dates.
It didn’t take much discussion. We all voted for it. Duane and Rita were happy, we were happy and Geeser was happy.
Fillmore had completed the seminar recording CDs and was sending them out. Of course, we got the balance for our Fulfillment Center. More goodies to sell on the web site!
Melissa got on the phone with the printer and ordered 3,000 The Books and 2,000 detail manuals. CDs got an order for 3,000. Since CE’s printer gave us a price break on a 6,000 order for the Goal Hierarchy prompter cards, she ordered them, too. Those gave us decent price breaks.
Yeh, we were going to record the new seminars, too. We’d have Melissa this time, so none of us would work very hard. Right.
Kathleen
(Tuesday 7/18)
Tuesday morning a bunch of us zipped up to Oakland, CA for the oversight visit on Security Plus. With 3,000 staff, they made security equipment like cameras, monitors, alarm systems and the like. Bob and I took Mario and Sherry along as well as the Keavys — as consultants. Liam and Maeve had originally developed the company and had sold it 20 years ago. There’d probably been lots of changes since then.
The book audit and probes hadn’t turned up much; the usual few illegal immigrants, a few fringe benefits (cameras, etc., at the employees’ homes) and a bit of sexual harassment (at least it felt that way on one side). We’d straighten it out.
It had more than doubled in size (revenue) since the Keavys had sold it, so they had plenty to look over. Oh, yeh. The Probe Patrol had spotted some 30 people with Potential and had them on an enhancement list. Plenty to start an Oakland-area Clann!
The company had passed through a couple owners since the Keavys, but the current CEO was more than happy to meet the founders. We left them to reminisce a bit; they looked at old pictures in the office. Liam even opened an ancient secret panel and pulled out one of his stashed Irish whiskey bottles. They probably wouldn’t be feeling much pain by lunchtime.
A couple hundred staff were in sales and marketing and spent a lot of their time in the field. Three hundred more were installation, maintenance and repair; they did lots of running around the country — and the world. The majority, though, were right here in the factory.
Lots of neat high-tech stuff, for sure. The alarm systems could be so sensitive they could detect a fly landing on a surface from the weight change; that system had a good-sized computer system behind it to filter out false alarms. Betcha one would go off a lot with the constant earthquake tremors in California.
The CEO and COO (Chief Operations Officer — ran the manufacturing) were both full of Potential; they had tag nodes in and had some power being pumped in. We took them and several other department heads to lunch at the local eatery.
They were all good people. The R&D department not only did the engineer-to-order but also ran straight research. The CEO told us, “We keep trying to make the equipment more sensitive, robust and smaller. If someone doesn’t know an alarm is there, they tend to trip it. On the other hand, if you’ve got a couple good-sized cameras waving around, the bad guys will tend to go after an easier target.
“Between having the obvious security and the no-seeum side, it covers probably 95% of the situations. Yes, probably someone could get through everything we’ve got in some way or another; our clients are quite aware they won’t stop someone 100%, but they’ll sure tend to keep the honest people honest.”
They’d supplied the system at Vail, so we’d had some first-hand experience. Grin. We recalled the cameras had been quite unobtrusive; the only way we’d known some of them had been there was because we could «see» the monitor it was feeding and looked for the line of sight from the other end. And that was only a mid-range system!
We got the rest of the gang together in the afternoon and had another short meeting. Liam had enjoyed looking at R&D; he had a few recommendations to write up. Neither Mario nor Sherry had found any major out-points in the IT or Finance systems, so those were fairly under control.
Good. We packed up our stuff about 4:00 and zipped back home. Another company doing well! We sent in our F&Rs then bopped around Selene City and several of the Earth-based facilities for most of the night.
Bob
Wednesday, Kat, Mario, Sherry and I zipped over to RRK to see how things were going. Amanda, Richard and Trevor were expecting us; Mario and Sherry enjoyed meeting them.
They were now fully ones of us and were working hard at finishing the last few steps of their teleportation checksheet. Very nice!
We sat and grinned at each other for a couple minutes before we got down to business. They knew we trusted them, and they trusted us.
Trevor told us, “Charles Tanner and Nancy Samuelson started us up a Clann last Sunday! Of course we hopped on the band wagon. We’re going over the, em, special customs tonight.”
Sherry laughed and said, “I assume you elected a young stud as Ceann. After all, he and his mate might have to keep up with a lot of things.”
Amanda grinned and told us, “Charles may not be young, but from what Nancy’s told me, he can hold his own. I suggested he could delegate some of the duties to the Vice President.”
Mario asked, “And who’s the VP?”
Amanda and Richard pointed at Trevor, who rolled his eyes and groaned. “Joan was all for it. My ribs are still sore from when she elbowed me to vote, ‘Yes’.”
I kept my voice solemn. “I feel your pain.” Kat and Sherry Irished me right away.
Kat eyed Trevor and remarked, “There’s the cross-Clann cultural exchanges, remember.”
Sherry chimed in, “Ceann Mor probably should do some honoring, too.”
Amanda looked a bit puzzled. Kat told them, “We Irish know ‘ceann’ is literally the part of the body above the shoulders, the ‘head.’ The word, ‘Mor’ is kinda like a booster; Ceann Mor is ‘THE Head.’ Just like you’d say, ‘THE Boss.’ You know who that is, right?”
Amanda eyeballed me good and told us, “Yeh. Word gets around really quickly. Joan’s already got the hots for you.”
Arg. Moan. Complain. Both Joan and Amanda were right fine bits of stuff on their own part.
Anyway, we got down a little deeper into RRK. Richard told us, “We — or I should say Charles and Nancy — tagged about thirty of us here with Potential. What with the families often having Potential, too, we’ve got around 75 now either ones of us or getting enhanced. Not too bad a showing for the Chicago Irish.”
Not bad at all. Looked like Charles and Trevor would have their hands full. Hehehehe.
Richard said, “We let a couple people go. A couple «inspections» showed us they were dipping into the till. They had a couple reasonably-clever schemes but were so obvious about it we couldn’t let it pass. We’re about $50K shorter because of it. The police were very interested.”
Yeh, they were the same ones the Probe Patrol had spotted. While $50K wasn’t lunch money, we’d decided it wasn’t a major issue, and RRK could handle it on their own. With an initial ten Potentials, we’d figured they’d find it out fairly lively.
Mario showed them a remote «view» of Selene City. It was up to -10 degrees and around 9 psi — almost beach weather compared to what it had been before.
The RRK folk caught on to the potentials right away. “If we can get the technology understood, we could produce stuff the world’s probably not seen before — at least this civilization. With manufacturing either at Selene City or on Earth, we could have several major distribution centers almost right away. A lot of the cost for a factory or warehouse facility is in locating the property then building on it. I know we’ve got a major factory site near Long Beach; they’re moving out next month to larger quarters. Might be an opportunity.”
Richard asked, “Bob, are you looking at changing the RRK investment philosophy? I’d say it’s obvious you’re behind the safe havens and off-planet colonies plans. All of that will take bundles of bucks.”
I told him, “Yes and no. We’ll discuss it more, but I’ll probably want it to focus in on supporting those efforts. Not direct funding, necessarily, but using your expertise and leverage to get and keep things rolling.
“While we’re open to suggestions, we think selling something either few have seen before or and at significantly-reduced cost because of our manufacturing and raw material technologies will probably the fastest to fund what we need.”
We went over several ways of leveraging RRK’s expertise with some of the JRD companies’ specialty areas. We decided to put RRK’s real-estate expert together with our temp team and JRD’s Global Manager to do some plotting and planning. With more of Kat and Evin’s holdings getting nailed down every day, there was plenty of plotting they could do.
Sherry pointed out the other facilities beyond Earth and the Moon. Amanda said, “Hell, once we get them back on line, it’ll just be a case of getting them manned up. We’ll need to do some heavy recruiting. Any particular reason to restrict our personnel to the United States?”
Not as far as we were concerned. I told her, “Just from the people we’ve found around Cabo San Lucas, we could probably recruit a couple thousand in several days. They’d need training from the ground up, but with the study technology and Cullen Enterprises’ policies, it might even be better that way — less false data to root out.”
Sherry said, “Might start with JRD’s Van Nuys Temps. While we haven’t done the full audit and probe run yet, they should know how to find and hire people. Betcha they know other agencies around the U.S., Mexico, Canada and the rest of the world, too.”
Not a bad idea, even if it was Sherry who thought of it. I kept my mouth shut on that thought; from being around Maggie, her Irish was getting pretty good.
We had an hour’s discussion on recruiting. Pending a good report on Van Nuys Temps, we decided recruiting and training should start right away. Just from talking with Ben about some of his clients, there were plenty of young, middle-aged and older folk who wouldn’t mind getting out of the normal crap-all-over-you corporate environment.
The trick would be finding people who not only had the ability to do the work but also could handle the SciFi aspect of working on the Moon and in the solar system. On the other hand, we figured it’d be a lot better living and working environment than the Middle East where one could get run over by the latest jihad at any time.
Then there were the planetary-based manufacturing/mining facilities or whatever they were. Once the SW guys had checked them all out, we’d take a look at the feasibility of opening up some of them. If they were on land we owned, that was a Real Good Thing. Otherwise, we might just be able to port them away to our land. The fact they were probably self-supporting made getting the entire facility in a chunk a lot more likely.
The RRK folk (all the ones of us) gathered their families, and we ported us all over to a high-class pizzeria for dinner. Chicago pizza is good stuff!
Charles and Nancy joined us and got into the spirit of things right away. Joan kept eyeballing us all evening; I could tell without even a gestalt she had some serious plans for us all.
We got a little rowdy, but no big deal. With the language trick going full-bore, we sang(?) lots of Irish dirty ditties. Most of the people around us didn’t know what we were saying, so that was part of the fun.
We didn’t talk much RRK business but stuck to family and friends. With 75 people and the expansion they were planning on, Clann Tanner would probably start up some other Clanns around the area. After all, the Chicago area wasn’t exactly population-challenged.
Sherry whispered to Kat, Mario and me, «“Betcha they’ll broadcast some fertility rites to fire up the natives. If we got 30-odd thousand just in the area Maggie leaked in, what would a concerted effort do around here? Besides, with Northwestern University right here, we could do a lot of recruiting.”»
Yeh. Amanda and the rest agreed. Get ones of us enhanced, get the mundane recruiting going with the enhanced folk keeping an eye on things, and we’d have something rolling fairly lively.
We partied until 10:00. Our oversight visit tomorrow wasn’t until 10:00 so we had plenty of time in the morning — unless Kat and Sherry came up with some ideas.
About 10:45, Sherry and Mario came striding in our room claiming this month’s first bi-monthly shagging was seriously overdue. Moan. Complain. Well, a Ceann’s gotta do what a Ceann’s gotta do!
Eileen
(Wednesday 7/19)
We spent five hours going through the seminar slides and our speaker notes. With all our input as both speakers and observers, we tweaked in several points, adjusted some timings, created a couple new slides and edited several others.
Now we all had a new set to practice. Melissa was new to the whole thing, but that didn’t make much difference. We went to work; fortunately we had plenty of laptops. With a sound shield around each of us, we could talk as loudly as we wanted, flub and fuck up, practice phrasing, timing and voice tones, giving examples and so on without anyone else caring.
Our honoree for the evening was one of Margaret’s sexy friends, the frail lady with the walker who’d been at the wake and wedding — and had been casting a thoroughly lecherous eye on the Ceann! We’d checked her out pretty good a week ago. She had a tiny bit of Talent, enough for a possible enhancement, so we’d turned her over to the young-uns as a special project.
Carla Turner was in her late 70s and despite her severe arthritis, was full a piss an’ vinegar. Widowed for several years, her three children were scattered throughout the U.S. but visited and called frequently.
Since Margaret had died, she’d been a lot lonelier. Since she had a hard time getting around, she couldn’t visit a whole lot, either. Maybe we could help with that.
I’d given her a couple day’s warning we were having her for dinner; she’d arranged for one of her other friends to help her get bathed and dressed. Since she knew me best, I went over and pushed her back to OTL in her wheelchair.
Nice. The young-uns had done a good job; she was expanded well beyond her body, was ready to pop and was full of energy. On the way to OTL, she laughed, cackled about Sean’s butt and gave several very nice compliments about Bridget and Kate — yeh, she wasn’t at all averse to checking out Kate and me a lot closer, either. Margaret had corrupted her!
From Margaret, she knew about the Clann. She wasn’t related, but it was no problemo! Plenty of room in the Clann for another nice lady.
Everyone gave her a good welcome hug; Kate and BB made sure she got a good feel of their boobs against her. Marge was in full Little Person mode and ensured Carla felt hers, too. Hehehehe.
It didn’t hurt a bit when Sean whispered in her ear, “Well, Carla, are you ready for us to have your way with you tonight?”
Carla whispered back, “Beware! Fifteen years ago I coulda taken you all on. Just ‘cause the chassis’s beat up a little doesn’t mean the motor ain’t runnin’ just fine. Right now, it just needs an oil change and it’ll be up to full speed pretty quick!” Yeh, she could cackle just as well as Margie. Now, who had corrupted whom?
We had a nice chat for a while. Margie kept eyeballing her and licking her lips. Hehehehe.
Geeser checked her out and claimed a spot on her lap. Yeh, she demanded petting; Carla was able to provide a satisfactory amount, so she went to sleep.
We talked about the Clann a bit. Sean extended the invitation to adopt her, and she took him up on it without a moment’s hesitation.
BB grinned at her and said, “Now since you’re Clann, we won’t have to kill you after we show you a few things.”
Carla laughed right back at her. “I’m sure there’s been many a person over the years wishing I were in the ground.”
To start, Kate gave her a forty-five minute injury energy bleed[2]. It bled a lot of black energy off her joints; she felt it right away and could pick up a book with her hands where she couldn’t even open them before.
Margie asked her, “Cool, huh? Wanna try something even neater?”
Carla was more than willing, so BB told her, «“Hold onto your knickers, then; the ride gets a lot wilder.”»
Her eyes got as big as the proverbial saucers. Surprise! Anyway, we helped make a free spirit of her and drilled her in the basics. After that, she wasn’t surprised to learn one of the young-un teams would be training her more. «“I figured they were special.”»
After she got calmed down a little, we glommed onto her and zipped over to the Rio for the buffet dinner. She hadn’t been there for years and she loved it — and the “ride” over.
She picked up the language trick quickly, and we soon were jabbering away in Irish/English. We introduced her to Nana; we were all crying a little bit by the time they’d finished hugging each other.
She’d grown up on a farm in Ohio; she and her brothers had shared the work. She’d been an expert automotive, truck and tractor mechanic by necessity, but had managed to break away long enough to work her way through four years of mechanical and electrical engineering. Very nice.
She’d been right in there with the personal computer revolution and had spent most of her working life as a design engineer for custom manufacturing machinery. Yow; gotta get her and Roy together; they’d have some gab fests!
She’d had her own PC for years after she’d retired, and it had been only the last couple years she couldn’t use it much because of her arthritis. She told us, “I can already tell I’ll be using the keyboard again pretty quickly. I can feel the flexibility and strength coming back more every minute.”
Well, she sure could hold and manipulate a knife and fork now. She packed away a good-sized steak, potatoes and helped us demolish the rest of the buffet. She might have been weak before, but she was sure making up for lost time now.
Speaking of making up for lost time, from the sounds we heard later from the honoring room, she was claiming a lot of accrued interest, too. Dayum good thing Sean was in good shape!
We showed her around Selene City and the pilot Earth facility project. Good thing she wasn’t there physically; she drooled over everything and went out the top in the manufacturing area. «“Now that’s a fabricator! Just from a quick look, it can take raw rock or ore in and shove out finished parts. Dayum!”»
I’d say the Skunk Works just got another happy camper on staff.
We came back to OTL. Her body was rested up some so she and Margie spent several happy hours making up for 16 months lost time.
Sean
(Thursday 7/20)
We spent a solid three hours practicing our seminar presentations. Each of us kept working on every aspect, from how often to toss our hats out over the audience (We put in an Irishman’s drunken hat from one of us at least once a seminar.) to the speed, phrasing and tonality of going over a key point.
When to ask a question, when to ask a rhetorical question and when to throw out that bag of M&Ms. All grist for the practice mill. After all, it was our main source of income now.
Looked as if the N&Bs had found another Tavern. They’d zeroed in on a location in Santa Clarita (just north of Los Angeles) in a fairly new community called Stevenson Ranch. Right next door was a small hotel (200 rooms) which was going under because it had been so mis-managed. Hmm.
We spent most of the afternoon tearing the hotel books apart. No hanky-panky in them, just piss-poor cash flow. We Cullen Enterprises folk «inspected» the place for a couple of more hours. Of course, we could find every outpoint in the physical plant, even the leaking pipe in the wall behind the dining-room bar. Everything went on the list for negotiation.
We took the current owners out to dinner and discussed how they’d been promoting the place. What they’d done wasn’t too bad, actually, but way too little. They’d been relying on the sign and location alone to bring in guests. Sorry, not enough for this location.
Being mostly a young-family community with a small industrial base, it didn’t attract a lot of travelers. No conventions, no sports arena, just a nice place to live — except for Magic Mountain a couple miles north.
Well, one thing the hotel had was a good-sized hall. It could be used as a dance, banquet or meeting room since it could hold well over 500 people easily. Seating for 300 or so for a banquet could make a difference in income.
Yeh, since Cullen Enterprises had 60% of Cullen Hotels, it’d mainly be our decision. Their asking price was just over reasonable, and they were tired of bleeding cash. Something to discuss tonight with the N&Bs.
Back at OTL, we survived ankle-muggings by the resident guard cat (She’d smother you with lovin’.) long enough to get settled in front of the television for a chick-flick. Dayum, the ladies dug down deep into my archives and pulled out “The Shop Around the Corner” — the 1940 one with James Stewart and Margaret Sullavan [The American actress, not the Irish lady].
It was fun and well done. Marge announced, “We’ve also found ‘In the Good Old Summertime,’ which is scheduled for tomorrow and of course, we’ll do ‘You’ve Got Mail’ again.”
Arg. Guessed I could survive.
We had a middle-of-the-night meeting with the N&Bs. They’d investigated the restaurant and had come to much the same conclusion as we had — decent location, decent facilities and bad management. Actually, it couldn’t even be called “bad,” since it wasn’t even up to that level.
The price they wanted was way too high, so we spent an hour planning out the negotiation strategy. Of course they weren’t going to tell them their brother’s company was interested in the hotel next door.
Enough business for now! Marge gave us another quick tour of the SW office in the JRD building. It was pretty much set up now so it was operational. Marge told us, “We’ve got about a hundred people who ‘come in’ every day as teleport-commuters and another hundred who work from home or are at one of the alien facilities.”
They’d gotten the outpost in Colorado cleaned up and powered up. A couple engineers had fitted some custom rims and wheels on the vehicle in the garage and were tinkering with it. Seems it ran on a combination of an accumulator, solar panels built into the roof and what Marge called a nuclear battery.
Marge said, “It works from the heat of radioactive decay; it was worn down. One of the engineers did some calculations then replaced the radioactive material with ‘fresh’ stuff. Now it can put out something like 100 kilowatts. That’ll light a few bulbs.”
George had been hovering around the computer with his team. They’d dusted everything off — several times — checked and cleaned all the connectors and everything they could think of before they smoke-tested it. The test was scheduled for tomorrow.
Oh, yeh. The linguist and a couple of others studying the books had started two two-way dictionaries. A lot of the stuff they could read right off from the conversational-language books, but the technical books were a bit harder.
Marge told us, “The constructs are simple, but once you get out of the normal every-day stuff like how to water the grass in Central Park, it gets pretty hairy. It’s mainly vocabulary; we’ve got an ongoing call out to the ones of us who remember the language and were in a technical field. There’s a lot of background we’ve gotta build up. Fortunately, it’s just a matter of time; the textbooks are all there, we’ve just gotta find the right sequence to study them.”
They weren’t planning on translating a whole lot, mainly getting people to learn the language. The memories people had of the actual language sounds were somewhat vague, so they weren’t too concerned about speaking it — yet.
We took a virtual tour of Selene City. It was up to 0 degrees and about 10 psi. Still a little brisk to check out in a kilt! They’d found fans in most of the air ducts so they’d powered them up and opened all the doors everywhere so the (relatively) warm air could get in.
A team of about 10 spirits had spent a shift tracing down ice in pipes or containers. There wasn’t much; the main water lines had been drained. There were several hundred pipes they’d identified which had been sealed off between valves; the liquid had frozen and expanded and had burst several of the pipes. Good thing we had some plumbers on staff!
There was no open water; it had either evaporated before the temperature got below freezing or had sublimed into the atmosphere over the years. They’d identified several swimming pools and the attendant facilities. Of course, they were empty.
Marge told us, “From what we’ve been finding, we’re SWAGing they had artificial gravity. Otherwise, the diving boards would have been higher and the walls higher in the pool. There’s lots of other indicators the gravity was closer to Earth’s, such as the amount and strength of girders, floors and the like.”
Exciting times. Once the temperature got up enough and they’d learned enough of the languages to read the books, they were willing to power up some more equipment.
The small matter receivers in the power plants had worked just fine to port in some Sun matter; they were getting a lot of attention. The big one (size of a New York City block) was getting a lot of attention, too. It had massive power leads directly from the fusion reactor; everything indicated it used a lot of power. The SWAG was it both sent and received.
Marge said, “Once we crack the language better, we’ll find out. Several of us are betting it’s a factor of distance they’re porting to and from. If those itty-bitty ones in the power plants can move that much mass 93 million miles, there’s probably some target points really far away.
“On the other hand, it could be a logarithmic, exponential or other factor involved besides being linear. Could be it has to be that big to get stuff to and from some of the facilities around Jupiter or Pluto. We shall see.”
Kathleen
(Thursday 7/20)
I didn’t hear much noise from Bob’s room during the night. Maybe it was because all of the noise I was making while Mario showed me his version of exploring a planetary body. Hehehehe.
We were off to Clean Pools in Beverly Hills today. With 10 offices and 300 employees, they covered a lot of territory. The audit had been pretty clean, and the Probe Patrol had picked up only the usual illegal aliens, hanky-panky with the clients and some mild service borrowing for some of the staff’s own pools. We decided it was a fringe benefit and would make sure it stayed fringe.
Sherry came with us; Mario was off to the SW offices checking out network stuff. We zipped into the Clean Pools office right on time — no traffic to worry about, for sure.
Good. The HR Director was one of us already; we guessed someone had been busy. She told us, “We’ve got at least another 9 or 10 just in the staff alone. From what I’m told, it’ll probably end up higher after we work on some of the families.”
The main office had all the accounting and the main scheduling server. The other nine offices tapped into the main server for scheduling and supply ordering.
It only took about a dozen people in the main office and a couple at each branch office to do the admin work; the rest of the staff were the pool technicians and the motor pool mechanics.
They had in-house training for new technicians (two days) and an apprentice program for at least a week before they went on their own. The motor pool mechanics serviced the mini-vans the technicians used and did minor repairs. With some 50 vans, they had enough to do to keep from being bored.
After a look around the main office — it was in decent shape — Bob, Sherry and I got a “tour guide” (one of us) to do some other-office visits. We each picked three offices and headed out.
Alice was my guide. She’d been one of us for less than a week and had just finished her “basic training” last night. “The teleportation checksheet is next. Now that sounds like fun.”
I told her, “It is. We’re not going to fight the traffic at all today. Just «link» in with me a bit and steer us to the first visit.”
She knew where it was so we zipped out in a quiet doorway about 10 yards away. Yep, they were expecting us; they’d even cleaned up the place.
We met the local staff — one was being enhanced right then — and did the tour of the three rooms and parking lot. With a large storage shed for the equipment and supplies, it was a pretty good-sized place.
We talked with several of the technicians who came in and out. They came by in the morning, checked out the day’s schedule, stocked up on supplies and headed out on their routes.
Alice and I hitched a ride with one. She (no gender-discrimination) took us to four homes in Rancho Palos Verde (swanky neighborhood) and showed us what she did.
They check out the water chemistry and adjust it as needed; they carried a list of the pool capacities so they didn’t have to guess at it. They brushed the pool, vacuumed, then cleaned out the filter and straightened out the area.
One place needed more diatomaceous earth in the filter, but that only took an additional ten minutes. Most of the visits took only a half hour.
She told us, “Some of the owners hit on us a bit; more ‘testing the waters,’ so to speak, than actually serious. In the five years I’ve been doing this, only one owner ended up in the pool when he got too persistent.”
Yeh, she’d taken up a couple on their offers. They hadn’t lasted long; the owners in a lot of these places changed every couple years.
All right! By the time we’d gotten the four done, it was after noon. Alice and I got lunch while the technician went to her last three pools. It often took them longer to travel between the sites than it did to do the work. That’s Los Angeles for you.
Alice and I hit the other two offices. They were much the same, clean and ready for inspection. Unless Bob and Sherry came up with something, I was ready to say, “Let it rip!”
We got back to the main office about the same time as Bob and Sherry. They hadn’t found anything to speak of, either. After a short discussion with the staff at the main office, we zipped back home and wrote up our F&Rs.
Leone and Mark had a quick «talk» with us. Fillmore had come up with a reasonably priced promotional campaign. With JRD Media Repro, they were going to press several thousand CDs to send out to the radio stations, put a sampler of the songs on the Internet and promote to places like record (now mostly CD-only) stores and flea market sellers.
They were really happy! I’d bet they’d be even happier after Fillmore landed them a couple gigs at weddings, bar mitzvahs and the like. Neither wanted to do clubs yet; besides, they weren’t even legal to drink. Good on ‘em!
Bob
Aileen and Donal Brady showed up on our doorstep. Great! We knew where to take them. Donal had been to a nice restaurant in Navan (near Dublin) several times. From the sound of it, they’d enjoy Eire’s Tavern!
They did. Sean, the harem and the rest of the N&B crowd were there. They greeted us with (literally) open arms and got us at their tables.
I’d almost forgotten how fun the place was. With all the chatter, slinky dresses and peek-a-boo bosoms, Donal and I kept pretty alert.
We paid for our dinner — Kat, Aileen, Donal and I did some song-and-dance routines right along with them. Of course, the Irishman’s drunken hat staggered in and made the rounds!
All righty, then! Back home, we rested up from our strenuous day and evening. We played lazy around the pool with Mario and Sherry and talked about how the Bradys were doing.
Between full-time Probe Patrol during the day and working a lot as an enhancement team and with the Skunk Works, they sure weren’t sitting around being bored.
Donal had been a shop foreman for years in several industries so had a lot of hands-on experience. He told us, “By the time all these new operations philosophies like Just in Time and the like came out, I was long gone. I talked with Roy several times, and both Aileen and I are going to do some studying and see how we can help out.”
Aileen said, “With all the alien facilities we’re finding, we might be able to help out a bit. We’re sure not going to go full time, but it might be interesting to spend some time in Selene City or on one of Jupiter’s moons. We both have plenty of old memories of other places and times, but neither of us appreciated them. Besides, we were pretty un-aware back then.”
They told us Selene City was up to 0 degrees and 10 psi now. Donal said, “In another week, if the atmosphere engineers and the medicos give it a clean bill of health, we’ll be walking around in person.”
Sounded good to us. I was ready for a personal inspection myself. What good’s a fancy title if you can’t abuse it a little bit?
In the honoring room, Aileen was fit, energetic and very interested in working me down to a pile of quivering flesh. She almost did! The younger women might be more athletic, but she made up for it with experience.
We spent some time touring Selene City. Not too long, though. Kat dragged Donal back several times and Aileen thumped my poke spot soundly at least six times.
In the morning, we treated them to the buffet breakfast at the Rio in Las Vegas. Kat and I had survived. Barely.
Kathleen
(Friday 7/21)
Mid-morning on Friday, one of Papa Sonora’s crew ported in to upgrade our Jacuzzi. Out with the old pump! In with the new pump! She changed the control box and demonstrated the controls.
The jets were mainly on the seat and on the back around the rim. We could control the back and seat jets independently with combinations of water pressure, pulsation rate and bubbles. Totally neat!
We wanted to check it out right away, but put it on our schedule for later in the afternoon. In the meantime, Sherry and I could anticipate. Hehehehe.
Mario had to take off to JRD. He was spending half his time on the JRD stuff training his current assistant and the other half with the Skunk Works ensuring they had what they needed. Even with that, I suspected Sherry got enough time for cuddling and loving. Grin.
The three of us ran down pretty much everything else we could think of. About the only thing that wasn’t an active project was a Los Angeles area Waystation. There was community interest, but we’d have to make a quick «talk» with Clann Cullen since they were the main drivers and expertise source so far.
We didn’t try to keep up with the Skunk Works projects; they weren’t under our control, and we didn’t want them to be. Interference is one thing they didn’t need, either.
In the late afternoon, Janine and Todd appeared on our doorstep. Great! Someone to help us test out the Jacuzzi!
We all knew them, but hadn’t had a chance to be sociable. We kicked Todd and Bob out to do guy stuff and dragged Janine off to the Jacuzzi.
Janine was delightful. Besides having a yummy body (nice puffy nipples!), she was very personable. Leaving the water jets off, we eased into the water, relaxed and talked.
She and Todd were going all-out in a relationship. She told us, “We fit together well, especially after we were enhanced. We’ve got a great CV even knowing we’re still minors and are in school. Of course, Mom knows Clann Reynolds well and Todd’s folks definitely know about it. In fact, they’re getting enhanced now.”
She and Todd were interested in the alien technologies. Not just the engineering stuff but the languages, culture, history and where all that led. She said, “If there’s one alien race, there might well be more. Where are they, what are the cultures and what are their intentions? There might well be lots of information about others on the computers. That’s what we want to get into.”
Sounded great to us. Now for the test. We got ourselves positioned properly, set the jets for mid-range and pushed the button.
Yowsah! We levitated «all» the way out! Those jets were strong! We got out of harm’s way and turned them all the way up. Jaysus! The seat jets were under 18 inches of water and still arced up three feet above the surface. I’d say they were strong enough for now.
We turned them almost all the way down and checked them out. Yum! Nipples popped up (Janine’s were a good inch high.), skin flushed and bodies had a real good time! Good thing we had the sound shield up. Janine and Sherry matched moan for moan while I shrieked a lot.
Bob and Todd «peeked» in. After observing for a couple seconds, Todd asked, «“Bob, does this mean we’re off the hook for servicing their seemingly-insatiable libidos?”»
He got a three-way, «“NO!”» Nothing is going to let us off the hook.
Yeh, we were pretty well relaxed after a half hour. Maybe it would last us until the evening.
Sherry took off to harass Mario and the four of us had dinner in Montreal (Quebec) on the Avenue du Port. French? No problem. Good stuff with seafood and prime rib. Some luscious French dessert something like ice cream topped it all off.
We found a couple nice places for shopping (nice for Janine and me at least) and the guys suffered along. Janine was up on the holograms so we were able to get lots of nasty ideas from several swim-wear and lingerie shops. Hehehehe.
Bob
Todd was up to speed on pretty much everything. He’d sure lost his introversion over the last several months, because he and Janine were quite active in the Clann.
In the honoring room, Janine was a ball of fire! She had yummy puffies which went way into my mouth. She liked light biting on them, so I did my best to oblige her wishes.
Later, she asked, “Is it okay if I get together with Kathleen for a bit, too? I’ve never been with another girl, and I’m really curious.”
I told her, “Not an issue at all. She’s been eyeballing you all day herself.”
We ended up the night with Todd, Kat and I giving her a Soo Laid for a solid hour. Guess she learned a little bit about girls — she sure seemed to enjoy Kat’s red down!
We ended up blasting ourselves into the Asteroid Belt. Since we were there, we nosed around and found several small alien facilities almost completely masked by the background native ores and metal. We took a close look at one.
Todd said, «“Looks like a mining facility to me.”»
Yeh. Just a small living facility attached. Maybe they just attached the entire thing to an asteroid or something and let it run on automatic? The power station was a small thermionic converter (not in operation); probably plenty for a small-scale operation.
Janine inspected the living space. «“Looks like two beings max. Two bunks and everything else small. Maybe just enough to hold them long enough to do some maintenance.”»
We nosed around the area a little more. Bearing in mind several hundred thousand years might have gone by, we couldn’t see any particular reason for the small cluster of facilities to be there. Maybe just a rich area back then?
Ow! Janine had smacked my poke spot real good — someone must have told her about it. She told me, «“More. No automatic for us.”»
More she got. What the hell, we didn’t have to get up early.
After a long breakfast in Ensenada, we packed them off to do some more enhancements.
We spent Saturday doing around-the-house stuff like laundry, soaking in the Jacuzzi (Kat and Sherry really liked it.) and some lazy swimming.
We put in several hours studying Sean’s detail manuals, though. Things were fitting together well by now; we could understand how one department or area affected others and how the principles in The Book filtered right down into process and procedure development.
Eileen
(Friday 7/21)
Geeser got us up bright and early at our usual 7:00. She was thinking, «“You guys didn’t even move all night. I worked guarding the place. I’m hungry, so feed me!”»
Yeh, yeh, yeh. BB turned her a hideous purple with crimson blotches topped with an orange lion’s mane. She looked like one of the stuffed animals we’d seen in some of the stores. Hope she doesn’t turn out to be another Barney!
Sean told us, “We’ve got an easy three weeks before we head to Seattle. As far as I’m concerned, you’ve all got everything down pat. So, every couple days, let’s do a little drilling and call it good for now. The week before the seminar, we’ll pick it up a little just to be sure, but in the meantime, I’m sure we can find other things to do.”
Yeh. From the look on his face, “other things” seemed to involve nekkid bodies, furs and the Custom Cloud Cushions.
Tavern night was going to be business casual so we didn’t have any preps to do for it. We still had three businesses we still directly owned and three we were financing, so we split up and did our visits.
Things were running along just fine. The managers in the for-sale ones knew we were going to sell, but they were still doing their duties thoroughly. Might have been something to do with the fact Sean was offering a nice bonus if things were in good shape when we did sell.
We weren’t in any hurry and met for lunch in San Francisco at the Fisherman’s Wharf. Good stuff! We finagled a seat by the window and watched the wildlife outside the window while we scarfed down scallops, shrimp and fresh fish; I couldn’t pronounce the name, but it was good.
Of course we dragged Sean into the Ghirardelli Chocolate Shop. Isn’t chocolate supposed to enhance the female sexual drive? We hadn’t been very demanding of him recently; was something wrong? Grin.
We spent a couple hours on lunch and wandering up and down the Embarcadero looking at the sights. By now, we all pretty much ticked off pluspoints and outpoints while looking at a business. We found several interesting sight-attractors which we filed away for future reference in the Arms dining room and the Tavern(s). We’ve got eyes, so plagiarize, right?
We finished up the last two business visits by 4:30, dropped the bodies at OTL and popped over to the Colorado outpost. Margie had told us, “George is going to smoke test the computer there.”
Heh. Seems like it was going to be quite a show, be it good, bad or indifferent. George and three of his (new) computer cronies were giving things a final checkout while there were probably 50 others of us «looking» over their shoulders. No elbow-nudging, please!
George introduced Silvia Connor, the Lead Linguist, “We’ve found primers, tutorials and other stuff tucked away here and there. Silvia remembers using some of these things, so we dragged her along.”
Silvia was cute. She was a linguist; was she a cunning linguist?
She told us, “Hopefully this’ll be straightforward to start with. There’s lots of different modes they operate in from beginner to advanced expert. There’s voice recognition — we expected that — but it’s not required to start with. The manual inputs are similar to keyboards and mice and it’s a graphical user interface. I won’t get into the Windows vs. Mac vs. Linux interface wars; suffice it to say it’s something we can understand.”
George said, “The input devices are for the alien’s three fingers and a thumb so we can probably get by for a while. Silvia thinks the keyboard has a Dvorak arrangement where the most frequently-used keys are in the optimum locations. We shall see.”
Okay! George plugged in the power cords and waited — there were still individual power switches on several components. So far, so good; no smoke yet.
Power to the monitor — no smoke. It displayed a small amount of recognizable text. George announced, “It says, ‘No input signal.’ To be expected.”
He powered on what seemed to be a printer, some speakers and other peripherals. He said, “There’s a wireless network in there. Probably won’t get much; not too many systems on line – like none.”
Time for the biggie. Everyone physically present upped the sensitivity on their body shields then George pushed the button for the main chassis. No smoke!
The monitor sprang to life with a background picture (some greenish mountains) and maybe a dozen icons. George and Silvia studied it for a moment; Silvia said, “I’d guess it’s in a middle user mode. Not quite a power user but not absolute beginner, either. Let’s see if we can shift to beginner mode.”
She glanced at some notes she had, moved the cursor around some menus then clicked. The monitor had quite a different look now. Silvia pointed to a small piece of text in one corner and said, “‘Learning Mode Level 1.’ Computer for Dummies — that’s us!”
The gang looked at every icon and bit of text. They checked a couple of books and some notes, made notes, and decided what everything meant. At least, they took a SWAG.
George announced to us lookie-loos, “Nothing much to see for a while, I’m afraid. We’re going to do the tutorials, scope things out and see what we’ve got. Slow and easy; it’ll probably be pretty boring. Hint. Hint.”
Well, we could take a hint. Everyone «applauded» them for several seconds then popped off somewhere else.
We got on our casuals for Tavern Night. Liam and Maeve were to meet us there as guests of honor then come back to OTL with us for the rest of the evening (and probably the night!).
Lots of fun and games. We had a real good crowd waiting for the entertainment. Liam and Maeve didn’t mind being dragged up on stage; they already knew a lot of the songs we were planning on doing.
They did good. The Irishman’s drunken hat routine went over great, as always. Didn’t wanna do it every Friday, though, it would get old.
We didn’t require them keep up with us on the dancing; even with their bodies in good shape right now, they were quite out of practice. They did get their turn in the Bridget-spinning, though!
We took off earlier than usual for our evening with them. Back home, we got even more casually-dressed and broke out the Irish whiskey and beer while we lazed around the den.
Neither of them turned a hair when a fluffy green Geeser jumped up and demanded attention. «“You’ve left me alone all day. Now you’re going to make up for it!”»
Geeser didn’t mind at all sticking her head in their crotches. Then again, none of us would be minding it either in a little while.
They were doing great. They were handling calls on the Ceann line, working with the Skunk Works a lot and keeping tabs on Carmel at JRD. Maeve said, “She’s doing a lot better there. She’s happy all the time now.
They’d been drafted as an enhancement team, too, and had done thirty spirits so far. Liam said, “Old and young from all backgrounds. They each do just fine.”
Liam told us of their trip to Security Plus in Oakland with Bob and Kat. Maeve chimed in, too. She told us, “The old fart found his original bottle stash in the office. The next owners must have forgotten about it, because there were still half a dozen bottles left. I’m not quite sure how he got through lunch.”
We talked about some of their earlier experiences in their lives and how they’d started up Security Plus some forty years ago. We were well aware of startup pains from Sean, so we knew pretty much what they went through.
Liam said, “We’d do it a bit differently now. First, we’d do your seminar and study all the manuals. We did so many things badly it was a wonder we survived. Back then, there wasn’t much information for a small entrepreneur; we had to wing it a lot.”
We winged it a lot later. Liam proved himself to be in quite good condition — we’d learned by now how to make the guys last a long time while still getting lots of jollies ourselves.
We girls mobbed Maeve, too. Sean hadn’t quite worn her out so we introduced her to the difference between male and female bodies. Hehehehe. She didn’t mind at all even if this was her first experience.
In the morning, she told us, “Definitely an experience. Maybe Liam and I will start enticing some sweet thangs home with us!” We’d corrupted her! Hehehehe.
Sean
(Saturday 7/23)
Geeser prodded us awake right at 7:00; gotta have a «talk» with that cat about the concept of weekend sleep-ins! Maybe she could learn to get her own breakfast? Stranger things have happened.
Maeve gave her a set of pink leopard spots on a fluorescent orange background before we zipped up to Sausalito (north of San Francisco across the bridge) for our breakfast.
After Liam and Mauve took off (They had three enhancement training sessions.), we zipped back home and got to work.
We got the adult N&Bs (plus Melissa) together and made up our formal purchase proposals for the hotel and restaurant in Stevenson Ranch. Cullen Hotels made a cash offer for the hotel for $650,000 which was 75% of what they were asking. The N&Bs made an offer for the restaurant for $500,000; the current owners would carry back the note after a $200,000 cash down payment.
Yep, the N&Bs had it. They had enough to pay cash, but wanted to build up credit. About six months ago, they’d formed N&B Enterprises as a company and had moved the Pasadena Tavern ownership into it. That gave them a lot more protection; they made the offer in the company’s name.
We hand-delivered them to the hotel and restaurant agents. We’ll see what happens. We were willing to do some serious haggling, but not much.
Melissa went over the Altadena Arms status with us. “Kate should look over the balance sheet and income statement too, but I think it’s doing fine.”
The occupancy was steadily rising; it was about 85% (weekly average) right then. The dining room had shown the most improvement.
We descended en masse on Eavan who took us on a tour. “The other managers and I got together and made several inspections. The physical plant is in good shape; keeping up the maintenance and repairs has really helped. We’ll need a couple renos in the kitchen with a couple new stoves and reefers in the next several months, but we think the cash flow will handle it easily.”
The dining room occupancy was running an average of 60% (weekly), with around 98% average for Friday, Saturday and Sunday evenings. The average wait in the queue during the evening was fifteen minutes, which wasn’t bad at all.
The gross income from the dining room had doubled. Even after the higher expenses for a couple more waiters and a sous-chef on the evenings and weekends, the profit from it was still up about 30%. Not too bad.
We checked over the managers’ proposal for renos, enhancements and the like. They’d thought everything out well, had a complete cost breakdown and had a good schedule. Total cost was around $100,000 over a couple months.
We Cullen Hotels people had a quick huddle and approved the proposal. Kate told her, “Do it. Of course, we don’t have to tell you to keep good accounting records. We’ll give you a formal approval in writing with a temporary authorization of $10,000 per check to the bank for you managers. Good on you all!”
Melissa got a vague look while she remotely made up the letters at OTL. We filled in the time by looking over the old pictures in the dining room waiting area. It was interesting to watch this little portion of Altadena change from foothill land to small city to the busy little town we now knew.
Melissa got the letters back; I signed them and passed them over to Eavan. I asked her, “How much longer you going to be here? Betcha you’ve got an offer from the Skunk Works you’re thinking about.”
She laughed and told me, “Don’t have to be a mind reader for that. I’ve got a firm $170,000 a year offer with bonuses and profit-sharing on the table. I’ll probably go for it. With Selene City heating up, so to speak, we’ll have plenty of action.
“There’s a lot of us engineer types studying the languages. As fast as Silvia Connor, the Lead Linguist, has something in the dictionaries, we work on it. Hell, they’ve got word processors up with the right fonts, right-to left parsing and the works. I’m going to ask Silvia for some private lessons; I need to get educated as fast as I can.”
From the looks on my ladies faces, they too were thinking of private lessons with Silvia. Well, they were the social secretaries. Nothing in the customs prohibited an outside-the-Clann honoring, for sure! She was a right fine lady in my eyes, too.
Anyway, Eavan gave us notice. I told her, “Write up your secrets on how you handle this place, where the bodies are buried and all that. It’s in our detail manual number 5.”
She was familiar with it in principle. The manager’s office always had a full set of manuals and each was required to study at least The Book. If they did all of the manuals, they got a 15% raise in base salary.
We tried out the dining room for lunch. Eileen told John and Maura, “Eat up. We’ll have dinner yet, but you’re going to need all your strength tonight.”
After lunch and giving Eavan a good hug, we broke up into our respective groups and did our own things.
We headed back to OTL, abused Geeser a bit, then checked in on George and Silvia’s group. They were hard at it, with about 60 spirits «looking» on. George’s hint yesterday hadn’t stuck too hard.
Well, they had some interesting music coming from the speakers. Sounded halfway between the old atonal Celtic stuff and modern classical (is that an oxymoron?). They had a different screen up and a sign on a whiteboard, “Now in Learning Mode Level 2.” Hopefully that was up from a rank beginner.
We «watched» for a half hour. It was as exciting as watching Marge write equations on the board. Hehehehe.
We popped around to other outposts and sites. There were three other teams revamping outposts and a 10-person team working on a large complex in the middle of the desert between Los Angeles and Las Vegas.
From the air, it looked like plain, flat, dry desert sediment, but they’d dug off a couple hundred feet of sediment and such and had set up camouflage and shielding. Being a couple hundred miles from pretty much anywhere and at least 20 miles from the nearest real road, the only easy way to get in would be by air — or teleport — for now.
This complex had a fusion reactor. Since it was already at “normal” temperature, they were studying the books and instructions on how to bring it up. Seems they needed deuterium and tritium to start out.
No problem. An engineer had set up a filter in the mid-Pacific and had filled the deuterium tanks with “high octane” in an hour. The tritium took only a bit longer; they didn’t need much to start.
From what they’d discovered, it required the tritium only to start up. Then, the reactor shifted to using deuterium-only in another reaction.
Well, the sucker was big enough at a couple hundred meters a side — with a proportionally sized containment. Almost everything was underground (the original ground), and it was a couple kilometers from the complex itself.
There was a “standard” thermionic converter a couple hundred meters from the fusion reactor. It was used to bootstrap the fusion reactor and to supply housekeeping power to the complex. Once the fusion reactor was up, it supplied something like a hundred times the power. Guess they were going to use some juice on something. Lots of interesting stuff for the engineers to explore.
Okay. We were patient. I just wanted to pour some of the sediment laying around in abundance in one end and get a 1,000-mile-to-the-gallon all-weather, all-terrain vehicle out the other end. Sounded reasonable to me.
Aha! BB got a call from someone interested in one of our businesses. We zipped back to OTL, settled in and goofed off while she returned the call. We didn’t eavesdrop — much. She went over the basics for a couple minutes then arranged to meet them Monday at the business with our bookkeeper (Kate).
We applauded her when she was off the phone. She told us, “A couple. They went to your seminar in Pasadena, got on the web site and found our ad. They’re interested.”
Yes! We’re going to do it!
Maura and John zipped in around 4:30 for their night. Teresa had made reservations in Halifax (Nova Scotia) for dinner, so off we went.
We were in plenty of time. We checked in then strolled up and down Lower Water Street for a half hour and watched the boats run up and down Halifax Harbour.
Dinner was great. Seafood and steak goes a long ways towards building energy. My ladies got John in the middle of them and pushed Maura and me together around the other side of the table. They proceeded to torment him unmercifully.
Of course the ladies were dressed to stop hearts in mid-beat. They’d either done some serious shopping or had taken Marge’s hologram bulletin to heart — or both — but their dresses made men run around in circles and howl at the stars and women either pant with desire or glare in anger.
With our garble shield up, we yakked away in Irish. We agreed we didn’t expect to hear from the Stevenson Ranch realtors much before next Wednesday but put it on the tickler calendar. If either fell through, there were still others on the market.
The adult N&Bs had trained up the Pasadena Tavern managers so they were running the show almost completely. Teresa had found a college student (one of us) to do the daily and weekly bookkeeping; she and Maura would review them every two weeks and do the monthlies along with her.
That left the N&Bs almost completely out of the daily operations so they had the time to concentrate on starting up the new place whenever they got it.
John said, “It also lets us start studying the two new languages. Besides the obvious technical stuff, there’s probably a lot of literature buried up there. We’re interested to see what it’s all about.”
Despite nipples and bosoms almost escaping at the most awkward times (usually while John or I were taking a drink), we managed to get through dinner. More good talk.
Melissa had slipped into their relationship like a old friend. She was a 5% owner in N&B Enterprises and was working right along with them. Maura told us, “She’s got it rough. The young-uns tend to gang up on her every once in a while. They claim it’s required for their education. Right.”
The young-uns’ SOs had lots of freedom during the summer so they were spending a lot of time together. They were handling something like ten orders a day from the Cullen Enterprises web site, doing enhancement training, genealogy research with Rosheen and, in general, working their butts off. Good on ‘em! Must be the uncle’s influence, right?
After dinner, we took a short stroll through the harbor-side streets and watched the seagulls get their dinner. The Canadians we met (quite a few were out and about) seemed enthralled with the ladies and their clothes.
We chatted amiably with several. It was a breezy night and a bit cool, so certain parts of the ladies’ upper anatomies were very alert. Conversation got a little, em, distracted when the breeze almost blew some dresses open. Fortunately, the upstanding parts caught them in time.
Two of the couples had a nice bit of Talent, so we tagged and listed them. Why not branch out into Canada? Even though they tend to have an odd accent, that doesn’t make them bad people, eh? Grin.
Marge made a note to see how the enhancement lists were constructed and made available. Not that it was the Skunk Works’ business, but with the Clann expansion going at the rate it was, every bit of organization would help.
We zipped back to OTL. Maura had found another chick flick, so we had a fun cuddle-and-snog while laughing at the poor guy getting blindsided every few minutes by his love interest. Not that anything like that ever happened to John or me.
Geeser didn’t get any snogging but got plenty of lap time with both John and Maura. She had a bit of trouble getting to John, who had four women draped around him, but ended up curled possessively around an ankle for a half hour. Maura grinned at him and asked, “Got another conquest, John? Caden’s and Connor’s three young ladies and Melissa aren’t enough new young stuff?”
John grinned at me and announced, “When you’ve got it, you’ve got it. I guess Sean’s rubbed off on Patrick and me; girls just seem to flock around.”
He fought bravely but ended up crying uncle from beneath a pile of female bodies. Even Geeser swatted his ankles a few times for being so crude. As for me, I didn’t have the slightest idea what he was talking about.
I told Maura, “Tonight, you’re all mine. The girls will have to be satisfied with John.”
She purred against me and said, “Will you abuse me terribly? Make me cry and beg for mercy? Take me on a Journey with no end? I hope I hope I hope!”
Yes to all. She had her delicious Maura smell in full bloom, and we savored each other for hours.
I guess John survived because when we met at the facility on Venus to take a tour, no one mentioned starting any funeral arrangements. If a spirit could look a bit pussy-whipped, though, it was him.
The Venus facility was a huge site. It had tremendous, heavy containment domes against the Venusian atmosphere and was about 250 degrees Fahrenheit inside with a couple hundred pounds pressure. Lots of carbon dioxide. There were a couple engineers flitting around checking things out.
They told us, «“It’s insulated extremely well. After however many thousands of years, there’s still a 500-degree Fahrenheit temperature difference across the containment. It’s Selene City in reverse.”»
They were slowly cooling the interior atmosphere down with Kate-«touches». They were pleased to meet the person who’d thought of the idea.
Kate gave them a cute spirit-blush and told them, «“Ya’all come meet me in person and I’ll thank you personally for your kind thoughts.”» Guess our innocent wasn’t so innocent any more — that’s what happens when you hang out with Nana.
The engineers were from the Clann Redding. One told us, «“Ceann Redding is tearing up the place. We’re up to 75 spirits now and are helping start five other Clanns within a 20-mile radius. Things are happening!”»
They had no real idea what the complex there on Venus did. It appeared to do manufacturing or mining of some sort but what kind, they had no real idea. On the other hand, they’d only been nosing around a couple days and had been mainly involved in ensuring the containment was tight (it was) and starting the atmosphere recovery. They told us it would still be several weeks before it was a shirt-sleeve environment. Oh, well. Another place to wait on.
About that time, Maura thumped my ribs back at OTL and demanded more lovin’. We made our hasty goodbyes to the engineers and zipped back home to attempt to satisfy the hefty appetites awaiting us.
Eileen
(Sunday 7/23)
We gave John some mercy. Not much, but some. He was up to a decent level with all the practice he’d had over the years, so he sure wasn’t a single-shot guy.
We had a nice breakfast in Redding; one of the engineers last night had suggested a quaint little place near Bill and Caitlin’s place. It worked out well even if we had the waitress bouncing around to avoid our cutlery.
It was no surprise to us girls when Patrick and Teresa showed up on our doorstep in the evening. Time for another nice dinner, chick flick and lotsa lovin’!
We found a steak house in Dallas —there seemed to be one every other business on Main Street near Deep Ellum. Even though we encouraged the guys to order the 72-ounce steak, they settled for mere 16-ounce filet mignon. Wimps!
Teresa was so bad! The poor waiter popped a good one every time he got near her. She appeared oblivious to the quality and quantity of cleavage she was displaying. Of course, the rest of us wimmin took that as a challenge!
Teresa had found YACF (Yet Another Chick Flick) so we had a decent time watching it and cuddling. Geeser got in her licks on her — we’d “forgotten” to warn Teresa about her sandpaper tongue. Hehehehe.
We decided the movie went into our “seen once; beware” archive. It was pretty bad as a movie. Guess we can’t win them all.
Patrick put up a good show. He managed to pay us all good attention all at once. He was yummy!
Bob
(Sunday Evening 7/23)
Early Sunday evening, Pat and Val zipped onto our doorstep. Will I live through the night? The shoe was on the other foot this time; Val kept eyeing me and licking her lips.
I wasn’t able to drag out dinner too long; both Kat and Val saw to that. Anyway, we got back home and talked for a while.
PVC was in the middle of pretty much everything. They were doing a lot of tutoring for Alejandro and Linda, ensuring they learned about the culture and upgrading their sexual education. Of course, that required lots of hands on training, right?
Among the three of them, they’d already enhanced and trained over a hundred people. Val said, “Unless they’ve already got a Clann affiliation which put in the tag, we train and release. Of course, we note on the list where they hang out most of the time, so any local Clann could pick them up if they wish. On the other hand, we sometimes get a batch from the same area, like Duarte, so we encourage them to contact the Clann implementation team to form their own.
“It works out just fine. We’ve added 30 new ones to Clann Reynolds; probably why we’ve got so many onlookers at the meetings.”
That would be a reason. On the other hand, maybe they just came to admire all the beautiful female bodies? I got a nice purr from Val and Kat for that comment.
Val wrung me out completely; I could barely move after three hours. Fortunately, she wore herself out too — at least for a while.
Pat and Kat were at a resting point, so we bopped off to the desert to check out the facility SW was firing up in the sediment flats. We came in high, and Pat said, «“There’s one hell of a heat bloom over the thermionic converter. We’d better bleed it off better or we might end up with some nosy visitors. From a surveillance satellite, it would really stand out.”»
Fuck. Most of us just zipped right into the middle of things and didn’t look around from a distance. Major oops!
Well, they did have the converter up and operational; the heat bloom was right over top of it. Pat “mentioned” it to one of the engineers who went into overdrive.
He gathered the rest of the engineers around, and in fifteen seconds they had the waste heat being pumped someplace that could use it. Like Pluto.
Yeh, the heat bloom started fading immediately. I told the engineers, «“Be prepared for visitors. If you need to, pull the plug and port the entire thing outta here. The last thing we need right now is the Army or whomever finding one of these. Of course, I don’t have to tell you to watch out for the heat and pressure containment.”»
The engineer told us the converter had heated up the entire interior space and building to about 85 degrees. We checked, and the converter for Selene City was the same; apparently, the electronics liked it that way so did it automatically.
Since this facility was on the planet, it didn’t have to deal with the extreme temperature ranges Selene City did. The engineer’s opinion was the power plant just wasn’t as heavily insulated as the Moon’s.
Since this facility was in the high desert, it frequently got cool at night, so an 85-degree hot spot would stick out pretty good. With satellite image analysts looking for changes in conditions over time, a new bloom some 40 meters across in the middle of the desert might attract some interest.
The engineers had shielded against the incoming heat from the sun but not the outgoing during the night. Oh, well.
Well, I spread the word rapidly. In fact, I recommended (from my high horse) that every facility we found be completely shielded from thermal, sound and every other form of detection we could think of. It should look like “nothing here.” Actually, it should look like the surrounding material, not a nothing.
I recommended we do it for every facility, whether or not we were working on it. We didn’t need some amateur geologist to discover one of them. I thought it was a miracle someone hadn’t found one of them before, even if most of them were pretty well buried.
Dayum! Val knew about the poke spot, too. Well, it was time for my revenge. The three of us ganged up on her for a two-hour Soo Laid which had her begging for mercy! Yeh, right. No mercy! She did survive, though.
Kathleen
(Monday 7/24)
We had a quick «talk» with Mercy about the security issues with the various facilities. She told us, «“Yes, that’s an ‘oops’ all right. We’ve probably got at least a couple security-trained people who might be interested in forming a team. I know your Frank Duane and Thelma Harris have military and police backgrounds. I’ll start with them for a recommendation.”»
Bob and I figured she’d give it a high priority, so we put it on our To Do List to check on later.
The Clann Meeting was good. There were lots of bodies in the Reynolds’ dining room and even more spirits «looking» on.
I got first crack at the floor; Rank Has Its Privileges. I went over Bob getting elected to head the Clanns Council and explained the “Ceann Mor” concept. I told them, “I’m sure it won’t go to his head. If it does, we’ve got at least 50 women more than willing to show him the error of his ways — plus a set of very-sharp Margaret Sullivan teeth.”
Maggie played the innocent, and we got a few chuckles.
Bob spoke a bit about security, mainly the personnel security. He mentioned, “Witch hunts still happen.”
Evin told us of the handling if one of us (or more) were the target of a pickup or attempted kidnapping. Basically, if they were hostile (a foreign government or big, bad corporation), do anything needed to prevent it. For a “friendly” government agency, prevent physical harm, keep our mouths shut and scream for our parents and/or lawyer. The last ditch was to port our butts outta there with lots of accompanying obfuscation.
Pat Derman reported they had several skilled Krav Maga spirits on the enhancement line. Should be interesting to see what they come up with for training.
The engineers at the desert facility we’d visited yesterday had been planning on firing up the fusion reactor in the next several days. Depending on what Mercy’s team recommended, they might wait a bit longer.
Someone tossed George through the air to skid on the table; he hammed it up a lot and told us, “Seems someone wants me to say something.”
He got Silvia Connor up with him and went over what they’d found on the Colorado outpost’s computer. It had lots of goodies they could use right away. Tutorials, references, language instruction, the works! There was tons of data storage available (A terabyte is a lot, so I’d imagine a million terabytes is quite a bit more.). Big grin.
They’d found what appeared to be observation logs. From their limited understanding, the place was an observation outpost; they were observing “the wildlife.” He told us, “It opens a whole area of investigation. They didn’t seem to be raising or tending anything, just observing. Were they caretakers? Zookeepers? Researchers? There seemed to be only one kind of ‘wildlife’ they were interested in. All the log entries just say, ‘As expected.’ Whatever that means.”
With some 500 observation outposts scattered around Earth as well as lots of larger facilities (Each facility had quite a few “personal” computers similar to the outpost’s.), they were going to resurrect as many as they could. With lots of language lessons and other tutorials, he and Silvia figured using those systems would be the most expedient way for us to learn.
He ended up noting, “And you adults thought you were done with school! Ha!”
He got some various threats on how sorry he’d be when some of the women got done with him. Right. As sorry as Val had been last night.
Anyway, from other reports, there were lots of spirits getting enhanced (even as we were talking), more Clanns being formed and lots of studying going on everywhere. Lookin’ good!
After the meeting, Bob and I zipped back home. Mario and Sherry took off for some Skunk Works stuff, so Bob and I had to find our own entertainment.
Our Babies Within were doing wonderfully! At an ancient 37 days old, they were attached and growing as Oscar and Karen expected. Just to make sure, we gave them several good drenchings with Bob’s special baby-grow juice. All in their best interests, of course!
[DHS = Department of Homeland Security] Around 3:00, Frank got hold of us. «“Bob, I’ve run into a couple DHS and military probe results. There was a pronounced heat bloom Sunday morning over the facility in the desert between Los Angeles and Las Vegas. There’s been some activity on the military and DHS channels; they’re going to check it out tomorrow.»
«“Mercy got together a little group of security and military trained people to start up some security. One of the probes told us the Air Force is going to do a camera run over the area tomorrow morning, and there’s a DHS team running a chopper into the area if it looks interesting. We may have to bail out of there in a hurry.”»
Bob told him, «“Yeh. I don’t know if our holograms and shields would stand up under intense visual scrutiny or ground radar. Can you make some withdrawal plans? We’d probably want to port the entire facility out of there so there’s nothing left for them to find — if they get that far.”»
Frank told us, «“We’ve made up a preliminary plan. The engineers are shutting down the thermionic converter as we speak. None of us has tried to port a live Sun chunk; one tiny mistake, and we could end up with a good-sized hole in the ground and lots of attention.”»
Bob told him, «“Good. I don’t know what would happen if you just ported the Sun chunk back into the Sun and let the rest of the containment just collapse. Anyway, do what you need to do. Trying to think like a military or DHS mind is a bit out of my area of expertise.”»
Shit. We needed the DHS and military on our backs like we needed another jihad in the world.
We «peeked» at the engineers shutting down the thermionic converter. They were going down a graphical checksheet similar to the one we used to start up the converter in Selene City. We figured with Frank and his crew around, they’d yell for help if they needed it.
Sean
(Monday 7/24)
BB and Kate finished up their breakfasts post-haste and headed off to the Technical Reference bookshop to meet the couple interested in buying the place. The rest of us finished up a bit later and zipped back to OTL.
Patrick, Teresa and the rest of us kicked back and «peeked» at the proceedings. The couple had brought both sets of parents along. The parents were looking at financing the sale themselves and being silent partners.
Neither BB nor Kate nor the manager blinked an eye. There was just enough room for the nine of them to gather in the office and look over things.
The parents had some entrepreneurial experience (confirmed with a quick gestalt) because they asked all the right questions. The manager showed them the write up of vendor contacts (with notes on their peculiarities), maintenance services (fire extinguishers, plumber, landlord) and how the customer promotional mailing list worked.
Between the manager and Kate, they pumped out a current income statement and balance sheet and were able to show where every line came from. There were lots of questions but lots of immediate, correct answers, too.
The place was nicely arranged. The shop specialized in mathematics and geology. I’d thought it was an interesting combination, and it had worked well for several years already. It handled both new and used books, calculators, videos (CDs and DVDs) and other neat paraphernalia. Sorry, no drilling rigs or wildcatting outfits.
Between the three of them (The manager had just been enhanced, so that helped.), they gave a good, in-depth presentation. No spins, no bull-shit, just the facts, ma’am.
After an hour and a half, BB started closing the sale. She suggested they each spend several hours a day for the next week in the store observing the operations and how things worked. “I remember you two from the seminar. Have you studied The Book and gotten into any of the detail manuals?”
The couple had started in the Sunday after the seminar on July 8 and had showed it to their parents two days later. The parents got interested, and the families had ended up ordering two more The Books and two sets of detail manuals from the web site. They were all in the throes of studying.
They were planning on the couple going full-time with one or the other of the parents taking turns every couple days. The manager showed them the customer statistics over the week and weekend; they decided they could have four of them on Saturday, two of the parents on Sunday and the couple could have Sunday off. Worked for me. Grin.
All of the Cullen Enterprise folk (and the manager) could tell already they were going to do it; they just had to convince themselves intellectually they could do it.
The manager told them, “I would have bought it myself, but I don’t have the drive to do it. From day one, I saw Sean drive himself and the business. We started the place up from scratch; Sean trained me and two others, and we’ve been here ever since. We might move on; I’ve got a girl friend in Santa Clarita who’s been hinting we take over her uncle’s business. I’m a decent manager but a poor entrepreneur.”
We at OTL figured it was worth a grand bonus just for that statement. It handled their unasked question perfectly.
Anyway, they agreed on a schedule for visits. BB pointed out it was still on the market; they got a bit more determined to get the place before someone else. Good on her!
Clann Reynolds meeting time rolled right up. At 7:45, we «peeked» and decided to leave our bodies home this time unless they were needed (Marge might have to do a speech or something.).
When we bopped over at 8:00, there were 60 bodies and over a hundred spirits «looking» on. Good thing Bob could handle a meeting!
Bob spoke a little on the expansion, “We’re growing. There’s around 1,500 ones of us in various stages of training, and that number is going to increase dramatically as more Clanns start forming and doing their own training.
“That brings the security issue up. Until we’ve got lots of members and a united, viable group protection, we’ve need to be very careful of our security. Witch hunts still happen.”
Evin talked with us about what to do if one of us was “picked up” or kidnapped. If they were “friendly,” admit to nothing and yell for a lawyer. Unfriendly? Anything went.
Pat Derman mentioned, “Speaking of Krav Maga, we’ve got at least a dozen who know it well being enhanced. Give us a week or so and we’ll see what they think of teaching us.”
Mercy told us, “We expect to have the Skunk Works company chains set up by next week. Not too bad, it’s only run us $50K in fees and bribes so far.”
Ben Talbert gave the official word on the status of the various alien facilities. “Selene City is up to plus 40 degrees and 11 psi. Probably a bit too soon for any remaining ice to melt, so we’ll just continue to inch it up. We’ve got at least half a dozen medical experts doing atmosphere tests for bugs, microbes, spores and other nasty surprises. We don’t expect any, but better safe than having to run an emergency filter routine on someone.
“Three very happy people have gotten the land vehicle going at the Colorado outpost. Fitting wheels and tires wasn’t an issue, but they had to put some padding on the seats. That sucker will climb a 60-degree hill at 80 miles per hour with almost no help from a «touch».
“A couple people — like the Cullens — have checked out the facility on Venus. Needless to say, it’s warm inside. We’ve got the opposite situation from Selene City; we’ve gotta depressurize and cool down. Should be fun to see what they were doing there.
“Facilities further out around Jupiter and Pluto, etc., are plain cold. They’re around -400 Fahrenheit which is getting down towards no molecular motion at all. Going to be fun out there!”
A baby body flew through the air, skidded along the table and slid to a stop. With his face scrunched against the table, George remarked, “Seems someone wants me to say something.”
He popped up onto his feet and said, “Let’s get Silvia up here!”
Silvia gave us a rundown on what they’d found. Dayum, once we get some more of those system available, we’d really make some progress.
Things went from there. Tons of people being enhanced, lots of Clanns being formed and lots of learning getting done. Guess we’d have to get in line to get some lessons on one of those computers.
After the meeting, we flitted back home and put the bodies to bed. After lots of cuddling and snogging, we put them to sleep and popped out for some more exploring.
We weren’t the only ones checking out the various outposts and facilities. At each of them there were at least a dozen other spirits nosing around.
The outer system ones were cold. Could keep beer cool for a long time. Grin.
We went the other way and checked the Venus facility. The engineers were cooling things down with «touches» and had already dropped it about 50 degrees.
We decided to go inwards a bit more and check out Mercury. Em, not a place for general sunbathing, for sure. Maybe near the poles.
Enough silliness; we popped back home. Since they’d done so well at the business earlier, we abused BB and Kate for the rest of the night.
Eileen
(Tuesday 7/25)
We’re rolling! We spent two hours drilling the seminar routines and discussion scenarios and options. Less than two weeks until the next one.
Melissa had a chat with Rita and Duane at Fillmore. They’d secured the venues in all three places and were already promoting heavily. Rita told Melissa, “We’ve got a client dashboard set up on your web site. Here’s your User ID and password.”
Liss wrote them down, and we jumped up to the web site portal. After entering the User ID and password, we got a dashboard with the current Cullen Enterprises statistics.
There was a section for each seminar listing the promo quantity sent, the number of registrations made and the number paid. Duane told her, “It’s pretty much real-time. It just queries our registration database when you first open the page. Click the Refresh button any time and you’ll update your page to the latest and greatest.”
Liss refreshed it, and the number of registrations for the Seattle seminar jumped by two. Cool, now we didn’t have to bug each other for an update.
Each seminar had a graph of total reservations by day and a speedometer-like gauge showing if they were on target for the expected rate. It was right in the middle at “Normal.”
There was a link to the promotional and sign up page on the Fillmore site. The promo talked about the “overflow crowd” at the first seminar. Well, we’d overflowed the target but not the hall. Acceptable truth, right?
They didn’t need more money from us yet. Rita said, “Your credit’s good, you’ve got a big deposit and things are running normally. It’s lookin’ good so far!”
Yes! We were right in the groove!
Rita had spent a half-hour with Mona on the Cullen Enterprises web site, so its promo was up to date, too. Of course, the link to the Fillmore sign up page was prominently displayed several times.
Carmel McLennan showed up at 5:00. We greeted her warmly, and Margie got in several good snogs; most un-granddaughterly of her, I thought. Grin.
We took right off for dinner in New York City. With our garble-shield up and talking Irish, we were in good shape.
Carmel was having a blast at JRD. “Hell, I work twice as hard, half again as long, and it’s great!”
She was getting information together for a possible common network and financial reporting system (General Ledger?) for all the JRD companies so they could just run the reports rather than merging each company’s monthly data. The General Ledger account numbers were all different, the roll up categories were different and the file formats were different.
It took JRD almost a week of steady work each month to get all the data converted and into one system so they could do meaningful reports. With the different accounting systems, the Income Statements and Balance Sheets were different and weren’t computed the same. So, it was difficult to compare any two companies.
Though she wasn’t an accountant, she worked a lot to support the effort. “I’m training three people to do the individual systems work at the companies. Aaron and Barbara are heading up the project and are training ten accountant-types. Plus, we’re bringing in a consultant or so to organize and advise.”
Kate ate it up, of course. I followed for a while and Margie just grinned. Sean — well, he knew the issues and at least sympathized.
No, Carmel hadn’t found a boyfriend yet. Hope wasn’t lost, though. Rosheen was working at getting her and several others matched up.
“I’ve had a couple fun overnighters and quickies. Hell, it’s more than I’ve had the last ten years. No major sparks, just lots of fun and fucking.”
Margie told her, “Well, we’ll try to keep the trend going. If you play your cards right tonight, you just might get lucky again.”
Carmel laughed and said, “And you, young/old lady, are going to be right in there, right? Do I take you on one by one or all together?”
We said together, “Both!”
And both she got. Sean managed to survive for a couple hours, then each of us girls got our shots. Margie got hers first because she needed to do more Skunk Works stuff.
Dayum, Carmel was nice! Lovey, sweet and hotter than a branding iron. I wouldn’t say she wore us out, but we knew we’d been laid, all right.
Luckily, she was able to port her way back home in the morning. She’d get plenty of sympathy (not!) at work.
Bob
(Tuesday 7/25)
Frank had volunteered Henry to work with the security team. Not much of a surprise; our Warrior-Heart had quite a knack for that sort of stuff.
Just after dawn, he told us, «“We had a medium-altitude flyover. The pilot had instructions to make several passes over the bloom area. They plan on another run early this afternoon to catch different shadows.”»
The Air Force would look at the photos in the afternoon and pass on results. There was a squad of Marines and geology specialists scheduled to check out the area on the ground early Wednesday morning before the sun got too hot. Guess we were going to have some visitors.
Anyway, we had a visit to JRD Media Repro in North Hollywood. The 75 staff duplicated CDs, DVDs, audio cassettes and video cassettes. The cassettes were getting fewer as time went on; there wasn’t much call for them anymore.
It was quite a nice place, in decent shape. The President was almost one of us, and there was another as the floor manager. There were two clean rooms where they made the CD/DVD masters and four clean rooms where they made the production disks.
The clean rooms pumping out the masters didn’t seem busy, but pretty much everything was hidden inside the equipment. A production line could pump out 500 to 900 disks an hour, which wasn’t bad at all.
We had a good-sized storage room to store the masters and the stamps (They had names like Father, Mother, sons and the like. Maybe the Holy Ghost was in there, too.). It was climate-controlled and was pretty dayum secure.
It took an hour or so to create and validate a master. Once that was done and the stamp made, the process started in the production line. Al (the President) told us, “We like the longer runs of a couple thousand. Once the setup’s done, the line just runs. It takes several minutes to switch to another stamp, so it’s down time.”
Well, we knew Fillmore used this place; maybe a Leone and Mark hit CD was getting run right then!
We took Al and several others to lunch and talked more shop. Most of the operation was planning and priorities; everyone wanting a production run wanted it done right now!
It all looked good to us. The Probe Patrol hadn’t found any hanky-panky, it was running smoothly and the books were in good shape. It was a smooth, “bring ‘em in and move ‘em out” operation without any Hollywood politics or power plays. Leave that to others.
We passed out Sean cards. Al and the rest didn’t mind taking a weekend in Seattle — at company expense of course. I grinned at them and said, “Enjoy. Take the family, mistress, boy friend or whomever along and make a weekend of it. Not too much partying, though; you’re still responsible for broken furniture!”
The Air Force did its afternoon flyover right on schedule. Henry (who’d been volunteered to be our liaison with the security team) told us, «“I think the engineers and the team did real well. They ported everything out and put about 60 feet of the sediment back on top and the shield is holding it up. Of course it’ll look different on the surface. If they come look, they’ll have fun — and we’ll have fun watching.”»
Brenda Quinn told me, «“The lawyer coalition set up a non-profit organization for the Clanns Council. Several thousand dollars of funding magically appeared from somewhere.»
«“Anyway, you guys get together and do the formal elections so we can wrap up the paperwork. We centered it in Chicago, since it’s pretty much in the middle of everything.”»
Speaking of Mario, JRD had “fired” him to go full-time with the Skunk Works even though the final corporation shenanigans weren’t quite complete yet. His assistant got promoted to JRD Corporate IT Manager, Carmel McLennan was Global IT Manager, and everyone was happy.
Carmel had the authority and funding to send inspectors to check out each JRD company’s IT area as needed. She got saddled with checking out backups, disaster recovery, record retention (legal and otherwise) and a host of other stuff.
She didn’t mind. She was training half a dozen people to hit the road and kick butt — don’t bother to take names.
Kat and Evin’s temp team was about halfway through the pile of stuff. Yeh, they’d checked out the other storage areas. Tons of art, more furniture and other valuable goodies. Kat and Evin had told them, “Inventory it, get it appraised and we’ll see what we’ve got. Most of it seems to be resting easy, so just ensure there’s clear title. No hurry.”
We had them give the real estate and financial accounts a bit more priority. Especially with the real estate, we had some plans for some not-too-distant future growth.
Some of the RRK people were working with them on matching up nearby property. They got along well; a couple of them were already pairing up. What’s a couple thousand miles to a courting couple? Especially ones who could port anywhere in the world (and beyond if desired) for a quick lunch date.
Kathleen
Toro told us the Air Force had done its spook analysis and had decided the place merited a closer look. He told us, «“The DHS is getting together with some geologists, a squad of Marines is coming in from Twentynine Palms as a training exercise, plus a bunch of Army types from Ft. Irwin. They’ll be on site tomorrow. We’re going to get everything outta there tonight.”»
(Wednesday 7/26)
Well, lots of the gang were hanging around in the morning waiting for the circus to start. Some of the young-uns were darting around pretending to sell goodies. «“Get your programs here! Get your programs here! Can’t tell the Christians from the lions without your programs! Get your programs here!”»
The DHS chopper made its appearance right on schedule. It circled around the area several times taking pictures then settled down off to one side. Of course we had probes and «inspections» running all the time.
The disturbed area was in a triangle with the bloom area where the thermionic converter had been. The triangular area between it and the actual facility had been uncovered before but now was topped off.
Henry told us, «“Everything artificial is outta there. We dug out a chunk of mountain and ported everything in. It’s a bit messy in spots; several miles of assorted piping is a bit difficult to make nice and neat in a hurry.”»
There was a void in the triangle about 20 meters below the surface and it was pretty empty for the next 75 meters down until it hit bedrock where the equipment had rested. There were sediment/mud “pillars” here and there which were helping hold the surface up.
Henry told us, «“There’s a couple hundred pounds of cold volcanic gas mixed with swamp gas — methane — helping hold it up. From our sources, pretty much any geologist would say it was a volcanic vent leak from years ago and some of the methane must have escaped and flared. Right now, it’s in equilibrium. Puncture it, though, and it’ll deflate. Hehehehe.”» Some people have a nasty sense of humor.
The place was at least 20 miles from the nearest real road. There were some dune-buggy tracks here and there, but it would be a tough drive in.
The Marines and Army didn’t drive; they came in a dozen choppers (with equipment) and surrounded the area as if it were going to heave up and try to conquer the U.S. Henry told us, «“Frank’s saying it’s going to be one hell of a cluster fuck before long.”»
The geologists unloaded a bunch of equipment from the DHS chopper and the Marines unloaded a shit-pot full from theirs. There were a couple Hummers, some trailers and lots of camping gear. Looked like they were going to stay a while.
The geologists loaded a lot of gear in the back of one of the Hummers and took off around the triangle. They stopped every hundred meters or so to set up a sensor station and to take gas readings. Yep, they were getting some indications of the methane; in fact, they could smell it a little.
We all kicked back and enjoyed the show. The Marines and Army folk were a lot smarter than the geologists. They set up sun shelters, a couple mobile kitchens, toilets and lots of water dispensers. Then they settled back and watched.
The DHS guys wandered around looking for some terrorist to emerge from the ground. Until proven otherwise, they were convinced this was a test site for some devious plot.
The geologists had the sensors set up in about an hour; at 2 klicks to the farthest point, they used a lot of sensors. Henry told us, «“They’re going to fire up the ground radar, echo sounders and that sorta stuff to see what’s underneath.”»
Yeh. They gathered under a sun shade (getting smarter), did a lot of magic with some equipment and peered into some computer screens. Yep. There was a hollow underneath.
There was a bit of an argument among them. Some wanted to get a core sample over the bloom area while others wanted to wait to see if the methane traces died down. Guess the “core” guys won, because they went right out to the middle of the bloom and set up a small drilling rig.
At least they had the sense to run hydraulic lines from a diesel-driven pump situated a good 50 meters off the bloom. They lowered the drill and let it rip.
Henry said, «“This is where it should get interesting. There’s only about 5 meters of loose sediment right where they’re drilling. Should get exciting in a little bit.”»
They broke through in about fifteen minutes and pulled the drill back up. When it was a couple feet from the surface, the pressure below just blew the entire rig up in the air several feet.
We had a nice geyser of nasty-smelling gas blowing dry, loose sediment 20 meters into the air. The geologists showed arseholes and elbows while they hauled their butts outta there!
Everyone became very alert. The majority of the military were on the other side of the disturbed ground (smart) while most of the DHS guys had gathered right next to the bloom area.
Of course they and the geologists were covered with dust and dirt. They hopped in a Hummer and boogied!
The Marines and Army guys looked quite amused for a while. That is, until the ground over the triangle started sinking slowly. The pressure being relieved had lessoned the support underneath so it was collapsing.
The security team and engineers wouldn’t play any tricks, would they? Grin.
Every chopper fired up its engines — just in case. The drivers pulled the Hummers back another 50 meters while the rest of the military guys under the sunshades just laughed — politely. Right.
Over the next hour, the ground collapsed and sunk a good 75 meters — right down to the bedrock. They now had a triangular sink hole in the middle of the desert. Big fuckin’ deal, right?
Well, we now had a spare thermionic reactor, fusion reactor and a mining facility (or whatever) while the DHS had a dead end and the geologists were planning on how to write their next paper for publication.
Maggie said, “They’re already arguing whose name gets to be on top. A couple think they’ll get their PhD out of this, and the rest think it’ll guarantee tenure. Fuck. Glad I’m out of that racket.”
The fun was over. We left a few tags in some of the military folk and put their names on the enhancement list. The geologists and DHS folk had several conferences with the Marine and Army officers, yakked on their cell phones a while, then took off in the DHS chopper.
The DHS had decided it was too hot to search the sinkhole for terrorists (It was only around 95 degrees — wusses!) and the geologists were going back to get some funding and more equipment.
The Marines and Army packed up pretty as you please and were outta there within the next hour. They weren’t planning on coming back, although a couple of the Army guys were wondering when they’d be assigned to dig up dirt from somewhere else to fill the sinkhole. Not a joke, either.
Bob
We ducked that one because of decent intelligence and quick, intelligent work. Frank would probably have the Probe Patrol watch things at the DHS, etc., for a while to see if anything else about it came up. I wasn’t going to jog his elbow.
What the heck. We stopped by the Colorado outpost (now completely shielded for radar, heat emissions, radio, etc.) to see how the gang was doing there.
George and Silvia must have taken advantage of the excitement elsewhere to jack things up. The whiteboard showed, “Level 3 Training Mode.”
They’d made copious notes on running the various training modes, getting into the tutorials and what they’d learned on getting access to the various programs. Not a tutorial in itself, just enough to guide one of us newbies to the right place to begin learning on our own.
Silvia told us, “Since it’s you guys, I’ll tell you a bit of what we’ve learned. The technical language is called ‘Sperk.’ Nice and hard-sounding, like the structure. The emotional, conversational language is “Phane.” It’s a lot softer.
“They called themselves the Cels – with a hard “C.” Not quite sure where the names came from, but so far that’s what we came up with. As soon as George gets off his lazy kid ass and brings up some of the other systems, we’ll probably release them to you guys for training. Of course, the Skunk Works guys will probably try to pull rank, but that’s between you and Mercy.”
Okay. RHIP but not yet. Let them run with it for a while.
We had a talk with Sean about the Waystation. They and the N&Bs were right in the middle of some real estate transactions so hadn’t pursued it much beyond the surveys. Sean told us, «“We’re anticipating finding a new person with experience in the area to head up the project. We’re in the throes of expanding ourselves and don’t want to take on something this size. We’re more than willing to contribute some time, but we can’t run the show.”»
Maggie brought up the fact we didn’t appear to have a group-wide search for specific talents. True. We guessed among all the network and computer experts we had, they could figure out a way of submitting a query to everyone without having to keep and synchronize a list of members for each Clann in one place.
Now that Mario was full-time with the Skunk Works, maybe he could come up with something decent. We had the secure server and network below JRD where we were keeping a lot of the Southern California data; could that be expanded or integrated with other places? Perhaps similar regional data centers across the world (eventually)?
Dunno what he would think, but it sounded interesting to me. Simple enough, send him an email!
Pat and Cynthia showed up on our doorstep. Arg. Betcha Val had done a lot of training with Cynthia; I might not survive this round.
Poor Pat was fated to endure another night with the Cauldron of Fire. Maybe Kat would take pity on him, but I doubted she would. Even at just over a month along, the hormones were really running in her body.
We’d decided lots of drenching from lots of different sources would toughen up the Babies Within and make them grow faster and stronger. Yep. That’s right. That’s what we decided. After all, don’t the Ceann and Ceann-Mate have a tap to the mystical river of all knowledge? Grin.
The social secretaries had made reservations for us at the SkyCity restaurant atop the Space Needle in Seattle (Washington). There’s usually a long wait to ride the elevators up, but we managed to bypass it.
We checked into the restaurant; we had a half-hour wait so we went up to the observation deck. Really, really nice. We saw the mountains, the bay and lots of islands and watched the boats putter around. That’s relaxing.
Dinner was decent. With the restaurant revolving around, we saw the mountains again along with a view of Seattle. We put up our garble shield and yakked away.
PVC was going at it hard. While they tutored Alejandro and Linda quite a bit, it wasn’t so time-consuming now. Alejandro and Linda had a good grounding in English, the North American (Burbank) culture and could now do a tremendous amount of studying on their own. It didn’t preclude them from having lots of fun.
Everyone took their turn on the Probe Patrol. With the number of new people getting slotted in for a shift, they were taking their turn maybe once a week now. That left plenty of time for other projects such as enhancing new folk.
Cynthia told us, “We’ve sicced Alejandro and Linda on a few English as a Second Language folk and they’ve done right well. The Clann Fuerte has their own trainers down in Cabo, so no one’s hurting.
“With Ramon and Elisa coming up a couple times a week, they’re still accountable to them; I’d say we’re stricter than their parents.”
Megan, Dan and Art were still running around with each other and having fun. The six of them were seeking out new people for both the middle school Brain Trust and for the next year’s Freshmen class at Mickey C. They’d scoped out most of the elementary school class for next year, including the new seventh-graders. They’d found half a dozen so far and with some younger siblings, were forming the basis for a Brain Trust in the elementary school, too. Good on em!
In the honoring room, Cynthia wanted it slow and sweet — she got just that with a few twists thrown in. She’d been keeping up her growth rate; the Sorcerer’s Grip fit exactly on her wonderful set of perfectly placed breasts.
She knew (and applied) stuff which dayum near wore me out. Not just technique, she was warm and loving to go along with it.
We surfed several small waves (along with Pat and Kat) then everyone ganged up on Cynthia for a two-hour Soo Laid. Our final tsunami blew us out around Jupiter, so we took the opportunity to check out a couple of the facilities there. Yep, they were cold, all right. Kat and I figured we’d wait until they got them warmed up a bit before we asked for a personal oversight visit!
Speaking of temperature, we found Selene City up to 60 degrees and around 15 psi. One of the atmosphere engineers told us, «“We’ve been sanitizing the place with ozone baths the last couple days. That should get any nasty critters. We haven’t found anything, but the cold could have preserved most anything.”»
They’d found ionic particle precipitators in the air shafts and had fired them up. They’d had to clean some fan blades and air filters, but the place was pretty particulate-free.
The oxygen level and the rest of the gases were acceptable even to the most cynical of them. The engineer said, «“We’ll do a final check tomorrow. It should be up to 70 by then. If it’s a go, we might permit in-person visits to get used to the gravity.”»
They hadn’t turned on much of anything except the ventilation and lights. They were waiting on a better understanding of the technical language (Sperk) before they started messing around with much of anything.
George’s team had identified some 200,000 computers the same size, etc., as the one at the Colorado outpost. They figured they were the equivalent of the standard “personal” computer like we might use at home — except for being quite a few orders of magnitude more powerful.
Yeh, there were several other big computer systems. They weren’t touching them for a while yet. It’s going to be fun; from George’s description, just a couple of the personal computers together probably had more computing power than the United States. So, what would having the big systems on line give us?
The geologists were back at the sinkhole in the desert. They’d run ladders down, but had the guts to put their main encampment right on the bottom. We spotted a few tag nodes in them and figured they had a couple guardian angels keeping an eye on them. The sinkholes appeared stable (Henry said they weren’t planning any more fun.), but it was still nature in the wild out there.
About that time, Cynthia pounded me in the ribs and demanded we go back home. She said, «“It’s time for some monkey sex! I’ll bet a dinner you give up before I do!”»
We called it a draw after another couple hours. She was still a growing girl, and though she had decent endurance, I’d had a lot more practice and was a bit older.
Eileen
(Wednesday 7/26)
We got our first batch of manuals from the printers. Sic semper; our now-expert Reynolds Construction crew and we got them into our storage containers (lots of room now!), got them inventoried and the crew back home in a half hour. Sure beats lugging cartons around!
With the expanded space, we didn’t have to pack stuff in, either. We just put the cartons down just as they were on the pallets. Nice and simple.
We did another all-hands quality control run for three hours. Liss found two typos (She’s going to get it from us and the N&Bs!), and Sean found a couple of awkward sentences. They didn’t count since they weren’t “mistakes.”
We got counter offers back from both places in Stevenson Ranch. Not bad, about half-way between the original and our offer. The N&Bs zipped over and we made up our own counter-offer.
We upped our bid a couple percent and put in the list of repairs to be made. Yeh, there was a page and a half for each property. If they’d agreed to our bid, we’d have done the repairs ourselves — Papa Sonora and the Reynolds Construction crews were fast.
Melissa took our offers back to the agents. When she came back, she told us, “They’ll see if they can get something back to us by the weekend.”
Good enough for now.
(Thursday 7/26)
The spirit bush telegraph told us about the fun and games scheduled for the morning out in the desert. Being both supportive and nosy, we popped over in plenty of time for the action.
We “bought” programs from a couple of the young-uns (Payment was to be delivered later and in person. They drove hard bargains.) and several hundred of us kinda perched ourselves around the entire area.
The Marines and Army folk did just fine. They treated it as routine, even if it was hot by mid-morning. The civilian geologists loved it. They took air samples, ran ground radar and echo soundings and had a good old time.
The Department of Home Security guys, on the other hand, seemed to take it personally that there weren’t a horde of terrorists experimenting with their latest Weapons of Mass Destruction. They were quite even-tempered, though. They were mad all the time they were there.
The new Skunk Works security team and the resident engineers had ported everything out, put back about 20 meters of the sediment they’d peeled off before and had rigged up a high pressure atmosphere underneath. To a geologist and others, it was supposed to look like a natural formation.
There was methane gas leaking up. Methane’s flammable, so we watched several of the soldiers and two of the DHS guys struggle with their nicotine addiction.
Hah! When the geologists drilled for a core sample, they “somehow” managed to pick the thinnest, loosest part of the sediment. When they pulled the drill out, the atmosphere pressure below blew out like a geyser!
Really neat. There was dust everywhere; the geologists and DHS pukes got covered — and the military got alert for a little while.
With the pressure decreasing below, the entire triangle where the two reactors and the facility had been sank into the ground. Not fast, but within an hour, they had a 75-meter deep sinkhole to explore. Grin.
There was lots of running around, gesturing, arguing and cell phone calls — among the geologists and DHS. The military relaxed and made the best of it.
Ah, well. Fun must end sometime. The Marines and Army packed up and took off. The gang of us had found some Talent here and there, had put in tags and augmented the list. The time hadn’t been wasted, at least.
Later in the day, Bob and Kat popped in for a «talk». They were interested in what was happening, if anything, with the Los Angeles Waystation.
I told them about our newest real estate adventures. Beyond the initial surveys, we (and the N&Bs) hadn’t done anything beyond the surveys.
I said, «“We’re anticipating finding a new person with experience in the area to head up the project. We’re in the throes of expanding ourselves and don’t want to take on something this size. We’re more than willing to contribute some time, but we can’t run the show.”»
They could live with that.
Bob
(Thursday 7/27)
In the morning, we zipped over to Oakland for breakfast along the Bay. We found a decent little hole in the wall right at the end of 7th Street where we could watch the traffic on the Bay Bridge. Busy place, the Bay Area!
We shipped Pat and Cynthia off after breakfast; they had a mid-morning training session scheduled. Yeh, we’d all survived.
We’d slacked off a day so we could enjoy the fun in the desert. Time to get back to work! We didn’t have an oversight visit scheduled until next Thursday, so we had almost a week off.
We buckled down and studied the Sean detail manuals for several hours. We were well over half-way through, as was Sherry. Mario was running a bit behind, but since we had him busting his butt over at the Skunk Works, we forgave him.
Dan Jonston showed up on our doorstep at 4:00. Kat hugged him and said, “So glad you’re here!” She pointed behind me and told me, “She’s your date for the night.” It was Sherry in full knock-em-dead dress. She whispered, «“I’ve gotta get my second shagging somehow, right?”»
Right. Moan. Complain.
Kat got changed for dinner, and we took off to Miami for Cuban. We got right in and got settled.
Dan was working his butt off (according to him, at least). What with doing enhancements, helping out with Alejandro and Linda and helping keep Megan’s libido somewhat satisfied, he didn’t have a lot of time for his history hobby. He told us, “Doesn’t matter a lot. I’m not so much into historical people as historical sites. Now, I can go to a historical site and «dig» in to see what there is to see. Rome, for example, still has a bunch of buried places they haven’t even discovered yet.
“Of course, I’m not above putting an idea or two in some archaeologists’ heads, so they’re making some interesting discoveries. I follow along and pick their brains as they’re finding and looking at things so I get all the benefit with almost none of the work.
“Recently, I’ve been going around to some of the outposts and facilities on Earth and «looking» around outside and underneath the original ground level. So far, I’ve found quite a bit of junk — probably actual junk — that they didn’t recycle. Then again, we don’t know if or how they recycle. Yet.”
He was on the Skunk Works search and mark team for Cel installations and artifacts. The team had found another hundred small mining(?) stations in the Asteroid Belt like Janine, Todd, Kat and I had. Our tip to them gave them plenty to look at.
He said, “It’s a lot more discriminating to trace things down when they’re nestled up against a metallic asteroid. The asteroid has the annoying tendency to mask the artificial alloys. Adding to that is the various metals they used for the stations vary a lot, almost as if they made them on site without a strict quality control.”
Anyway, he was doing great, was having a lot of fun, and was eager to help contribute to the Clanns’ survival.
We made the rounds to various places while Dan pointed out some interesting things he’d found. At least he and I thought the drain and waste disposal layout were interesting! If Kat and Sherry were a little bored, they didn’t show it; they just «chatted» away.
In the honoring room (She deserved it.), Sherry was more interested in snuggles and snogs rather than a lot of shagging. That was fine, she’d have plenty more chances to get good shaggings.
We chuckled every once in a while during the night when we heard Dan moan, groan and complain. Kat must have ignored most of it, because she got to shrieking and screaming and didn’t let up for a good hour. Yeh, the Babies Within got several good drenchings.
Breakfast was in Cancun. While Dan had nosed around the city as a spirit, he’d never been there physically. After he stuffed himself, he perked up a bit. He told us, “I’m coming back here for dinner sometime!”
He had a full day scheduled, so we let him take off while we three lazed around for another half hour.
Back home, we hit the books again. Poor Mario was getting left behind. Then again, we weren’t down in the trenches like he was. Still, he was managing to get in at least an hour a day.
We nosed around JRD and did a quick port to Akron to check out what was happening (and to steal some of Nana’s cookies). Clann Flannigan was doing great. They had about 40 people by now and had sprouted three additional Clanns in the Akron area. Great growth!
Seanathair and Nana were doing great themselves. They looked a good thirty years younger and told us they felt 30 again. Nora eyed me and said, “There’s other parts which feel young again, too.”
Kat and Sherry laughed and told her, “Guess we’ll have to work you in!”
They were spending a lot of their time doing enhancement training. Seanathair told us, “We’re taking it easy. Between the training and trying to keep up with Nora’s, em, urges, I have all I can handle.”
Nana smacked him a few times and said, “Don’t stop misbehaving!”
Sherry took off in the mid-afternoon to track down Mario and either help or hinder him. His choice! Kat and I got back home about 3:30.
Art Wilson was our honoree that evening. He was lookin’ good and acted as if he were another ten years older.
Well, we treated him like it. Kat told me, “You’ll have to do without a date tonight. Watch a movie, play some solitaire or whatever. Art and I are going to go out and paint the planet red!”
They left me all alone to contemplate whatever. Good enough; I lazed in the Jacuzzi, took a little swim at the Altadena Arms, raided the refrigerator (plenty of stuff there) and played around with the house shield to change the outside house color to fade to different paint and trim over several days. Let the neighbors figure it out!
I slept alone for the first time in months. It was kind of fun, even if the screams and shrieks from the honoring room woke up my body a couple times. Not all of them were Kat’s, either!
Eileen
(Friday 7/28)
Tavern night again already. It was a “black night,” so we got decked out in our finest LBD cleas [Irish: Trick. Used as a magic spell: Holograms and other trick-the-senses. Used as both singular and plural.] and piled into the dining room.
We had a good crowd; lots of Clann and lots of well-known customers. We put on a good show for them. Caden’s and Connor’s three ladies pitched right in and contributed to the festivities. Good thing they were there; we had some plans, and they all knew it!
The Tavern managers were doing great. The service and food were up to the standards the N&Bs had set, and the entertainment — well that was mostly us.
We pulled Caden and Vivian (the first of the three to latch onto them) back to OTL with us. We all kicked back and relaxed in the den.
Vivian was a wonderful sweet young thang to the eye. Underneath, she was a powerful spirit with excellent memories and excellent skills.
She told us, “We enhanced our six parents and five siblings right off the bat. We’re finding, like most of you guys have, that it seems to run in families. While our folks aren’t active in the Clann meetings and the like, they’ve all jumped onto the Selene City bandwagon.”
They’d all volunteered for various teams and were spending at least half their non-J O B time working their spirit-butts off. Good on ‘em.
The five of them were enhancing and training about five new spirits a day. Connor told us, “With the new checksheets, it’s pretty straightforward. Fortunately, after the basics, we can turn them loose to twin up on their own for the teleportation checksheet and the technical bulletins. We take from one to five days from start to finish; a lot depends on how much power we pump in to start, when they’re ready to pop and how much fun they wanna have along the way.”
Someone (or someones) had done taught Connor good. I wouldn’t say he wore BB, Kate, Margie and me out, but he sure knew how to make the best of his physical abilities.
Yeh, we stole Vivian after Sean had abused her for a couple of hours. Margie got first dibs on her because she had to go off for Skunk Works stuff, but BB, Kate and I managed to take up the slack.
Vivian was a real ball of fire; wonderfully alive, wonderfully sweet and eager as a new bride. She loved Kate’s and my red down pussy-frames and went into ecstasy over BB’s silver pelt. Then again, we still really liked BB’s pelt, too.
Sean
(Saturday 7/29)
In the morning, we (Margie was still out skunking around.) took a bleary-eyed Connor and Vivian off to Manhattan for a good all-you-can-eat breakfast. They were able to eat almost as much as we could! I wouldn’t call either of them under-nourished by any stretch of the imagination.
While their bodies were still a bit shaky, they were fine. After a final round of hugs and kisses, they took off for some Cullen Enterprises web site fulfillment, scheduled enhancements and a bit of genealogy research. For sure they weren’t telling their folks they were bored!
Both the offers were back from Santa Clarita. At least they were prompt. We zipped over to the N&Bs (now always including Melissa) and went over them.
Yeh, they’d accepted our last offer. They’d do the repairs as soon as possible and have them done by the end of the thirty-day escrow. If everything was complete, we could close escrow any time. Good!
So, that launched off a lot of planning. We’d already considered a lot of ideas for both places, so this was getting into the actual details.
The N&Bs offered Cullen Enterprises 10% of N&B Enterprises (for a decent price). Maura said, “That way, we can pick your brains on the Tavern stuff.” We accepted and became a proud part of the Irish tavern business.
All righty, then! We spent most of the day on detailed planning, locating potential new staff and planning the promotional activities. Hmm, we spotted at least fifty tagged people within five miles of the places.
We spent Sunday on the beach somewhere in the Bahamas. There were no hurricanes, so we mingled with the crowds and basked in the sun. Marge spent some time with us, too.
By the way, it was a nude beach, so the only one with a cleas was Marge. Dayum, she was a right fine tidy package oozing sex and personality. She got lots of appreciative eyeballs and not just because of her size.
The other ladies got their share of appreciation, too, and not just from me. They didn’t seem to mind in the least; all them were suspiciously damp in some very interesting places.
Back home, we checked the Fillmore portal. Registrations for the Seattle seminar were up and the expected-performance gauge was above normal. Fillmore must be doing something right; just under two weeks to go and we had well over the 50% of the anticipated 2,000 attendees.
Kathleen
(Saturday 7/29)
Not a lot happening right then and there, though there was a ton of stuff coming down the line Real Soon Now. We expected the Skunk Works to open up Selene City within the next week unless they found something unusual.
Most everything else was in progress. There was plenty of enhancing and training going on; we couldn’t make even a WAG at how many ones of us were out and about now.
Bob and I hit the books for a couple hours; we only had one more detail manual to go! Mario was a bit behind but was still making good progress.
About 11:30, Mario and Sherry zipped back in from whatever adventure they’d been on. Good excuse for a party!
We (Bob) fired up the grill for some surf and turf, and I heated up the Jacuzzi. Sherry and I had to ensure the water-jet pump hadn’t crapped out on us!
We ate, soaked in the ‘cuzzi and talked a lot. Most of it was about options the Clanns had in dealing with the new technologies and the Earth people. Dayum, there were some interesting issues! We hashed over a lot of them in the next several hours and decided the issues which should go to the Clanns Council for discussion. The option they chose would decide our course of action for years to come.
Sunday was a bit more of the same, except Bob and I flitted around and «talked» with various people about different projects.
Ana and the Drs. Gold (plus Mary and Sam) were working with several other Skunk Works people on the medical aspects of Selene City. Their major concern was microbes, spores and other biological hazards which may have been preserved in the cold.
They were testing atmosphere samples every day in all the areas. Quite a few of the research lab animals were spending time up there; it seemed they got used to the lower gravity in a couple hours. So far, they were all hale and hearty.
Well, we’ll let them worry about it. As far as we could tell, they were taking whatever precautions were needed.
George and his computer cronies had worked up a checksheet on bringing up the Cel personal computers. Once we had the all-clear to go into Selene City, they wanted to bring up as many of the 200,000 systems as possible so the rest of us could start training.
They’d recruited several hundred other computer folk from the newer ones of us who were more than willing to go do the actual work. For some reason, they were quite excited about an entirely new computer system in a remote exotic location. Grin. I could barely wait myself.
Madeleine and Dermot MacKenna appeared on our doorstep in the early afternoon. Going to be an interesting night, especially since I might learn about the fabulously-rumored “Dermot Special.” Hehehehe.
We headed for the Jacuzzi; it was getting to be a favorite getting-acquainted place.
Yum! Madeline looked delicious. Dermot had a cleas of an Irish leprechaun with a pointy curled beard and long hair — red, of course. Pop on a green shirt and a flat hat and he’d be perfect.
He wasn’t at all hesitant to check me out, either. He grinned at me, licked his lips and said, “Hopefully you’ll survive.” Devil! Yeh, he knew what I was thinking and grew a couple short horns.
Madeline was going full bore as JRD Global Sales Manager. She’d recruited three Regional Sales Mangers to work with her and the Regional (Operations) Managers.
With the Probe Patrol and audit team running through a company per week, they had plenty to do. She told us, “Once a company’s been vetted, we don’t have to check out anyone. We just go in, investigate the current policies, processes, procedures, commissions and the like and start getting them in alignment with The Book and the specific industry.”
Some of the salespeople were a bit resistive to change. Madeleine was willing to work with them a bit, but still took a pretty tough line on getting in policy. Most of them saw the light right away; after all, with optimum customer service (help desk, warranty work and the like), they had even more sales tools at their disposal.
While we could look at the JRD stats any time we wished, hearing what was behind them made a difference. So far, she’d gone into eleven companies behind our oversight visits. Half had already shown significant improvement — more than 5% above their average — and the rest were implementing the policies and processes.
She told us, “Fillmore Sales Relations has shown the most improvement. They’re already up 50%. I’ve got a sneaking suspicion they’re using the same policies and processes with their clients. It works very well, so they get more business — and larger accounts.”
Bob
Made sense to me. Apply to your clients what works for you — novel idea, right?
We hopped out of the Jacuzzi before we got waterlogged. Dermot showed no shyness in displaying his interest in the two gloriously-nekkid ladies waving their fannies in front of us. I didn’t mind them waving either, so I saluted them graciously. Hehehehe.
We suited up and took off to Kansas City for dinner. They must be in competition with Dallas, because there was a steakhouse at least every block. No problem, some long-suffering social secretary had already made us reservations.
Kinda fancy. The other diners were definitely not so interested in their own dinners that they weren’t watching these two lovelies. Dermot was in full Little Person mode — with his red hair, top-of-the-line manners and a deep voice, he looked every inch (48 of them) a gentleman. Me, I just tagged along and basked in their beauty and wonderful smell.
The ladies had only a couple “wardrobe malfunctions” during dinner so we weren’t asked to leave. I think some of the departing customers had passed the word because by the time we were ready to leave, there wasn’t an empty chair for several tables deep around us. I knew they weren’t looking at me.
Dermot was working his young butt off. He was working on the history for Eileen’s clothes and jewelry, working with an enhancement team and was one of George’s computer nerds. He told us, “George can teach a hell of a lot in a couple months. Having 24/7 available doesn’t hurt either.”
He and Madeleine had gone together on every visit to the various companies’ sales departments. Besides the probes, gestalts and «inspections», he could wander innocently around and ask questions which penetrated right down to an issue, problem or a Working Solution. Innocent? Looks are deceiving.
Kat asked about Riona, Alyssa and the O’Banain young men. Madeleine told us, “They’re doing wonderfully well. The four of them used to be a bit shy, but they’ve blossomed out into outgoing, wonderful adults. They take turns staying at each other’s places.”
Dermot noted, “Of course, Mom has to check in with them every so often to ensure they’re not abusing each other. Must take a lot of corrective actions, ‘cause it seems to take all night.”
Madeleine flushed and said, “Someone’s gotta learn ‘em right.” We cackled gleefully away.
She and Dermot had slipped into the Donovan household like feet into one’s favorite slippers. Dermot tattled again when he told us, “The housekeeper has to dust her bedcovers. I think she’s used it twice since we’ve been there. Hehehehe.”
Mad said, “And you don’t seem to spend much time in yours, either, young man!”
Dermot grinned. “Yeh. I keep getting invited on campouts.”
After we settled down from laughing, I asked how Siobhan and Evan were doing. We hadn’t been “social” with them for quite a while. Madeleine told us, “Great! For some reason, she doesn’t mind four men admiring her all at once. Then again, none of us do.”
Dermot said, “And every once in a while, the girls kick us all out so they can have a ladies’ night. Good thing we have good air circulation in the place, or they’d suffocate.”
Kat looked interested. Bet she’d get an invitation soon to one of those nights.
The ladies had a final set of wardrobe malfunctions as they were leaving. Maybe that was why a dozen forks ended up on the floor and several beverage glasses spilled. Dermot and I were walking behind them and didn’t see what happened so were stuck with admiring two gently swaying derrières. Ah, well.
In the honoring room, Madeleine was unmerciful. Two Journeys didn’t phase her in the least. I did quit a bit of bird watching; ya know, looking for the red-headed, double-breasted bed thrasher.
Around a half hour after we started, Kat started shrieking and screaming. Dayum, she didn’t let up for an hour straight. Madeleine grinned and told me, “Betcha she’s finding out about the Dermot Special. It’s, em, invigorating.” I didn’t ask. Whatever it was, I probably couldn’t do it.
We ended up on a four-way Journey on some sweet waves of delight. A big tsunami blind-sided us and swept us out to Mars. Nice.
Okay, you could call Mars red. The Mars rovers were still going strong. We resisted the temptation to mock up some Martian bodies in front of the cameras and contented ourselves with dusting off their solar panels, tightening up a couple of loose connections and fixing a frozen wheel. JPL would be very happy — and mystified.
There was plenty of water (as ice) around the poles. I suppose it could be melted and spread out. Since Mars’ gravity was so low, it couldn’t hold an atmosphere well, so someone would have to do some serious research on how to keep it if we decided to terraform it.
It was something to toss into the idea arena. Being close to Earth was both a blessing and a hazard.
We did a quick sweep for Cel installations and found a couple. They were similar to the outposts but were airtight with their own atmosphere generators. Had they been observing the wildlife there, too?
About then, Madeleine nailed my poke spot good. Dermot must have been doing something unspeakable to Kat’s body, too, because she moaned and groaned. Ah, well. Live fast, love hard, die very old and leave a beautiful memory, right?
Sean
(Monday 7/31)
BB and Kate had been «peeking» at the Technical Reference business pretty much every day. The manager had been keeping us informed of what had been going on, too.
The couple and parents had been in and observing. After Wednesday, they got itchy and started going through all the inventory lists and becoming familiar with the actual arrangement, books and the rest of the goodies. By Saturday, all six were there and selling away.
The manager had set each of them up with a register key, trained them on using it and had gone through the New Employee Checksheet. She knew the sale was closed and was treating them as if it were a done deal.
The entire six were in the shop Monday morning, so BB and Kate dropped in. They weren’t even able get much more than an initial greeting out before they were into negotiations.
That’s the Hat Ladies! They drove a decent bargain, and everyone ended up happy with the offers. They set up a closing meeting for Wednesday with the lawyers (Lena Severin for us and their family lawyer for them.).
As an oh-by-the-way, the manager had spotted Talent in all of them. They had tag nodes and were already being enhanced. Very nice.
I had a couple Ceann meetings with couples (mainly). In my queue were five (Count ‘em!) potential bondings, ten thinking of babies and three looking at businesses. None were particularly complex, so I wasn’t anticipating any issues arising.
In the evening, I hit three of the bondings and four of the baby-thinkers. When Liam, Maeve or Rosheen got a call (or email forwarded to them), they did a quick gestalt, sent out the appropriate references (usually the study checksheet and CV article as a start) and scheduled a meeting.
All the bonding meetings went excellently. Hell, two of the couples already had a child on the way, so were really getting intent. Besides that, they were ones of us from the recent tagging spree!
The four baby-thinkers were a different mix. Two were fine to go right then, but I did a thorough run-through on the CVs with the other two because they hadn’t quite hit it correctly.
One eventually decided to strengthen their own relationship more before having children, and the other decided their relationship probably wouldn’t be able to handle a child properly right then. I left them both satisfied with their decisions.
Of course I always waved the ceremonial staff around and chanted blessings. Some were over the top for the ones with warped senses of humor (like mine) while others were a bit more serious. No problem, everyone appreciated it.
Eileen
Well, assuming the Technical Reference sale went through, that was one more off our lines. BB had some leads on the other two and was following up each one. No real hurry, but we’d like them off our hands ASAP.
While Sean was off doing his Ceann duties, the rest of us zipped over to the Clann Reynolds meeting. There were around 70 bodies and well over 200 spirits in the audience.
Bob told us, “We’re expanding all right. We don’t even have a decent guess at how many ones of us we have now, much less how many are tagged or how many are already in the enhancement process. Gee, I guess we’d better shut everything down until we get a count, right?”
As expected, he got roundly booed. Nana gnashed her teeth and «Irished» him really good!
Bob just grinned and shrugged it off. He said, “It doesn’t matter. It’s not your problem at all, and there’s no need to follow it real closely. As long as you train the new folk in the proper security processes and procedures and log them in as they’re trained, we’re safe. That’s all that really matters for this.
“Go for it! I know we’ve got either ones of us or tagged people in the United States, Mexico, Canada, almost every country in Europe and lots in Asia. Let the Clanns Council concern ourselves with the statistics — you folks just go full out for expansion.
“Train ‘em properly, get ‘em hooked up with a Clann or help them start a Clann and ensure their particular talents or specialties are in the appropriate database. We’ll organize behind you.”
Fuckin’ aye right! I’d already turned over my Clann Cullen Education Officer hat to one of our new spirits (a long-time school administrator). If needed, the Core or Sean could get an approximate count and all that pretty much any time. If it wasn’t all that accurate, it didn’t matter much.
Bob introduced five Krav Maga specialists. They were from all over the U.S. and were mainly from various military special forces. One was a martial artist in her own right (Aikido) but knew Krav Maga cold.
They’d tested out various ways to disseminate the ability and had come up with a method which had a decent chance of working. Each had several hundred special nodes set up which linked to their memories of the craft. This included all the usual perceptions such as muscle movement, joint position, kinetics and the like.
On of us could connect to an open node and run through the katas, exercises and drills until we were satisfied. A checksheet was available and recommended.
The group leader, Phillip, told us, “This’ll give you a great leap up. Around 80% of the ones we ran through this routine got a pass when we brought them in and tested them.
“We do recommend you do the entire checksheet and, if at all possible, get tested. That’ll give us more research on the workability, and you’ll be assured if you know enough.
“Once you know and can do some of the moves, the key is to apply appropriate force. You’ll most likely have some idea of how intent your opponents are in being out to get you. If they’re a typical bully throwing their weight around, use milder force and techniques.
“If they’re out to do you in, do them in beforehand. The entire idea is to apply enough force to change their mind — if you have time. Remember, you can let the body shield defend you, port yourself out of there or cause your opponents temporary or permanent disabilities. You’ll have a very wide range of choices you can apply.”
The katas and exercises were excellent physical training for the body, too. Despite being able to “think” our bodies to a certain condition or state, they still needed to be worked to keep strong and flexible.
Groan. Betcha I know what Sean will want to start doing. Would Geeser would be interested in joining in? Probably not. Well, at least we’ve got a Jacuzzi to help ease the probable aches and pains — and take our minds off them with the water jets. Hehehehe.
Kathleen
(Monday 7/31)
Yeh, the Dermot Special was everything the rumors had said — and more. Try it fore and aft at the same time!
Mars would take a lot of work to be habitable outside. Put it on the “maybe” list. Betcha we could find more hospitable places where our bodies could live outdoors easily.
We had breakfast in New York City at an Irish restaurant called Gilligan’s. Somehow, we four fit right in. Grin. It was good food and good company, too. We put it right on our favorites list. Now, how about lunch and dinner?
Dermot and Bob had survived the night. I wasn’t sure if Madeleine and I had until after breakfast. A bit wobbly in the legs, we were!
Well, Madeleine and Dermot had to take off for work. To the delight of the other restaurant patrons, they vanished in a cloud of leprechaun smoke! Bob explained, “They’ve gotta go polish the pots of gold at the end of the rainbows.”
One (somewhat sober) man said, “I’d rather find her at the end of a rainbow than a pot of gold!”
He got a lot of agreement. I told them, “Who knows? She’s single and is only 437 years old. Might make a good match.” With a straight face, too. Bob was proud of me.
Clann Meeting time again. Dayum, didn’t we just have one of these?
Eileen
(Tuesday 8/1)
All right, all ready! 7:00 with Geeser prodding sensitive body parts is bad enough, but Sean wanted to start some exercising. Arg.
Actually, it wasn’t too bad. We glommed onto some checksheets and went to work. There was a bit of the Krav Maga and general martial arts history theory then the sequence of the exercises and katas to do.
The specialists were two men and three women. Males were supposed to «link» to the men and females to the women because of the difference in body structure. No problem; we all picked a node and latched on. Margie suggested, “How about one of us women do the link to them and the rest of us link to her? We’re all supposed to be doing the same thing in unison so it should work.”
It did. Sean had his node and we had ours. We linked in Sean so we were somewhat together (there were some variations since there were two different people “recording” at two different times and places).
Most of this was stretching and breathing. Yeh, yeh, yeh. Come on, knee tendons, stretch!
Being «linked» to someone who knew what they were doing — even on the real simple stuff —made a difference. We simply followed and matched the perceptions.
The checksheet recommended a max of a half hour to start so we left it at that. We were sweating a bit just from moving so we took a quick shower under our outdoor spray.
The checksheet warned against heavy eating after exercising, so we took it real easy. That prohibition didn’t stop Geeser from being very interested in the food goings-on; after all, she’d worked hard watching us humans do strange things.
So, we had stuff to do. Sean and Maura arranged with Ana Matthews for a full probe run on all the staff and suppliers for both properties in Stevenson Ranch. We should go in blind or let it wait? Ana told us, «“There’s plenty of people wanting to do probes and get certified. This will be a standard dossier run, probably not more than a couple hundred all told. I’ll have one of the day probes pull the lists and we’ll do the run tonight.”»
The Stevenson Ranch community was just west of the I-5 at McBean Parkway going east and Stevenson Ranch Parkway going west. Magic Mountain (big entertainment park with some nasty roller coasters) was only two miles north. There were two major golf courses within a couple of miles and some night life in Santa Clarita itself.
We figured we’d promote to the family trade for those going to Magic Mountain. During the summer, the park was jammed most of the time. The only real reason the hotel hadn’t been packed all the time was it was slightly away from the freeway and hadn’t been properly marketed. Same with the restaurant. Such a shame! Their pain, our gain.
We started another hard look over the entire property — the N&Bs were doing the same with the restaurant. Each of us took an area, started a pluspoint/outpoint list and scrutinized it down to the cockroaches in the walls. Yeh, there were some, and they were on the escrow list for handling.
I got the top floor and roof. The roof had the air conditioners, hot-water boilers and a sunning deck. Heh. Put a short fence around it and we could have nude sunbathing! Better check the local ordinances; that was a good assignment for Lena and company.
Well, the air conditioners were in pretty good shape, but could use a good going over after the hot season was over. The place was only six years old so they were still pretty new.
The deck could use a refinishing; it had some splinters here and there with some debris underneath (old papers, trash, etc.). Hmm. Put in a water cooler, a towel dispenser and a bathroom. That should make some happier campers. There are nudist families, too.
I started at one end of the third floor with the rooms. Cullen Hotels already had a working checksheet for room maintenance and preparation, so I broke it out and made a list for each room.
I did twenty of the 90 rooms (there were 90 rooms on the 3d floor, 85 on the 2nd and 25 on the ground floor). Hard work? Nah. Geeser kept us company and reminded us when it was time for lunch.
So far, we hadn’t missed any major repair which wasn’t in the escrow list, so we were in good shape that way.
Bob
(Tuesday 8/1)
Yesterday, I’d asked for a full Clanns Council meeting to go over the direction we wanted to go. Right at midnight, we met (virtually) in the RRK offices in Chicago. Yow, well over 200 spirits from 75-some Clanns around the world. Granted, most were in the United States, but still.
First I asked if anyone wanted to be Ceann Mor. Seemed no one did, so I was stuck with it. So, I went over some basics, «“Thank you for the vote of confidence. Some of you have been free for maybe a couple days, others of us have been around for almost eight months now. That’s not a long time for a group to come together, find out what’s happening with the individuals and make deep plans for the future.»
«“But what we decide now will set our course for quite a while to come. We’ve talked before — at least some of us — on how we should handle the technologies from Selene City as we discover them. Plus, how do we handle the technologies we’ve found dealing with the spirit?»
«“We’ve pretty much determined we should have some safe havens here on Earth plus several to many to thousands of Human colonies off-planet. I don’t think that’s changed much. Let’s talk about how to deal with the business and other interactions with the rest of Earth while we gather the economic, material and personnel resources to carry this off. I see several ways of doing this.”»
I laid them out much as we’d discussed at home on Sunday. First, obfuscation of the manufacturing and delivery similar to the way Cullen Enterprises picked up and delivered the seminar manuals. We’d stay clandestine in our operations as we were doing now and hide the connections between the companies and us.
Second: Mock up “little green men and women” as extraterrestrials looking for trade — what would we trade for and how?
Last: Straight-out announcement and use of the technologies (via the manufacturing companies) including the use of (probably) off-world manufacturing and delivery by teleportation. We’d come out of the closet and announce our existence as free spirits and disclose everything.
As I’d expected, there was plenty of discussion. What it came down to was we couldn’t trust Man as a group to do what we’d consider rational.
Put a bunch of crabs in a bucket, and they won’t just crawl out. If one tries, the others pull him back. Man as we knew it would attempt to attack and destroy something too different, especially if they were stronger or more able.
No matter if we were out of the closet or ETs, politicians and preachers would joyfully froth at the mouth as they denounced us as the cause of all Man’s troubles. Mrs. Grundy would shriek in agony over our customs. Everyone would try to destroy us. As a group, Man had a dayum poor history.
The consensus was to stay clandestine and use smoke and mirrors in our dealings. Yes, we needed lots of cash to help build our safe havens and colonies; we could take what we needed or steal the technology, but that was unethical for us.
Make lots, no, tons of money legally, ethically and unrelated to the Clanns. The Clanns would be innocuous organizations of like-minded people.
Once we had off-world colonies established and pretty much thriving, they’d be our back-door escape routes. That could take years, of course. Like Clann Cullen, we’d need to have the contingencies already worked out.
Perhaps then we would dare to expose ourselves, but don’t count on it. Even all the good works we could do in the meantime wouldn’t outweigh Man’s apparent insanity against something new and apparently so threatening.
So, the decision was made.
To keep the lawyers happy, we had an election for the rest of the Clanns Council officers. I got elected President — no last-minute reprieve. The VP was from Halifax, the Secretary was from Dallas and the Treasurer was from Chicago. No committees yet. Grin.
The Secretary got charged with writing up the election minute and coordinating with the lawyers and Treasurer for any bank account and other legal stuff. Should take only a couple minutes of his spare time.
I brought up the organizing of our rapidly-expanding numbers and said much the same as I had Monday night about letting the expansion run as fast as needed and we’d organize behind it.
No matter how many ones of us we had, even we ended up with 50% of the population, we were betting the other 50% would still attempt to destroy us if they found out — even if it meant destroying the Earth in the process.
Cynical? Just because we’re not paranoid doesn’t mean homo sapiens wouldn’t be out to get us. Maybe, once we’ve got the escape routes, we’d give it a shot. However, that was in the future.
Eileen
Obfuscation may be a pain in the ass, but it kept us safe for now. Perhaps once we have colonies firmly established elsewhere as an immediate safeguard and escape route, we could try some of the other techniques. For now, though, keep it quiet, keep it secret and keep any connection between new technologies or radical manufacturing techniques and us as remote as possible. That’s one main reason the Skunk Works had such a long trail of obfuscation behind it.
Not a comforting thought, actually. However, we had to deal with what we had and could control, not the wishful thinking of, “If everyone just loved each other, Earth would be a paradise.” Yeh, a paradise for the predators.
Cynical? Could be. I had enough memories just from the first back-tracking I’d done while waiting in the hospital to know how we’d be accepted. Witch hunt would be a mild term.
Sean
Well, it made sense. Just ‘cause we’re not paranoid doesn’t mean they’re not out to get us. Clann Cullen had dealt with the same phenomenon for thousands of years: since you’re not us, we must destroy you. That’s why we’d had escape routes, emergency caches and the like — and they’d saved our red-haired arses more than once.
We flitted back to OTL and had our own discussion for a while. We looked over our own obfuscation practices to see if they needed to be improved. Kate asked, “If there’s a one of us at the printers, we don’t even need to use the Reynolds Construction crew at that end. All they’d need to do is steer people clear of the loading dock for a few minutes, and we could have the stuff out of there. Would that work?”
None of the rest of us could find a difficulty with that. We decided to check out the printer tomorrow and see if there was anyone available.
Just for fun, we popped over to the desert sinkhole. The geologists must be having fun because there was a good-sized camp set up at the bottom. They’d put a small crane at the top of the most solid wall (hopefully) and were using it to bring down equipment, food and the like as well as giving them an easier way of getting in and out.
I know I wouldn’t have enjoyed climbing up or down 75 meters of ladder or using a crane elevator to get in or out. We thought of “building” them a ramp by collapsing part of a wall, but BB pointed out, «“To look natural, it couldn’t be any better than a 45 degree slope. I don’t think there are many vehicles that could make the grade, so to speak.”»
It was only a thought. Guess if they wanted to get published and degreed, they’d have to work hard at it. Grin.
Eileen
Ana ported over the probe results on the hotel (She sent the restaurant ones to Maura.). The hotel had “furnished” about 125 probes of the staff and various suppliers.
We gathered around and checked it out. Frank and Thelma had pointed out several current staff who were taking “inappropriate advantage” of the mis-management. In short, they were stealing from the place.
A quick guesstimate based on the quantity and value of the goods was that the hotel was losing some $5,000 a month and the restaurant about $3,000 a month from the thefts.
Thelma had suggested that a ramontheeye tip to the local police might be very appropriate; none of the police were involved in the racket. Yeh, let’s let them get nailed now so we wouldn’t be bothered. Melissa «talked» with the N&Bs briefly then told Frank, «“Go ahead and tip them off. Give them the whole deal on both places.”»
Frank said, «“I’ll put it on the queue. Not much happening right now, so it should go out in fifteen minutes or so.”»
Good. We looked over the rest of the staff. The managers appeared to be both honest and competent within their duties; they were constrained a lot by not having the budget to keep up on the maintenance and offer some requested services. Well, at least they were trying to serve the guests. For now, we’d leave them be, especial since the day manager was already getting enhanced. The Probe Patrol had tagged and listed fifteen people between the two organizations.
Once we got rid of the thieves, it would leave them several people short. Not our problem right now; we’d see how it was a week or so before escrow closed.
Kate knew most of the staff tricks to avoid or short-change work. She told us, “These six are lazy and need a kick in the arse. Bill here is, em, intellectually-challenged but has the best intentions in the world. He’s not much of an issue; the guests like him and the managers and other staff help him out, so he’s still a go.”
The rest of the staff ranged from incompetent (didn’t know what they should be doing and didn’t care) to a couple ambitious ones who studied a lot and picked the managers’ brains. They wanted to become a lot more special.
Well, we sure could find a place for them! If not at a Cullen Hotel, I’ll bet they’d fit into one of the upcoming commercial enterprises. How about VP of Accommodations on one of Jupiter’s moons? Not a joke.
That took care of the staff; if the incompetent ones were still there, we’d weed them out when we took over.
BB suggested, “Since we’re in escrow or will be in a couple days, could we contact the current owners to see if we can start training the managers on The Book? It would give us a good head start.”
Fine by us. Melissa said she’d handle it and let us know. She’d also talk with the N&Bs to see if they were interested in doing something similar.
BB had a lookie-loo potential buyer for one of the businesses. She told us, “I’ll give her the sell, but she’s pretty flaky. I don’t know if we’d want to pass ownership to her; it would still be a Cullen Enterprises shop. If she ran it into the ground, it would reflect back on us.”
I told her, “Sort it out. No law says we have to sell to any particular individual. Just concentrate on some of the negative aspects; that could blow her off.”
She headed out while the rest of us took a quick «look» at the printers. Yes! There were two ones of us already with more coming on line. Good. It took about ten seconds to strike a deal for an “enhanced product delivery solution.” Grin.
We checked out email, did a bit of business research on stuff which had come up in some newsletters and ensured our network was in prime shape. It was. How could it be otherwise with Marge in charge?
We «peeked» at BB and her looker. BB and the manager must have had a conspiracy going, because they were showing her the more esoteric aspects of the business, like knowing the products. Heh.
The prospective buyer had come in half-heartedly; she was more glancing at doing a business than having any real desire to do something with her life. Hadn’t been to a seminar, had read a little about The Book on the CE web site and hadn’t the faintest idea of the purpose of a General Ledger. A real candidate for a sole proprietorship, for sure.
BB and the manager didn’t quite laugh at her; they reverse-sold. “Doing the books should only take you a couple hours a night; they’re actually pretty simple after you’ve memorized all the account numbers and know the roll ups.”
Yah. She lit out of there convinced the shop was going to be closed the next time she came by. After all, it was so difficult to operate it couldn’t be making any money!
BB and the manager did an enthusiastic high-five and laughed for a couple minutes. BB told her, “Hopefully, there won’t be many more like her. Maybe the next one will know the difference between a credit card and a checking account.”
Sean
Well, I guess people have to start somewhere, but that lady would have to study for a year just to get to the starting line. As a plastic-mold injector operator on the midnight shift, she was doing just just fine.
Anyway, we gave BB a nice round of applause when she zipped back. She rolled her eyes and told us, “She didn’t ask one intelligent question. Maybe she used up all her smarts finding the place.”
BB and Kate took off to Lena’s to do the Technical Reference closing. With them doing their own financing, we’d be clear of it fairly lively. Now, two more to go
Right at 4:00 Caden and Sally appeared on our doorstep. Sally was the second of the three young ladies ensuring Connor and Caden were toeing the line and being productive.
She was a nice lady. At a bit over nine, she was showing very clear signs of puberty. Yeh, she was close Clann blood which explained that. Smart, too. The five of them were well-organized in doing the enhancement work, the Fulfillment Center and some of the genealogy research. Over-all, they did quite well financially from their activities.
Sally’s family were almost all ones of us; only an older brother was mundane. She grinned and said, “We agree he must have been adopted. Even my folks, and they were both there for his birth. He’s actually okay, even if he tries to play older brother a bit too much at times.”
She and Caden were well-versed in the clothing cleas, so we dressed up and hit the ether for France. Paris should be interesting.
Well, the French language was a little different from what we’d heard in Canada, but they took our $20 bills with the same eagerness.
It was an interesting change of pace. Sauces and such did change the flavor. It was all good, though.
Sally was very interested in studying the Cel technology. “I figure most everyone will have to learn from the ground up, even the adults. I might have just as much an edge as anyone else.”
Marge laughed and told us, “She’s probably right. We’ve just begun to get into a bit of their mathematics, and it has a bit of a different slant. True, none of what we know will be wasted, but I’ll be right along side you learning away.
“We’re after applied math. Probably in the last 50 years, all the time spent on the esoteric theorems has resulted in maybe one application somewhere. The academic math world is its own little island; ask them to swim a little and they’d sink. Show me an application that’s not a mental masterbation and I’ll be interested. Hehehehe.”
We decided dinner had been fine, though a bit rich overall for most of tastes. Hey, we came to try it out and we did.
Back home, Caden took her on a full tour. Next thing we knew, they were in the Jacuzzi — recirculation only. That was a good hint; we were in with them in a minute.
At just the right time, I hit the pump for the water jets, and Sally did the normal levitation trick. Caden was a gentleman and only chuckled a little. Sally did admit it was, em, interesting.
In the honoring room, she was very interesting. Lively, squirmy and determined to make the most of her time. Dayum, she was nice!
Caden seemed to be holding his own with my four ladies. So far, they hadn’t killed anyone, so we figured he’d survive the night. Sally said, “He might not be good for much tomorrow night, but we shall see.”
About 2:00, the ladies came swarming in and kidnapped her. They told Caden and me, “Come back in a couple hours. If she’s still alive, we’ll share her again — maybe.”
Okay. Caden grinned and we popped out and about.
Nothing was happening at the desert sinkhole. We checked out the hole in the mountain where the engineers had stored the two reactors and the facility they’d ported out. Nobody home. We weren’t at all concerned about someone discovering it or walking off with it; there was a minimum of 60 meters of solid rock all around.
Good. We’d figure out what to do with it later. I was sorta betting we’d be circumspect in firing up something for a while. We had no idea what byproducts like heat or magnetic fields a fusion reactor would put out.
Off to Selene City. In the living/admin space, it was up to 70 degrees and 15 psi; shirt-sleeve weather. There were lots of spirits darting around but no bodies yet.
There were several signs around, “Please wait until Thursday to bring a body. We want to do a final medical and security check.” Darn.
We spent an hour flitting around. The pressure and temperature in the hangar and maintenance facilities was up to the same 70 degrees. Someone had opened the doors on all the ships and directed fans to blow the warmer air inside. We knew there’d be no lack of people interested in climbing inside.
The lower manufacturing facility was up to temperature and pressure, too. There were plenty of signs around warning people about the wrath of Margaret Sullivan or Cynthia Gold if they messed around with the machinery. People were learning.
The manufacturing area on the surface was at Lunar conditions. Yeh, there was a physical shield up, probably for meteor debris and the like, or perhaps to keep the sunlight off. Some of that stuff was right big!
Well, we’d “killed” an hour so headed back to OTL. Yeh, Sally had survived. The girls grabbed us and forced us to service them for another two hours before Sally passed out for good.
Bob
(Wednesday 8/2)
Yeh, I routed out everyone early. Mario and Sherry, too. If we’d had a pet, I’d have woken it up! Time to start the Krav Maga exercises.
Kat and I had still been running several times a week so we weren’t in bad condition. These exercises were a bit different but were still similar to the stretching and warm-up routines we’d been doing.
Mario and Sherry pretended to moan and groan a lot, but worked with a will. I reminded Sherry, “If you keep on doing this, someday you might be able to keep up with me during your bi-monthly shagging.”
She groaned again and tried to hit me. She fell over first.
We finished in a half hour. The specialists had told us to ease into it, not kill ourselves all at once. Mario and the girls fell into the Jacuzzi to ease out the aches. Sherry moaned and groaned. I think Kat was faking the aches and pains; she probably just wanted to sit on one of the water jets while I fixed breakfast!
After breakfast, Mario took off to SW while the rest of us hit the books. We were all well into the last detail manual, so another day or so should finish us up.
The three of us zipped up to Chicago to meet with RRK. More meetings; seems that’s all an administrator does. Well, The Book said a manager’s hat was mainly coordinating activities along the Goal Hierarchy, not giving orders.
We found Amanda, Richard and Trevor in the conference room and joined in. In the last two weeks, they’d all finished up their teleportation checksheets and were having fun with the hologram technical bulletin.
There were three other newly-established Clanns spreading outwards from them with another five in the establishment process. Good; lots of growth.
I went over the expansion policy — let it rip. Trevor noted, “That’ll work great. Way too many of the companies we’ve investigated for investments put all the ‘corrective action’ first before they even started into an area. No flexibility and no on-site judgment. We stayed out of them and, sure enough, they started going under.”
Well, it was lunchtime. Kat suggested Gilligan’s in NYC, and they were agreeable to try something new. We put on our leprechaun cleas (Sherry as a Spanish leprechaun? Why not?) and ported to a convenient doorway down the block.
We recognized a couple patrons from our last breakfast, and most of the staff recognized Kat and me. They applauded our apparel; Kat announced, “These are some kinfolk from the Outback of Chicago. Sorry, all the ladies are attached.”
We set up our garble shield, ordered and chattered away. Mainly we discussed ways and means to set up clandestine manufacturing and distribution facilities.
Clandestine in this case meant there would be extremely hard-to-trace legal links back to any of the Clanns. We might not be able to avoid some, since we planned on using a lot of Clann people in them.
Trevor suggested, “We’ve got our cleas on now. With very little effort, everyone in any of the business who’s one of us can look completely different. Betcha our clever Clann lawyers and, em, other resources could come up with some very stable identities which would pass a lot of scrutiny.”
Yep, something to look into. Sherry suggested, “Clann Reynolds is the only one I’m aware of that’s running a Probe Patrol. Is there any reason to limit that? If the area Clanns got together and ran their own, they should be able to keep a real close eye on things.”
Why not? The Chicago metro area alone had about 10 million people. That should yield well over a million ones of us. We had a brief chat with Ana about it.
She told us, «“No reason in the world why there can’t be multiples. Maybe each metro area could combine on one or even narrow it down to several Clanns. Ramontheeye has been getting thirty or forty routine requests a day which is a gradual rise over the last couple months.»
«“If those requests could be handled locally, it would give better results since the prober would be more familiar with the area. All I know about Chicago is that the wind blows.»
«“The private requests like we’re doing for JRD could be handled the same way. Paid or unpaid, it’s up to the area. If we’re going to be doing more security checking for potential threats, the more probers we have, the better off we all are.»
«“The hat’s pretty straightforward. We’ve got the technical bulletins and checksheets already set up; I’d just need to take an hour or so to write up what I do as the organizer.”»
I told her to go ahead and write up her hat. I didn’t think the Clanns Council would have any objections; in fact, there was a long queue of new spirits wanting to get trained and get some experience in probes and dossiers.
Kathleen
Lunch was great. We’re definitely going to check out the dinner menu. After we were done, we departed in flash of smoke and mirrors. Of course the patrons enjoyed it; it was a free magic show, after all.
With the obfuscation objective firmly in mind, we did another hour on different issues. RRK was funding the entire employment-agency project; the lawyers and accountants were hiding or obfuscating it however they could.
They’d been doing aggressive recruiting locally, with a lot from Northwestern. Trevor said, “We got a list of the June graduates and went through it. Most already had positions, but a good 25% either didn’t have offers or were taking the summer off. There’s been some good pickings.”
RRK was working through a couple dozen employment agencies and had established their own with a dozen local ones of us. Its main work was sorting out resumes, doing interviews and deciding on who would work out.
Amanda said, “Interestingly enough, by the time an applicant gets to the interview part, a good 50% are willing to relocate. The way we word it, they can visit their home towns frequently at company expense — zero — so they wouldn’t be breaking any ties.
“We flat-out ask if they’d be willing to work off-planet. With the Space Station and other initiatives in the news a lot, we simply say we’re doing long-term recruiting for private companies. We get about half of the 50% willing to do it.”
They could pick and choose whomever they wanted. We didn’t mind at all if someone was “over-qualified” for most positions that were open in the mundane sector; that was a figment of HR’s imagination anyway.
When an applicant had been filtered down to the interview level, one or more of the staff would port to their home and do the interview there. Non-Disclosure Agreements made the offer more interesting.
The staff doing the interview had full authorization to hire them on the spot. If both sides were in agreement (the money was rarely an issue), the applicant was in.
Richard said, “Pretty much the first thing we do after the hiring paperwork is to drop-ship them The Book. Studying that is their first task; usually we have several applicants get together for mutual checkouts which also results in them getting to know each other.”
They’d hired 75 so far; over half had Potential, and their local Clann was enhancing them. Once the new person had finished The Book, they got another interview to map out their interests fully and devise a study course. Once we got anything operational (several months from now?), they could relocate as needed. With the proper study course (soon to include Sperk and Phane), they’d fit right into the Org Chart.
Ambitious, true. Necessary, true. We’d need lots of competent people. The real bigots would get filtered out before or in the interviews, (The staff did a full probe and dossier beforehand.) so we’d get the best ones possible.
All right! We were done for now, so we booted Sherry out to go harass Mario or whatever she wished. Bob and I took off to Akron to visit Mick and Nora. The Social Secretaries had plans for them!
They were lookin’ really good! Mick had been casting Irishman eyes on me every time we were around each other, so I ensured he got a good feel of my arse when we hugged. I lightly pushed a couple stiff nipples into his chest and got an immediate response from Down Under. I thought our plans would work out just fine.
Nora took a couple of minutes to recover from Bob’s hug. He hadn’t spared the tongue or the Wand up against her. I’d say she was willing.
Yeh, we talked shop for a while. Clann Flanagan was going great guns, too. They were up to almost 60 full Clann members with more being enhanced every day.
There were an additional ten potential Clanns throughout the Akron area with more being planned up towards and including Cleveland. Excellent growth! Their metro area had about 3 million people so they had a reasonable base to draw on.
Mick and Nora were doing a lot of enhancements, helping out with the Reynolds’ genealogy and being helpful where they could in the Clann. The Skunk Works had already been out recruiting them for positions in the manufacturing operations; with their background in construction, they’d probably be well suited for several positions.
Good. I knew they were happy with the environment and with their Clann activities. They sure didn’t have to sit around being bored.
So, back to Gilligan’s for dinner! Gotta check it out, right? Mick and Bob mocked up being old, frail leprechauns while Nora and I were young and beautiful — of course.
As we went in, we ensured the staff knew we were “really” the guests from before. We got great service, had great food and had a grand time.
Bob and I put on a short dance show; why not? With the in-house orchestra of several violins and a bagpipe (Yes, bagpipe.), we got some good Irish dance music. Bob and Mick slobbered over us like the standard dirty old Irishman. The local dirty old Irishmen liked it and sucked down the booze.
They loved the Irishman’s drunken hat routine. The manager was willing to buy us our dinner for the entertainment. No, we insisted on paying; we didn’t want to start some expectations. If we entertained, that was fine. Just don’t expect it.
I wouldn’t say Mick and Nora were plastered by the time we left (more smoke and mirrors!), but they sure weren’t feeling any pain!
We took them back to our place in California to bask in the Jacuzzi. Poor Nora (Hah!) got the full dose of the new water jets. She was so out of it she just sat there for a couple seconds; her body shield finally cut in before she levitated her (quite cute) arse outta there.
Mick had the good sense not to laugh, so he survived. I cut the jets back down to “tolerable” and let the warm water cook some of the booze out of them. At least I tried; they both fell asleep while we «chatted» outside and «showed» them around.
They «pulled» their bodies out and laid them on the appropriate beds to recover a bit before some more festivities.
Does booze make an Irishman horny or are we always that way? When Mick woke up, I found out what an old-fashioned Reynolds-style Irish shagging was like. Several times.
From the sounds coming from Bob’s room, Nora wasn’t wasting any time, either. Bob had his own version of an Irish shagging!
(Thursday 8/3)
One good thing about honoring a lot of different people was we could go back to some favorite restaurants, and they’d think it was new. Grin. Gilligan’s was on our list as a favorite, but we wouldn’t wear it out.
The social secretaries’ assistants (Sarah Stapley and Julio Ortiz) had the main task of finding interesting places to visit and to eat. For every winner, they got $50. They spent a lot of time on the Internet! They’d get the to-be-honored from Sherry and me and recommend a place — then make any reservations.
We went back to Dallas to sample their breakfast steak and eggs. Yow! A sixteen-ounce T-bone and three eggs went a long ways towards bringing Nora and me back to life. Mick and Bob just grinned at each other and scarfed theirs down.
After a 10-minute stroll to help settle things down, Mick and Nora took off (No smoke this time, just mirrors.). Bob and I zipped back to California for our oversight visit.
Bob
Van Nuys Temps had a permanent staff of around 100 and had 700 temps in various positions around Southern California. Of course the office was in Van Nuys. We knew they were working pretty closely with RRK (Some were really close!) and had several ones of us on staff.
We took Mario and Sherry along; Mario was happy at a change of pace for a bit. Almost as we expected, the President and the COO were recent ones of us. Good, it cut out a lot of bullshit.
We got right at it. The probe reports showed quite a few illegals among the temps, some expected time card, em, enhancements and things like that. We just showed the report (highly confidential of course) to them and they said they’d have it all handled one way or another within a week. Good enough.
The books, facilities and customers appeared to be in excellent shape, so we didn’t concern ourselves at all about them. We just got right into the long-term Clanns Council purpose and how they fit in.
They’d already gotten a briefing from their Ceann about the method we’d decided on using, so it wasn’t a surprise. Since they were an employment agency, they had contacts with other similar enterprises across the U.S., Canada, Mexico and several in Europe and Asia. Now those are some communication lines!
While the RRK agency was working on the top-tier recruiting, they were after the middle and lower tier. They were looking for supervisors, machine operators, truckers, packers, shippers, office administrators, admin assistants, office personnel and the rest of the posts needed to make an operation run.
Any upper-level people they ran across, they routed to RRK. They had quite a few applicants who would ordinarily be classed as “over-qualified” they passed on.
Part of their application process now included willingness to relocate, get training, and some subtle questions about “remote” locations. They’d found a couple dozen already who’d survived all those hurdles.
They’d been place in the “usual” temp positions and were flagged to be activated in the training program when the facilities were ready — namely the computers. The languages would at first be passed off as cultural adjustment for some remote locations. Since the language training would be on the company’s dime, most of the qualified applicants had already expressed their willingness to get acquainted with another language or so.
Yeh, we could see already we’d be doing a lot of coordination among various places. At least we had some bucks to cushion things. If we had a couple hundred people take a paid leave of absence for a couple months while we were getting locations ready, it was no big deal.
We took several of the staff (ones of us) to lunch at Erie’s Tavern in Pasadena. Julio and Sarah had hit a good one; only one had been there before.
John and Patrick had trained the managers well. The service was excellent, the food was excellent and we all had a great time. The manager wasn’t able to talk Kat and me into doing a dance routine, but the Irishman’s drunken hat did make a guest appearance. Apparently, there’s a different public for the lunch crowd than for the dinner crowd, because they acted as if they’d never seen it before. Fun.
Okay, back to work in Van Nuys. We did a final hour’s wrap up on coordination planning, passed out the Sean seminar cards then took off back home.
We let Mario go back to work while we explored the currents in the pool for a half hour. The back of the house had turned orange over the past couple days. How did that happen? I protested my innocence, but Sherry and Kat beat me anyway.
Mama and Papa Sonora appeared on our doorstep! Yes! They’ll be wonderful to honor. We took off on a pre-dinner tour of the various sites of current interest.
The geologists in the sinkhole were drilling cores (quite cautiously this time) and having a good old time. Mama (Maria) and Papa (Manuel) had been to the circus with the rest of us. Bellana had sold ten “programs” and was now figuring out what to provide. A list of names? Other “services?” Well, she and her buyers were in active negotiation. Grin.
Mama and Papa were quite content to go by those names. Mama said, “There’s thousands of Marias and Manuels but only one Mama Sonora and one Papa Sonora!”
The Colorado outpost hadn’t been abandoned by a long shot. The white board said, “Level 5 — Mid-Range User.” Sounded good to me. One of the Skunk Works engineers was so engrossed in a Sperk lesson we could have ported the entire place to the Antarctic, and he wouldn’t have noticed until his eyelids froze open. Heh. Guess we have some competition for the equipment.
Dinner was in Vancouver. The social secretaries had found a nice restaurant on Moberly Road overlooking False Creek and the Cambie Bridge. Good food, good view and good company.
The Sonora’s renovation and repair business was going strong, just like they were. With Bellana so active in the enhancement team and Lucia working with the audit team, they were working the business by themselves. They didn’t mind. Mama said, “The girls love what they’re doing, they’re supporting themselves, paying some rent, keeping their rooms and noses clean and won’t get pregnant unless they want. What more can we ask?”
They and Reynolds Construction (Dayum, I need to have a chat with Mother and Father.) were finishing up the last dribs and drabs of repair work from the January earthquake. Six months sounds like a lot for a homeowner/landlord to wait? Nat and I had seen broken windows and plumbing several years old.
Being Hispanic, Papa’s business attracted quite a lot of other Hispanics. Some were legal, some weren’t. He didn’t worry about it a lot; he just helped the illegals either get legal or get out.
The better ones he was steering to Van Nuys Temps for possible off-planet work. He and Mama were considering it themselves. He said, “It’s not as if it’s a long commute back home. While the facilities we’ve seen so far have been metal and synthetics, we can work with those just as well as wood. As you know, most reno and repair work has little to do with carpentry.”
Yeh, we knew. Maybe 10% was wood working. Bellana could stay with the Merrills easily if Mama and Papa were out of there, and Lucia didn’t have a nostalgic longing to have her own room, so they’d already indicated they wouldn’t mind moving in with their sweeties.
The Merrills didn’t have any problems with it, either; they had two apartments with just the right number of bedrooms so they wouldn’t be bumping elbows in the mornings. In fact, they had two bedrooms to spare, if needed.
Both Mama and Papa were itching to start learning Cel languages and technologies. A couple of their crew had spent time (remotely) patching water pipes in Selene City, and everyone was fascinated by the construction.
Mama said, “Yeh, even I was excited. There’s nuts, bolts, screws and rivets in the individual rooms and such, but the major framework is one solid piece of metal. Looks as if the joints were formed and merged together; there’s not a bolt, rivet or weld joint in any of it.”
Being nosy, they’d found quite a few of what looked like welding machines. Near as they could tell, they didn’t really weld, but changed the metal (with gap filler as needed) so it reformed into one seamless run. Even «looking» deeply into the join, it looked like a solid piece.
Papa told us, “The same equipment can cut a joint cleanly so a girder or such could be removed. We’ve heard some creaks and groans as the place warmed up, but all of it seemed to be from the interior construction. Near as we can tell, the structural metal has a coefficient of expansion so close to zero it might as well be zero.
“Across one span of 2 kilometers, there was maybe a five-millimeter difference between what it was at -300 and now at plus 70. Shit! Ya, know, we should look at recruiting ironworkers. Betcha those Indians who work the high steel wouldn’t mind being a couple million miles above Jupiter.”
He was right. I made note to suggest it to Van Nuys Temps and RRK.
In the honoring room, Mama was hotter than any pistol I’d ever heard of! She told me, “I’ve wanted to do this since the first day I laid eyes on you. We were starving, but I’d have starved another day to get you where we are now.”
Well, I tried to show my appreciation. Her childhood in Little Italy must have had some interesting customs, because she trotted out some stuff that squeezed me dry. From the sounds Kat was making, Papa knew a bit, too. Hehehe.
A final sweet Journey left us beyond the Asteroid Belt, so we looked around. We found plenty of spirits dashing about surveying for facilities, so apparently they weren’t satisfied quite yet. They were tagging each one with a sealed, insulated container of seeds which kept itself warm from the inner «touch». Dayum clever, those folk!
Selene City was up to temperature and pressure. There were signs pretty much everywhere, “Welcome to Selene City. BYOB.” It was ready for tourists!
Mama wasn’t interested right then. She thumped my poke spot soundly and announced, «“It’ll be there later. Right now, let’s get it on! Kat’s Babies Within need another booster shot, too!”»
Tough job, being a Ceann.
Eileen
(Thursday 8/3)
Caden and Sally looked a bit worn in the morning. Well, they were young and strong — and it wasn’t as if they were total beginners, either!
Breakfast in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, was a success. Creole food has a distinct taste and lit a fire in your mouth. Hopefully it wouldn’t give us too much fire on the other end.
Kate and Margie dropped hints throughout breakfast about going back home for another couple rounds of poke and tickle, but we let Caden and Sally off the hook — for now.
We went back to work on the hotel inspection. I got through 50 more rooms; by now it only took a couple minutes each. That left me 20 to go, then I could start looking at suppliers.
Just before lunch, Sean dragged us out back for more Krav Maga exercising. It was a bit easier this time to stretch out the leg tendons (I’d been thinking them “stretchier.”), and we added some balancing and small movement exercises. We went only ten minutes longer than before, but we were still sweating when we were done.
Sean let us have lunch. Nice of him, wasn’t it. Slave driver! He told us, “Three times a week minimum. It’s not just fun stuff, it’s part of our cover and survival.” He was right.
All right! The printer said we had another big batch of manuals ready for pick up, so we contacted our partner in obfuscation. Most everyone there was at lunch and there was no one around the shipping dock. With the five of us working at once, in less than 10 seconds all the cartons were stashed in Texas and I was updating the inventory in the database. No muss, no fuss.
We girls started planning our clothes for the wedding this Saturday. Rodrigo Fuerte (Clan Fuerte Jefe) and his lady Alona were tying the knot! Another Clann wedding and party; we were ready to party.
Yeh, that meant we had to nose about, investigate and consult on the appropriate attire. There would be mundanes in the party, so we couldn’t be too outlandish. Then again, “too” depends on the viewpoint, right?
We’d probably end up with some actual clothing and the rest cleas. While we didn’t want to outshine the bride (probably couldn’t anyway), we had a good opportunity to gussy up and let loose. After the appropriate meetings, debates and such (Alona wasn’t averse to sharing some ideas.), we developed a clothing base for each of us. The proper color thong was a good base, right?
We dragged ourselves back to work. I finished up the last 20 rooms and called it good for then.
We took a well-deserved break and chatted. Margie told us, “We’ve gone about as far as we can go on finding specific spirits of our ancestors and such. Since there seems to be nothing requiring a spirit to pick a new body in the same genetic line, they could be anywhere. From researching memories, we’ve found most spirits at least tend to stay in the same geographic area for quite a while; most don’t venture very far after they drop a body.
“As we’ve found ourselves, we can hang around a long time before we pick up another body. We’re usually a bit dazed and confused and haven’t a clue about what’s going on.
“Now, we tend to use names and bodies as identities, like an ID card. Present the name or the body, and someone else ‘knows’ who you are. As spirits, we do a bit of naming, but sure don’t use our bodies as identities. We’ve got ‘Sunshine,’ ‘Toro’ and several others whom we know that way.
“Previous identities are usually heavily suppressed or occluded. If we know a name, we’ve had some luck in scanning an area. We’ve gotten 1 in about 500 in our experiments. Even if we bore in with a deep probe, it takes a lot of digging to find out previous identities.
“So, don’t count on a thing. I’ve looked for Frank, Mom’s parents, Sean’s parents and grandparents and have come up empty. What we’ve got is the proverbial needle in the haystack, except we’ve not only got billions of haystacks but we also have a needle which looks like a piece of hay and thinks it’s hay. We’ll keep pecking away at it, but it’s pretty much an inactive project for now.”
Well, hell. We’d known it was a long shot to start with. Maybe later something would come up to increase the odds in our favor. We’ve probably still got tremendous areas to explore we don’t even know about right now.
Right on schedule, Caden, Connor and Morrigan appeared on our doorstep. Morrigan was Clann Irish with the signature red hair and with the peaches and cream complexion like Margie and me. Nice. Very nice. Did I have a thing for Irish girls? BB and Liss were Irish by now, of course. Grin.
Morrigan’s interest was in the Cel technology. She’d dived into pretty much every type of equipment there was in any of the Cel facilities and outposts.
She told us, “There’s tons of what we call ‘solid state’ except they use at least ten different substrates, circuitry and the like. From what we can tell, the Selene City underground manufacturing facility has machinery to make every kind. Once we figure out how to get them operational, we’ve no doubt we can make our own.”
The “we” was her and several semiconductor engineers. They were waiting (quite impatiently) for the teams to bring up enough of the smaller computer systems so they could hop on and start learning not only the languages but also the technology behind everything.
Connor told us, “She’s the brains of the bunch. The rest of us are just users. We don’t care if it’s a black box, just that something works.”
Morrigan grinned at him and said, “As I recall, you and Caden don’t mind ‘using’ Sally, Vivian or me.”
He and Caden laughed. Caden noted, “True. We’re doing our best to be ‘power users,’ too.”
Sean had rubbed off on them.
Kathleen had told us about an Irish restaurant in New York City, so we’d made reservations for “4 faeries and 4 leprechauns.” The receptionist asked, “Ah, yes. You must be with Kathleen and Bob, right?” Seems they’d made an impression.
We donned some heavy-duty cleas. Connor, Caden and Morrigan were “adult” faeries and Margie was a “baby” faery. They looked light, delicate and sexy as hell.
Sean got to wear his full leprechaun regalia; BB, Kate and I wore green, falling-off dresses. BB’s cleas included switching her hair and pelt to a light red; she scattered a few freckles in interesting places. Sean asked us, “You sure you’re hungry? Maybe an appetizer before we leave?”
Lecherous leprechaun — just as we liked! We still battered him with pillows. We turned him down — for now — and ported off to Gilligan’s in NYC.
Sean
Our reservations were fine; we got right in. The maître d’ announced to everyone, “A visit from more of our friends!” The entire restaurant applauded us. Actually, I think the men were applauding the ladies if for no other reason than their outfits covered everything below the neck yet appeared to show everything. Female leprechauns and faeries do wear some, em, interesting outfits.
The food was excellent. As we ate, we chatted away with other patrons (in Irish of course) and among ourselves.
Marge played “the baby” to the hilt. While none of our faeries wore wings, every once in a while she’d forget, sprout a nice pair and flutter up over the table to grab something. Morrigan would grab an ankle, swat her bottom and pretend to give her a stern lecture. We had a remorseful baby for several minutes until she forgot again.
Morrigan apologized to the rest of the patrons, “Sorry. She’s only 50 years old and is still learning her manners.”
All in good fun. The patrons were amused — fun magic — and it kept Marge out of worse mischief for now.
Our cleas included complete facial alterations. From the outside, our eyes were spaced differently, we had different noses, ears, teeth, hair color and voices (The resonating chambers and vocal cords were altered.). The Skunk Works security experts had put out a technical bulletin on disguises and facial characteristics.
I had the full leprechaun beard with the curl at the tip; Connor and Caden had shorter neat beards. I don’t think any of the patrons looked much at the ladies’ faces; there were many other interesting places to look.
After a great dessert and paying the bill, we quietly slipped out. Right. We got a full round of applause. Marge forgot again and fluttered around giving out hugs and kisses while Morrigan chased her. Ah, well. They’d remember us but could never recognize us in the flesh.
We kept up our cleas and wandered around downtown Manhattan for an hour. The ladies got some very interested eyeballing, but in the main, no one noticed us. New Yorkers tend to ignore everyone who isn’t directly in their path.
There wasn’t a Clann in NYC yet that we knew of. There would be soon, though; we’d tagged and listed a half dozen people at Gilligan’s.
Back home at OTL, we kicked back and let Marge flutter around to her heart’s content. Morrigan got snuggled under my arm with Geeser on her lap while BB, Kate and Eileen sandwiched Caden and Connor. The ladies warned them, “You might not live through the night.”
They grinned and said, “Good. We’re looking forward to dying in ecstasy. Just being with you is almost too much to bear.”
Hey, I hadn’t been coaching them! They’d come up with that on their own.
Morrigan felt, smelled, looked and tasted divine. Her firm small breasts fit my mouth and hands perfectly, and her red-downed fanny exuded ambrosia. Long, slow and sweet; we made wonderful love for hours.
Marge was scheduled to go skunking later, so she bopped in around 2:00 and kidnapped Morrigan for the ladies’ turn. She told me, “You and the nephews go watch some skin flicks or something. Don’t go too far; Morrigan deserves a Soo Laid for being such a good faery.”
Morrigan bemoaned her fate and went to her doom with an ear-to-ear smile. Yes, she got her Soo Laid — a couple times.
While we were letting our bodies rest, we popped up to Selene City to check out the action. Great! The signs told us to come on in with our bodies!
Well, our bodies were resting right now, but we flitted around anyway. There were plenty of other bodies around banging into ceilings and walls (with cushy body shields) and having a great time in the lunar gravity. Maybe later for us.
There was a full team of techies bopping around to various computers and bringing them up. Morrigan said, «“I’d be right on their heels, but right now, Sean, you and I have some serious mink-fuckin’ to do.”»
Yeh. As if I’d turn her down. We ended up wearing out several minks.
Breakfast at the Rio buffet was the ticket the next morning. Caden and Connor looked a bit drawn, but Morrigan was peppy and alert even if she was a bit bowlegged and stiff. She told the nephews, “Great start. Glad we don’t have much scheduled today, because Sally, Vivian and I will have some great ideas.”
They groaned, complained and grinned. The last, I had taught them.
They had some fulfillment shipments to get out, so they took off after breakfast. I think Caden and Connor will have a very interesting relationship.
We jumped on the restaurant and hotel supplier probes and reports. Hmm. Almost half of the food suppliers were either double-billing, padding the bill or billing for food never ordered or delivered. Neither the restaurant nor the hotel had apparently done any cross-checking between actual receipts and the bills. No wonder they were bleeding cash.
To top it off, a couple of them were in cahoots with the thieves stealing food. They were getting money both ways. The same suppliers were running more or less the same scam with at least a dozen other local places, too.
We had a quick talk with Lena. We agreed ramontheeye had a good reason to report that stuff, too. Perhaps the police could do a wide-range investigation on the suppliers, not just the thieves.
Yeh, she agreed it was the best way for now. «“We could do our own sting, something like JRD did at Vail, but this issomething which could and should be handled with the police and the City Attorney. The Attorney would probably love to get her hands on something like this.”»
We «talked» with the N&Bs, too. They’d just run into the same results with the reports they had. So, ramontheeye had a quick cycle to dig out the probe dossiers and tip the City Attorney and local police. We’d keep an eye on the happenings up there so hopefully nothing would drop through the cracks.
Ana had no problem with it. «“We’re a bit slow right now, so it’ll take maybe 20 minutes. Obviously, we keep copies of everything we do, so it’s no big deal to dig those out and ship them off.”»
Good. We reminded her to send us an invoice for the probes and such. She told us, «“That was sent out this morning. You should get it tomorrow if not today. We don’t bill for ramontheeye’s time, of course.”»
Nice. Maybe we could get some criminals nailed before they scammed off more money— maybe even get some back.
The hotel real estate agent called. The escrow was open and things were moving. The title search and associated legalities were already in progress.
Should be an interesting balance. Would the criminals be nailed before or after we (and the N&Bs) became the owners?
Eileen
Bob «told» Sean that he, Kat and Sherry had finished the detail manuals. Excellent! We gave them a firm round of congratulations. Margie added, «“When one of the Cullen Enterprises people finishes the last manual, they get a Soo Laid as partial reward. Now, when do we schedule yours?”»
Hehehehe. Good excuse. We resident social secretaries had a quick discussion with their social secretaries and came up with next Wednesday. Yes! Party!
BB, Kate, Margie and I decided to meet later with Maura and Teresa to set up a good event. We could make it a formal intra-Clann honoring in addition to the Soo Laids and helping to promote the relationship. Yeh. Promote the relationship; that’s the justification.
Tavern night! This one was casual, so we dug out our Irish Inside tee shirts, flat hats and shorts. We wore our shamrock pins; the pendants would be a bit much with tee shirts.
There was a pretty full house. Between a lot of the Core and old friends, the place was almost overflowing. The nieces, nephews and SOs were out in force, of course.
Caden and Connor were looking peaked while Sally, Vivian and Morrigan were glowing. We knew that look well! We guessed the girls’ plans had worked out.
Aile and Deidre were there with their SOs, Ken and Rich. Mona and Ted were snuggled up together, too. We social secretaries made a note: need to honor the new SOs. Of course, the fact we’d get in more licks on the nieces had nothing to do with it, right?
The food was excellent, of course. Even dining at the supposedly best places in the world (More to come!) still left us appreciative of what we had right here. Keep up the quality, keep the price reasonable and we’d continue to have a winner!
We conned — oops, persuaded — several of the Clann and clients up on stage to sing and dance with us. About half were mundanes, some weren’t Irish, but all were very willing. We «linked» very lightly with those who didn’t know the dances or songs, and somehow they found themselves doing them correctly. That got them enthusiastic, and everyone had a blast.
Yeh, we were replacing ourselves. Pretty soon now, we’d be spending time up in Stevenson Ranch rather than here, so we needed to keep up the entertainment actions Sean had started as soon as the Tavern opened.
The managers could hire dancers, singers and the like or offer a discount or free dinner to those who’d care to entertain on a somewhat routine basis. Promote for groups (Leone and Mark could sing and dance in Irish as well as any other language.), feed them, perhaps pay them something and we’d probably keep things going a long time.
Kathleen
(Friday 8/4)
Breakfast in Oakland suited everyone just fine. Papa had worked some of his old Spanish loving tricks and had right tuckered me out! Mama and I had to get our strength back.
Enough fun for now. Mama and Papa both had stuff scheduled so we went our own ways. Bob and I zipped back home and put in study time with Sherry.
Hot dayum! We’d all finished the last detail manual. We informed Sean, who congratulated us heartily. Maggie informed us, «“When one of the Cullen Enterprises people finish the last manual, they get a Soo Laid as partial reward. Now, when do we schedule yours?”»
Hmm. A hurried muttering among the social secretaries showed everyone had next Wednesday evening open. It was a date!
Bob would have four women to deal with and I had the same plus Sean. Dayum, who’s going to give up first? Luckily it wasn’t going to be a contest — or was it? Hehehehe. Knowing Maggie, she’d think of something twisted — and we’d all love it.
[The Medinas are the Cabo couple who want to go to mechanics’ school in the U.S.] Ana «knocked» and told us, «“The U.S. finally came through with the Guerreros’ and the Medinas’ visas. Looks as if they’re finally legal. The Medinas have been ready to come up for the last month. I knew you worried about them, so I thought I’d let you know. If you wish, you can thank me in person someday soon. Hehehehe.”» She could do a great suggestive spirit-cackle; she must have been taking lessons from Maggie.
Bob told her, «“I’ll have to check with the bosses, but I’d be more than happy to thank you and thank you and thank you and thank you in person. How’s Don holding up?”»
«“He’s not. He wears out after six times, the wuss!”»
Poor fella. Such a problem he has. Sherry and I got in a quick huddle with her, Sarah and Julio and came up with something a bit down the line. Maybe “Daddy” would be interested in a rematch? If he lived that long.
All right. We (Bob, Sherry and I) decided to make the long trek to Selene City to try out our lunar legs. We upped the sensitivity on our body shields, probed around for a clear spot then zipped up.
It wasn’t too bad to start with, kinda like the Custom Cloud Cushion. We dropped our shields down a bit and joined the rest of the tourists.
Moving around physically was a challenge. There was less friction on the floor, we bounced and the body mass still was the same. To be expected, but we had to get used to it.
It was warm with a slight breeze. There was almost no smell to the atmosphere, just a touch of metallic odor. Betcha they’ll fire up the Central Park Real Soon Now and have lilacs or something giving off nice smellums.
Just like remote «touches», it did feel different in person. Within a half-hour, we’d gotten somewhat used to the gravity. We did bang right into several walls, though. Nothing got dented; we’d set up our body shields so they’d be pretty cushy.
The doorways were a bit higher than we were used to (The Cels ran over two meters as adults.), but pretty much everything else felt okay. We tried out a few chairs in one of the offices; they felt okay to both Bob and me. Sherry’s feet dangled a bit. Her legs were a touch shorter than ours, but they still reached the floor most of the time. Hehehehe.
It wasn’t dead quiet, either. We could hear the air move when we were by some of the ventilator outlets and a distant hum from the fans. I knew those fans were very efficient, so I chalked it up to being deliberate.
Not everything was metal, either. The floor was covered with something like indoor-outdoor carpeting with plenty of traction (if one had the weight) while the walls were covered (mostly) with some sort of fabric.
If we stomped our feet, we could hear them a bit but there weren’t echoes like we’d get in a large hard-walled room.
The Central Park had real dirt so far as we could tell (Probably Earth dirt. I’d let the botanists and other tech-heads tell us.). By the time they got some grass and other vegetation in place, it would be a nice place. We wouldn’t have to worry about the Pete Simms of the world, either!
Be Jaysus! We were here! One major step in our survival plan. It was going to be one hell of a ride from now on.
Kathleen
(Saturday 8/5)
Time for a wedding! Rodrigo Fuerte and Alona Himenez were tying the knot in El Tule today.
Sherry and I had spent time over the last several days ensuring we had exactly the right clothes. Fancy, of course, but we didn’t want to distract from the bride.
We’d ended up with 99% cleas then said what the hell, lost the thongs, and went 100%. It gave a new meaning to the term “having one’s arse hanging out in the wind.” Grin.
Alona had sent out snail-mail invitations to the local people. For the other Clanns, we just spread the word. We didn’t have or need addresses for 98% of them anyway.
By the time we ported down Saturday morning, there was an area the size of a Burbank city block almost filled with party goodies. Hot food, cold food, drinks (alcoholic and otherwise), plates, cutlery, barbeques and everything else needed to make a real fiesta.
We spotted Rodrigo and got in a quick gestalt. He was doing the rounds with gestalts and glad hands. He told us, “Alona wanted a big wedding. I think she’s going to get more than she bargained for.”
Yeh. There were already something like 1,500 bodies and more zipping in every few seconds.
Bob started the ceremony. He stood in front of the wedding altar, «spread» himself over the crowd and announced, “There’s going to be a bonding. Please take your places.”
They did. There was a big a cappella choir singing in ancient Spanish about ancient gods, bonding of spirits and of love. Sherry and I started tearing up right away.
Alona looked magnificent! She radiated happiness all over everyone.
The priest was dressed in ancient robes and feathers. He wasn’t Catholic, that was for sure. He spoke of consensual bonding among two or more people and left the relationship open for growth and change.
The choir gave us another song of love and life across the ages. Jaysus, it was beautiful. I cried, Sherry cried and Bob and Mario got misty-eyed.
When Rodrigo and Alona went back down the aisle, the choir gave us a final song — it was one of Leone and Mark’s! Very nice.
Bob had a final shot; he told everyone, “Thank you for coming. Now, in the recent tradition, let’s celebrate!”
We did just that. Bob did a quick «look» around and told all the Ceanns, «“We’ve got 80 Clanns here! Good on ya, folks!”»
Bob and I tried to meet every Ceann in the flesh. Fortunately, we’d all gotten together in a small area to do just that. It was fascinating to try speaking Japanese with an Irish accent creeping in!
The Clann sizes ranged from four on up to hundreds. Like us, some didn’t know how many they had under their wing. No sweat, we’ll catch up.
We spotted Bridget in an frilly white little-girl dress and patent leather shoes. George was right along side her in a small tuxedo. They were the epitome of cute little girl and boy. We had no idea how much of their clothes were cleas; probably most of them.
Yeh, most of us ladies exchanged ideas on clothes. Since there were several hundred mundanes scattered around, we were pretty careful not to change too quickly. Alona had changed into a nice dancing outfit which almost let it all hang out. Well, most of us took that as a hint so the outfits got a lot more, em, breezy as the afternoon went on.
I wouldn’t say there were nekkid people exactly, but there was lots of blood flow to body areas which normally didn’t get much during a social gathering.
We spotted some alcohol blood filters in several of the mundanes; someone was being pretty careful to keep things under control.
We sampled some of the Irish whiskey. Seems after it gets over ten years old, it’s a lot more mellow. Anyway, we were pretty careful; our bodies weren’t used to it.
Seemed weddings wound us all up a bit. Good thing we had good sound shields because Sherry and I demanded lots of unwinding for several hours that night — the Babies Within got a big growth assist.
Eileen
(Saturday 8/5)
There’s going to be a wedding! We (the Clanns Council) had informally decided to make a pretty big deal out of a Ceann’s wedding. Clan Fuerte in El Tule (between Cabo San Lucas and the airport) fit the bill perfectly.
Bridget and George had elected to go as the young girl and boy their natural bodies displayed. At about 8 months physical age, they appeared to be around three years. Not bad.
Bridget wore an impossibly-frilly white “virgin” dress down to her knees and looked absolutely cute as a kitten. George had a miniature tuxedo he wore with impeccable dignity. Nice match; they held hands and joined the other several hundred youngsters in scampering about nosing into everything they could.
We other Hat Ladies had our own brand of ancient Mexican female ceremonial garb from full skirts to feathers in our hair. Our cloth dyes were a little more modern, though; the colors were almost iridescent. Every other woman we saw had similar colors — we grinned and waved at each other.
I might have been prejudiced, but I thought ours were the most natural-looking (except for the colors). Then again, they should be. We lived with and got coaching from the original trickster!
Rodrigo had the standard tuxedo with a few extra Mexican touches here and there; nothing too drastic. Alona, of course, was hidden away somewhere getting dressed for the ceremony, so we wimmin would have to wait to approve her outfit until then.
We recognized maybe one in a hundred people. That was great! It meant we were growing!
Time for the ceremony. Ceann Mor stood in front of the altar and announced, “There’s going to be a bonding. Please take your places.”
It sent shivers up and down our spines. He’d spread himself over the entire area and had spoken with total confidence. Sean was impressed and whispered to us, «“He is the right one to lead us.”»
There was Alona! Dayum she was gorgeous! She glowed so much we didn’t even get a chance to inspect her outfit. Alejandro and Linda were accompanying them along with her two teenage sons.
The ceremony was short; the priest spoke of a consensual bonding among two or more people. He left the relationship open for changes with approval from the Jefe. It sounded very familiar.
The choir sang again of love and admiration through ages of lives. We wept while the feelings and emotions among the entire assembly echoed those which Rodrigo and Alona were feeling.
It was done! While Rodrigo and Alona went back down the aisle as bondmates, the choir sang a last song of hope and joy — we recognized it as Leone and Mark’s!
We celebrated all right. We did hold the pranks down; there were several hundred mundanes throughout the assembly who’d wonder at flying babies and other manifestations.
Sean
Magnificent and extremely well done. I could tell there weren’t going to be contests for fancy weddings, but there would be a very high standard of quality.
The moratorium on spirit-tricks sure didn’t stop the ladies from comparing notes on clothes. There was anything from plain LBDs all the way up to formal gowns. I didn’t even try to tell which were cleas and which weren’t; I let the ladies concern themselves with that.
Yeh, lots of ladies did quick changes to try something new or different. Most seemed to get quite a bit more, em, risqué, as the day progressed, like an all-out Tavern night.
We didn’t quite stuff ourselves, though we did sample a lot. I figured the amount of food there would feed all of us there for a week. The booze ran the gamut just like the food. Seems the organizers knew there were a lot of Irish, because we found a lot of excellent Irish whiskey. Some we hadn’t heard of before, so of course we had to do quality control checks to ensure it was fit for consumption.
We Clann Cullen folk didn’t try to stay together. We couldn’t get too lost; besides, we had a light «link» going as we normally did while we were out in the world. All the Ceanns circulated around and ensured we met the rest in the flesh.
Japanese was interesting, for sure, with a whole different language construction. Might as well get used to it since we had at least two more completely-foreign languages to learn. At least Japanese could come from a human throat; so far, I had no idea if a human could actually vocalize Sperk or Phane.
Clann size ranged from four on up to hundreds. Like me, a lot of the Ceanns had only a ballpark estimate of how many they had — and were as concerned about it as I was. I met four other hereditary Clanns from Ireland alone! Of course we compared notes; we were from various parts of the island and had some memories of at least hearing about each other. Good.
The ladies and I got back together and ported back to OTL. We put the bodies down to rest and recover. Marge had invited George over for the rest of the night (plenty of room in the second bedroom); he didn’t snore, but we heard some interesting noises the rest of the night.
Around 1:00, our bodies had recovered enough to have our own little party. Seems the ladies had talked with Kathleen about Babies Within and had gotten some “divinely-inspired” advice.
So, our Babies Within got three doses of special baby-grow juice. That inspired BB and Kate so we had to practice doing the same with them. Oh, such an onerous duty!
Sean
(Sunday 8/6)
Early Sunday morning, the thieves at Stephenson Ranch made a heist — helped from within. Unbeknownst to them, however, some extra security cameras had popped up inside and outside and caught everything. The local police had thirty men waiting for them as they started to drive off.
Only one person tried to get away, and a spike strip nailed her tires before she’d gone more than a couple feet. Too bad.
Just there alone, they picked up fifteen people, including half a dozen insiders from the restaurant and hotel. We tracked them for a while; several started singing right away when offered a “deal.”
The current owners were surprised, of course. They came to the conclusion the gang’s activities had not contributed to a positive cash flow.
After a couple hours of singing, the police and City Attorney had warrants for another twenty arrests for people they’d suspected of criminal activities for many years. The judge signing the warrants took one look at the source of the original tip and signed away. Even as they were going out to arrest the others, ramontheeye was pouring dossiers into the email in-boxes. It was a slow night on Probe Patrol so a dozen newbies got some real-world practice. Yes!
About 4:00, we let ramontheeye and the police get on with what they were doing; they sure didn’t need our help!
We had breakfast in. Guess who got elected to be the cook? One hint: the person wasn’t female.
After breakfast, Melissa zipped over and we drilled the seminar for a couple of hours. The Hat Ladies were now in excellent form and were talking, asking the right questions and manipulating the show with almost no attention on what they were doing. 99% of their attention was on the audience (a group of a dozen dolls). That’s how it should be.
We let Melissa go back to her orgies (at least we told her that’s what probably would be happening), and we spent most of the day looking over the statistics emails, doing industry research, soaking in the Jacuzzi and harassing Geeser.
We checked out the Clann Cullen web site in the evening. Rosheen’s Good Gossip Column mentioned that Simon (from Collectable Arts) had gone on a very successful first date with a Clann lady — they’d gotten matched from on the web site! Good on ‘em! Maybe sometime soon I’d have a bonding meeting.
The Fillmore portal showed we were above normal on the seminar registrations for next Saturday. Guess we’ll have to put up with another overflow crowd. Yes!
Bob
(Sunday 8/6)
George dropped by to give us a quick briefing on the Skunk Works. His big thing was the Cel networks.
As soon as they’d fired up two of the personal systems, they’d gotten a connection between them. Wireless, all right, but it wasn’t in the radio spectrum like our current Earth technology.
He told us, “From what we can see, it’s down at least to the quantum level.” Why not? We didn’t know how extensive the Cel technology was in different areas, so we were open to most anything.
They’d traced some of the interaction and had found relay or booster satellites in the Sun-Earth Lagrange points. They were mostly non-metallic, were solar-powered with accumulators and had small motors to move them — probably to avoid other “junk” which might accumulate.
Being suspicious by now, they’d scanned a lot more of the solar system. Yep, there were satellites around every planet, scattered around the Asteroid Belt and were all the way out to and beyond the Oort Cloud.
After powering up several more systems from Selene City, they’d run some tests. From what they could tell, the signal propagation time from the Moon to the outside of the Oort Cloud was essentially zero and ran at a speed even beyond the Earth’s best video cable delivery speed. In other words, freakin’ fast!
Mario, Carmel and others were going to have a real good time figuring all that out. George thought that even beyond the physics of the network, there would be a whole lot of learning about the networking software. Earth’s technology had something like seven interface layers including the system and the physical network; they were WAG’n the Cels would have something similar in several layers.
Those were just the “small” personal systems like our desktop systems. They’d found what appeared to be several sizes down from there including equivalents to our laptops (a couple sizes) down to a PDA size and even smaller. The small ones appeared to be very specialized, but so far they didn’t have many clues.
They’d formed a team of several hundred techies who were roaming around Selene City checking out and bringing up the personal systems. They’d only found a couple so far that didn’t come up along with a couple monitors, keyboards and “mice” which were broken. No sweat, there were several thousand each in stock in Selene City warehouses.
There were several big systems they were investigating. There were three in the living/admin area, a slightly smaller one in the hanger and one really big one in the manufacturing area. Speculation was it ran the manufacturing machinery.
They hadn’t attempted to power up any of those yet. A couple of the team members had done a quick check for dust and such and that had been it. They figured to get enough personal systems up first so we’d have a fighting chance at learning the languages and get some system knowledge before they tackled the large ones. We might have been iggorant but we weren’t stupid.
Brenda Quinn zipped onto our doorstep right at 4:00. None of us were in the mood for a fancy dinner after yesterday, so we zipped down to Rio de Janeiro for something light.
Portuguese wasn’t a problem, especially since Brenda had been speaking Spanish for years. Just for security, we all had disguise cleas and spoke Irish inside a garble shield. Might as well get used to being paranoid.
Brenda told us, “I’m glad I’ve got all the RRK stuff dumped on you; I’d been going bonkers since last September when Bob took up with Natalie. Nancy’s treating you okay, right?”
She was. We brought Brenda up on the recent RRK happenings.
Personally, she’d run into another lawyer in North Hollywood — a newbie. They were dating some, and both were on the lawyer consortium beating away at the SW and the operations company set up. She told us, “We should be done with the final papers tomorrow. If so, Evin will let us know at Clann Meeting.”
With the influx of new Clann, she was busy on standard lawyer stuff. Seems when someone goes free, they tend to get a lot more into things like their own businesses.
In the honoring room, she dayum near wore me to a pulp. Even in her 40s, she was able to go three decent Journeys! She was sweet and sassy at the same time like a good Irishwoman should be!
Kathleen
(Monday 8/7)
We let Brenda port off after breakfast. She was a bit shaky in the legs, but was a happy lady. I knew how she felt; Bob does that to me, too. She had little interest in other women, so Sherry and I had to make do with our own cuddles while Mario was out doing his magic with SW and Cel computer stuff.
Mario got back in time to go with Bob, Sherry and me to the oversight visit to JRD Properties in Burbank. The 130 staff were in good shape; we’d already weeded out a couple people who’d been skimming.
They handled both commercial and residential real estate, mostly leasing. The commercial end was a lot more active, but they did have a few good-sized residential properties, including ours in North Hollywood.
They/we owned about two-thirds of the properties (many with the appropriate sharing with a bank), and the others they just managed — for a fee, of course.
Mario dove right into the computer systems while the rest of us schmoozed a bit with the officers. Cheryl, the Operations Officer, was one of us already with another five of the staff being enhanced. Good stuff.
We got a good look at the property sheet and a briefing on how they promoted, managed and maintained the properties. They did heavy networking with The Clean Place, Clean Pools, EverAlert, Fillmore Sales and the other JRD companies. If they hadn’t, we would have suggested it.
I told Cheryl, “Get in touch with our team at the main JRD office. They’ve been ferreting out lots of other properties for Evin and me; if feasible, we should probably just get them all under your umbrella so we have a single point of contact.”
Turned out she knew the team leader (in fact, he’d tagged her last month) from their high school days. From the look in her eyes, she wasn’t at all unwilling to, em, get “in touch” with him again. Grin.
They had a map with the properties marked, so we pulled ours up along with it. Fancy that; they had some right around ours. Now we had a map of everything we knew of for RRK, Evin and me, the JRD companies and JRD Properties. They also got the assignment to work with RRK to align their efforts.
Cheryl was familiar with the Clann goals and purposes for the safe havens and the rest, so she knew why we wanted the coordination. Besides, it would probably be more efficient for all of the companies.
We did lunch; Mario managed to break away long enough to join us. He told us, “Definitely need an upgrade to the document imaging and retrieval system. It’s getting overloaded.” They stored images of all the deeds, contracts and other stuff related to managing, buying and selling all the property. You can guess it’s a decent stack of paperwork for each transaction.
Okay, I told them they’d probably get that as an assignment, so they might as well start looking around now. Perhaps coordinate with Mario for compatibility with the JRD content management system?
We passed out Sean seminar cards and told them, “Required attendance. There’s one this weekend in Seattle, so you might as well plan on doing that one. Cheryl, you and Mike might plan on getting together to do some, em, coordination.”
Mike was the temp team leader for Evin and me. I’d already «contacted» him about Cheryl, and he was very interested in getting with her. I figured they’d end up quite well-coordinated by the time the weekend was done. And yes, she was very much aware of the Gold birth control method. Hehehehe.
Okay, we were done there. We let everyone go back to work and zipped back home. Our F&Rs were pretty simple and only took fifteen minutes. Mario and Sherry took off, Bob went out for some Ceann Mor activities and I zipped over to JRD to talk with Mike.
Good on ‘em! The inbox stack was down to three inches from the three feet it had been before. Mike told me, “Thanks for locating Cheryl. We were quite attracted to each other back in high school but were too dim to do anything about it.”
Yeh. They were a couple bright bulbs now, though.
Anyway, the team had finished up inventorying the storage spaces. In fact, they’d found half a dozen more scattered around. Mainly, they had collectibles of one form or another.
Mike told me, “With all the different accounts we’ve found in the safe deposit boxes, you and Evin have around 50 million in cash or equivalent. Your ownership or control is clear but would be difficult to trace unless someone knew where to look. Being just a paralegal, I’m sure Evin and you will report all this to the IRS, right?”
Right. Evin and I would have to talk about that.
In most cases, the collectibles ownership was pretty clear with titles, bills of sale and all that. Others didn’t matter a whole lot; there wasn’t much interest in “clear title” to a four-caret diamond.
So, barring any unpleasant surprises in the last couple inches of paper, Evin and I had well over 100 million in collectibles to go along with the accounts. The team had tracked down pretty much everything in J&R’s parents’ wills and were in progress on getting clear title on that stuff, too.
So, that adventure was almost over. I didn’t think Evin would mind a bit of extra pocket change; I knew I wouldn’t.
When the temp team finished, they all had firm offers (via Van Nuys Temps) for work in SW, the upcoming operations company or a coordination team among JRD, RRK and others. Might as well have an experienced team for that.
Bob
At Clann Meeting, there was a lot of stuff to go over. Nothing earth-shaking, necessarily, but very interesting.
Maggie and the Skunk Works had released technical bulletins on Two-Way Touches, Distance Viewing, Sound and Perception Transducers (both directions) and yet another one on holograms and cleas. Sherry snuck right off and signed out some for us.
Maggie also briefed us on the hunt for ancestors’ spirits. Basically, it was not promising. They’d been able to find 1 in 500 searches; it was a intensive, deep-level probe just to check. With the spirit not having any real reason (usually) or awareness of the bodies’ genetic line, they could end up anywhere.
Sean was an exception. For whatever reason, he and several of his Clann had bopped down the same genetic line. Perhaps it was something to investigate in our copious free time. Right.
Kat told us about the hunt for take-over bodies. Mario and company had set up a database of around 25,000 bodies around the world suitable for “use” similar to how hers had been. Guess that will go into the global search system, too.
I got a turn. “At a rough guesstimate, we’ve got over 2,500 ones of us now, and Maggie McLennan figures we’ll probably be doubling that every couple weeks or so.
“Security is the watchword here. Know your Potentials; just because someone has Talent or Potential doesn’t automatically give them a right to be one of us.
“We haven’t run across any evil spirits yet, but most of us are betting it’s just a matter of time. We haven’t done much investigation of governments like State and U.S. Congresscritters, Senators and the like.”
That got a good laugh, but it was a truism of sorts. We hadn’t found anything to indicate someone with Potential was intrinsically good or ethical, only our experience.
I finished up my part, “We haven’t had the slightest security breach yet. That’s probably because the enhancement teams are training new spirits properly and the checksheets work. Keep expanding and keep up the good work.”
Ben Talbert told us about progress on the Mojave sinkhole and got the security team and engineers a good attaboy for their excellent work. Yeh. We’re learning.
He gave us some additional information over what George had told us. He announced Selene City was open for BYOB. George and his team had brought up about a thousand personal systems which were available for training. Silvia Connor, our lead linguist (Lots of ladies were hoping she was a cunning linguist.), had produced a short checksheet to get someone started on the tutorials. There were sign up sheets posted by each of the systems.
There were thousands of other computers, too, ranging from tiny ones (SWAG’d to be special-purpose), PDA-sized, laptops on up to a really big one in the manufacturing area. If SW thought it was really big, it was probably something!
All right! Evin told us the companies were set up. The R&D company was “SW Enterprises” while the operational/ manufacturing/ etc. one was “NewTek.”
He told us the actual ownership setup for each ran through at least fifty different companies, holding companies, blind trusts and the like. The banks were all offshore and scattered around the world.
Both SW Enterprises and NewTek were finally registered in the Bahamas somewhere on a small island “nation” of some 10,000 people. Their main industry was hosting companies and Internet sites. Taxes? Maybe a tenth of a percent of the net.
Both SW Enterprises and NewTek (way back up the line to the originating company) had 10,000 private shares to sell at $100 each. Limit was one per spirit, and they were open only to ones of us. Checks, cash, credit cards, debit cards or money orders accepted starting tomorrow at SW in the JRD building.
To wind down after the meeting, Kat and I snuggled and snogged for a couple hours. Our Babies Within were doing well enough they didn’t need an additional assist from me. Right then only; it might change in a couple minutes.
Eileen
(Monday 8/7)
Monday morning started off with several bangs. We got five emails and three calls inquiring about Goal Hierarchy and Org Chart Workshops. We figured it was about time. The seminar had been just about a month ago, and that would give the right amount of time for busy executives to get through The Book and the detail manuals.
Of course we were interested! While BB, Kate and Melissa handled the phone calls, I replied to the emails quoting terms and prices. We’d figured out over a month ago we’d send two people for every 10 Workshop attendees.
We already had three scheduled starting next week. We figured a flat rate of $2,000 each for us, plus expenses. Expenses would mainly be food; we weren’t about to worry much about transportation since the Beemer and Volvo would make the trip with no strain. Grin. Besides, they needed to be run around a little; we’d «moved» them around in the drive a little every day but hadn’t used them for over a month.
About 10:30, Kate informed us the money for the Technical Research sale had hit our bank. All right! $395K would buy a few baubles for Bridget! That left two businesses to go.
The Stevenson Ranch hotel owners called. They didn’t mention a word about the excitement yesterday — probably didn’t want to shake up the escrow. They told us it was fine for us to meet the staff and to start training the managers.
Good. Kate called the day manager and set up a time for a formal visit. Yeh, she was being enhanced; Kate figured she’d probably be popped in the next couple days.
Anyway, we arranged to go up tomorrow so she could give us her own personal tour. 10:00 was just fine for us all. We «talked» with the N&Bs; they’d had the same offer to start their managers and were going up tomorrow, too.
We spent several hours in the afternoon working up the Goal Hierarchy Workshop materials. We’d thought initially of using a PowerPoint presentation like we did for a seminar, but ditched the idea.
We ended up with a thirty-page printed set of material; most of it was definitions and examples — both good and bad — plus article extracts from The Book and the detail manuals. BB put it all together with a front cover similar to The Book and emailed it off to our local printer. Two hundred fifty copies for now should do; we had Mona add it to the web site.
Eileen
Clann Reynolds meeting time again. We sent Margie over physically; she might have something to say. Then again, when doesn’t she have something to say?.
Kathleen talked. “You know Sunshine’s story by rumor if nothing else. Probably all of you have observed babies being born and spirits picking them up. If you haven’t done body switching by now, you probably will soon.
“The idea of the spirit controlling a body through a control interface — the mind — is one we teach as a basic almost as soon as someone is enhanced. One of the Skunk Works projects kicking around was the possibility of locating healthy bodies with no spirits, like Kathleen Donovan. Granted, I lucked out a lot by ending up a Donovan — being Irish is a Real Good Thing!
“We’ve set up a database of bodies available for walk-ins. They range from newborns up to the 80s but are all healthy. The original spirits are no longer there for whatever reason.
“Obviously, not everyone will need one of these and many will want to start over. However, it’s an option we haven’t had before. I personally know of several older people who might decide to go that route rather than doing stem-cell regeneration or picking up a baby body. The choice is yours.
Interesting. We knew she was talking of the Keavys; we’d talked over that option with them before. Now there was the possibility of an even wider choice so they didn’t have to scout up something on their own.
Ben Talbert told us. “Selene City is open for physical visits. Most everyone’s found if you set your body shields pretty cushy, you can do a lot of bouncing — and you will. Lunar gravity only takes an hour or so to get used to.
“We figure there’s artificial gravity; we’ve found lots of equipment underneath everything which is probably just that. For now, we’re leaving it alone. We don’t need it right now so we’re not going to mess with it until we understand it a lot better.
“George Baxter and his elite team of computer geeks have gotten a thousand of what we call ‘personal’ computers operational in various parts of Selene City. Fortunately, all they’ve needed so far is a quick check for dust and loose connections, and they power right up.
“There are three much larger computer systems in the main living and admin space plus a mid-sized one in the hangar. There’s one humongous sucker in the manufacturing area which leads us to believe almost everything is computer-controlled.
“One of the living-space ones appears to be for the city facilities control. There are channels to atmosphere sensors, the gravity equipment, shields and the like running all over.
“The other two, we’re not sure of yet. Probably one does the administration since it’s in what we think is the major office complex. The third one seems to be for R&D of some sort, we don’t know. It’s got plenty of sensors running everywhere plus what appear to be several trillion wireless nodes. It’s possible it is the central network hub for all the personal systems.”
There were sign up sheets by each Selene City system for those wanting on. Ben requested we hold off mobbing them for another couple days at least until the crews got more going. The linguists (especially the cunning one!) were still going all-out studying the languages and were hoping to have some technical bulletins available Real Soon Now to help guide our studies.
Good. We could use something to do in our spare time. Grin.
Sean
NewTek was legal and all that but wasn’t operational since it had nothing to produce — yet. The officers were hiring salespeople to sell raw materials such as pelletized iron, rare metals and the like. Until we had some “real” technology, they’d hire and teach ones of us to do mass production, usually with «touch» filters of some sort.
Yes, they’d figured out how to create pretty much any alloy or other combination of elements desired. Even semi-conductor substrate was fairly straightforward. Delivering the precut wafers in pretty much any size and composition for a tenth the cost they were now might get a few nibbles.
(Tuesday 8/8)
I nudged the ladies awake at our usual 7:00 and dragged them outside for Krav Maga exercises. Four nude ladies doing stretches does tend to get the blood circulating — except it tended to concentrate in a certain place.
Last night, Evin had announced the SW Enterprises and NewTek shares would go on sale. Right at 9:00, we joined the other 2,000 spirits lined up in the JRD building. Long line? Not a problem; we had maybe a fifteen minute wait. We each got a share in each companies; Marge’s was “in trust” to Eileen and me. We were twice-over YAB owners (Yet Another Business)!
Dayum, BB got a solid lead for one of the business sales. She set up a meet and tour for Thursday morning. Yes! We’re going to get it done!
Right at 10:00 we showed up in the Stephenson Ranch hotel lobby. Paige Flinders, the day manager, was ready for us. We’d get together with the night and weekend managers later.
Paige was in her mid-twenties and had an associate degree in Hotel Management. This was her first position, and she’d been there for six months. She and the managers for the restaurant got along very well — in fact, she and the restaurant day manager been dating for a couple months. That should work out just fine.
Kate told her right off what the story was on the properties. “Sean’s sisters and brothers-in-law are purchasing the restaurant. We’re cross-linked in the businesses, so we’ll probably be running both pretty much as a single entity. You’ll probably become very well-acquainted with Arnold Billings next door.”
Paige pinked right up as we grinned at her. She could see we had a pretty good idea what was going on. Arnold was being enhanced, too, so they’d probably do pretty well together.
She took us around on a tour of the ground floor and gave us her own opinion and slants on things. BB mentioned, “I understand there was a bit of excitement around here Sunday morning.”
Paige shook her head. “Sure was. We haven’t been told anything, but we’ve got staff missing from both here and next door. The police said they’ve made several arrests for theft and have been interviewing staff yesterday and today. Other than what we can see, we haven’t been told a whole lot.”
Kate told her, “You’ll find out everything within a couple days. Now, since you might be short-handed, here’s a list of people we recommend you interview.”
We had a list of the potential ones of us on our enhancement list who were available to work. She took it as a quite strong suggestion.
She’d spotted a lot of the same outpoints we had during our inspections. She had some excellent ideas on increasing the service without much cost and on promoting the hotel and restaurant. She said, “If we’re going to be working together, we should probably do some joint promotion, too. Are you planning on changing names?”
Yeh. We had some real original ones. Erie’s Rest and Erie’s Tavern. Heh.
Eileen filled her in on the rest of Cullen Enterprises. I handed her a seminar card with a 100% discount code. “Get registered right away. That code gives you a free ride for this Saturday in Seattle.”
Kate handed her an envelope. “Here’s a plane ticket and a bit of fun money. The room reservation’s in there for Friday and Saturday nights and you’ve got a reservation in the SkyCity restaurant on the Space Needle for 8:00 Friday. Both are fully paid. We expect you to spend Sunday having a great time. And by the way, Arnold’s getting the same deal next door as we speak.”
Paige pinked up again. She was thinking she and Arnold were going to have a good time. Neither of their salaries were much and both were paying off some school loans. Kate neglected to tell her the room was double-occupancy; we’d decided to let them find that out themselves.
Paige said, “From the sound of things, you’re not going to be replacing us. Is that right?”
I told her, “You and Arnold have been doing the very best you could under the management you have. You’re both educated in the businesses, know the place and people and are ethical. With a record like that, we’d be pretty stupid to let either of you go, and Cullen Enterprises isn’t known for its stupidity.”
We gave her a brief rundown on The Book and what the seminar was about. I told her, “As soon as we can schedule it, we’ll be sending all the other managers, too. In the meantime, we’ll get them started on self-study next week. It’s not as if they’ve got three other jobs.”
We did a switch with the N&Bs next door (Melissa was with them) and talked with Arnold a while. He was really looking forward to the weekend — somehow I didn’t think it was just the seminar, either.
All right! We zipped back home, checked the email and relaxed for a while. Geeser ensured we stayed well-anchored by sleeping on laps. She didn’t play favorites; she blessed each of us in turn with her presence.
We did another couple hours of drilling then zipped back up to SR to meet the evening manager. He was in his fifties and pretty experienced. While he was mundane, he was real good people.
We took him over our plans for the places and gave him The Book. He didn’t mind at all; he’d been concerned, too, that we’d be letting him go. The night manager came in a bit early to meet us. She was a no-nonsense tough broad. She had plenty of compassion and understanding, though, and we figured she was a good fit for the shift. She was on the enhancement list so should work out fine.
Kathleen
(Tuesday 8/8)
We weren’t first in line to get our shares, but almost. We dug real deep into our pockets for the $100 each. Painful, but would be worth it in the long run. Grin.
After our morning exercises, the Golds, Bob and I snuck off for a round of golf. Getting somewhere was never an issue, just getting the reservation. Not a problem there, either; Sarah and Julio seemed to know every person in every pro shop at every golf course in the U.S. (and maybe the world) by their first name.
An hour at the driving range beforehand honed in a few things. The Golds were doing the Krav Maga exercises, too, and we all were noticing our body coordination and control were getting a lot better.
Just for fun, we switched bodies and genders with the Golds. Oscar felt pretty dayum good from the inside. Jaysus, male bodies sure seem to have urges; that Kathleen’s tight arse (actually, every body part) caused some blood flow rerouting.
Bob must have been sneaking in some study somewhere. Near as I could tell, his course management had improved significantly, and even using Karen’s body, he squeaked out a decent 80. I’d better concentrate on the golf ball rather than the butts and boobs or he’d outdo me!
After the round, we ported our clubs back home, got back our own bodies and took a trip to Selene City. Lunar gravity is interesting.
Oscar remarked, “We use «touches» in our Custom Cloud Cushions, and it feels a bit like this. How about doing the same here except increasing the attraction instead of decreasing it?”
Ho, boy! Worked like a charm. We then had decent traction on the floor and didn’t bounce around at all. After five seconds or so, we got accustomed to it. The engineers had been making noises about artificial gravity here, but in the interim, this would do.
Bob and I took a look at Central Park (our name for it). It was bare as a newborn baby’s butt, but was sculpted with different terrain.
One of the entrances to the park had a good-sized hall or building just inside. It looked like a recreation center of some sort with tables, chairs, rooms, kitchens and the like.
Bob and I stood outside and looked over Central Park. I think we both had the same thought at once — this was a perfect location for a golf course club house!
We took a preliminary run at a layout. The clubhouse could be the start of the front and back nine holes, and both would end up here. There were small and large hills, what looked like stream channels and all sorts of neat oddities. Well, guess we’ll have to put out a call for a golf course architect and put in our claim before someone else got ideas.
The Golds joined us after their own adventures and agreed with our assessment. Hmm. Would a golf course here count as a safe haven? In fact, we might compare the work to make Selene City habitable against finding and constructing safe havens on Earth?
RHIP so we had a quick «chat» with Ben. He told us, «“You management types do come up with ideas sometimes. Actually, we’ve got five different teams working on the feasibility of bringing up Selene City to an operational status.»
«“As for using it as the major safe haven, I’d leave that up to the Clanns Council. The last estimate I’m aware of is a couple months to have the place operational; a lot depends on how fast and well we learn how to use the large systems there. One of the mid-sized systems seems to be set up to control the facilities.»
«“Still, it won’t hurt to run it by them. My initial SWAG says it’ll probably be faster and less expensive than having individual Clanns doing their own on Earth. In addition, there’d be a lot more security concerns here on Earth than there.”»
He did laugh (quietly) about the idea of building a golf course. «“Why not? I beat a ball myself every once in a while. That’d be up to the Selene City Council to decide. By the way, are we going to have a Mayor and all that?”»
Yeh. All sorts of neat stuff to think about. Fortunately, Bob didn’t have to decide that, just ensure all the activities were aligned. Ben told us he’d toss all the ideas into the appropriate pot to simmer for a while.
Bob
Hmm. A golf course with variable gravity spots as additional hazards? Sure would take a lot of testing; maybe they’d need some volunteers. Grin.
We zipped back home where we spent an hour or so ensuring we didn’t have too many loose ends which weren’t being handled. Fortunately, everything we had on our lists belonged to a team somewhere which was taking responsibility for handling it.
Ted Rhine and Rita Gold zipped onto our doorstep in the afternoon. Very nice! Kat and Rita had an intense discussion on what to wear for dinner in Callao (on the coast west of Lima in Peru). Ted and I thought we hid our eye-rolling pretty well.
We each had a complete cleas which included different hair color and length, different complexions, eyes, eye-spacing, noses, body height (that was interesting to carry off), voices and everything else we could think of. The Skunk Works technical bulletin on disguises had a lot of interesting ideas.
The body shield gave us a good shot at not leaving any fingerprints (no sweat there, either, because they were modified, too) or DNA. Now that was a challenge; just breathing out let moisture escape which would have DNA from our bodies.
Well, that was all part of the fun! We tweaked, fiddled, put in transducers and feedback circuits and followed a lot of tips in the recent technical bulletins. We were satisfied at least. Once things were set up, they didn’t interfere with our taste or other perceptions.
Okay, enough of the serious stuff. We zipped down and strolled around for fifteen minutes until our table was ready.
We seemed to fit right in with the rest of the tourists. The girls had taken pains not to be too outstanding; kinda hard to do for them, even with full cleas. Ted remarked on that and got a nice purr and promises of a Real Good Time that night.
Ted and Rita were fully hatted on being Brain Trust tutors. They and several others like PVC had been checking out the new Freshmen and any known student transfers in for more members. Dayum, the Mickey C Brain Trust was up to 250 at last count. Not bad at all.
They were working with Mona Nolan and Ted Maloney from Clann Cullen on long-distance teleportation. Rita told us, “Maggie wanted both ‘naturals’ and ‘enhanced’ to do the testing. We haven’t done much porting yet. The main thrust so far has been looking at the math and physics and turning it inside out.”
Ted said, “Yeh. Some of the Eastern philosophies talk about ‘the map is the territory.’ It looks as if we’re zeroing in on that as a practical application. We’re getting into what appears to be some fundamental agreements and construction of the physical universe and how it meshes with our individual spirit universes.”
So far, there hadn’t been much difference among the four of them in their abilities. They were all getting good at «looking» at the map and relating it to the territory. Time will tell; the project had a relatively high priority since we were looking at off-planet, extra-solar colonies.
Since they were working on the teleportation project, they weren’t part of an enhancement team. Rita told us, “Doesn’t matter, either. If a newbie fits the profile for the Brain Trust, the enhancement team tips us off anyway.”
Dinner was excellent with lots of nice flavor and texture. The body shield and cleas didn’t seem to stop our enjoyment at all. And the restaurant had no issues with accepting U.S. $20 bills, either.
After we zipped our bodies back to our place, we zipped right back and did a DNA trace over the entire restaurant, block and city. Not too bad; we each had left a couple hundred thousand molecules from airborne moisture. Since it wasn’t concentrated, it would dissipate rapidly.
Just to be sure, we ran a quick filter over the city. Three seconds and it was a done deal. Now, the only trace left behind was some generic $20 bills and some memories of gringo tourists who hadn’t the faintest resemblance to our actual bodies. Seemed good to us.
In the honoring room, Rita was totally sweet and lovable. Yummy everywhere, she gave me no quarter during two very nice Journeys.
We spent a bit of time in the Asteroid Belt checking out facilities. There were something like a thousand tagged so far, and a couple had been powered up and were warming up.
I think the Clann Reynolds women gossiped a lot; Rita knew how to hit my poke spot!
Kathleen
(Wednesday 8/9)
Yeh, Ted had a Real Good Time all right. He was considerate, sweet and aggressive when he should be. Rita had a real good man there!
We did a Las Vegas Rio buffet breakfast. Our cleas went on in five seconds and we ate the place clean. Well, that might be an exaggeration, but we did justice to it. We still put out moisture DNA traces, but this time we put a filter in the garble shield and ensured it was all filtered out before we left.
We had an oversight visit to JRD Builder Supplies in North Hollywood. With 200 staff, it provided pretty much what you’d expect — builder supplies. It wasn’t Home Depot but specialized in the professional contractor hard-to-find or hard-to-make items Home Depot and the like didn’t carry. No lumber or garden supplies; in fact, there were very few “consumer” goods.
We took Mario and Sherry along with David and Elizabeth. Mario dove into the IT area while the rest of us went around the store.
They/we ended up with about a hundred issues ranging from tiny nit-picks (a sign was crooked and a bit hard to read) to more major ones like having the paint and coatings split up into two sections divided by some plumbing. Some of the shopping carts and trolleys needed some repair, too. Don’t you hate those carts with a wheel that vibrates, clunks or squeaks?
We took the execs to lunch at the local Greek restaurant and talked shop all the way through. There was still plenty of time to register, so we passed out Sean seminar cards and discussed getting in the policies they were going to learn about.
We’d have an extensive F&R, but none of it was vital since we’d gone over everything with them already.
When we got back home, we discovered someone had snuck in and installed a Cel computer system! There was a single central box powered from an accumulator and six monitors and associated peripherals. There was even a printer with Earth paper and duro-plast sheets.
Yeh, it had been George and his crew. They’d left a note saying, “Some management pukes have been bitching and moaning about how degrading it would be to have to do training with the common crowd. Maybe you’ll feel better with this.”
The Cel desktop operating system was inherently multi-user; it could easily go well over 200 simultaneous users. We each had a User ID and password and a checksheet to get us up into the tutorials. Totally cool!
Of course we just left it be. Right. Mario (the rat) already had access to a system at the SW office, so he let Sherry, Bob and me have at it.
The user interface was already set up to do the baby hand holding we needed. That, along with the checksheet, had us all into the first language tutorial in about 20 minutes.
Once I’d practiced and learned what the various pictures, icons and the like meant and did, the interface wasn’t an issue. I already had a shortcut which dropped me right into the tutorial list.
All right! We spent the next two hours merrily learning the alphabet (Cases equivalent to upper and lower and another one for another sort of emphasis and distinction), punctuation (statement ends in Sperk and emotional indicators in Phane) and numbers (yeh, at least it was base 10).
The checksheet had us drill the alphabet and numbers forward and backwards as well as describe all the punctuation. Was it easy? Nope. The symbols were the same between the languages but they used different typefaces (by tradition) to indicate which language it was. Apparently it was a real faux pas to mix the two together too much. Great start!
We left plenty of time to get ready for the Sean and harem visit; we’d managed to conjure up a Soo Laid for the three of us finishing the detail manuals. Oh, well. We’d just have to grit our teeth and bear it! Grin.
We zipped over to Olive Tree Lane right on the dot. We’d worked up cleas for what we remembered of semi-formal ancient Irish dress; we’d consulted a bit beforehand with the Cullen social secretaries.
Their place was fixed up like a Clann meeting hall with stone, (fake) furs all over, fireplaces and a ferocious green cat who tried to polish all the skin off our ankles. The serving wenches looked so good we considered have them for dinner!
I think Sean and Bob were the only ones to behave themselves in the least. We wimmin just ogled each other and the guys and let everything drool.
We had a fun dinner with “authentic” roasts, mead, soda bread and the like. They’d disguised the cutlery to look ancient, but it worked excellently.
The Geeser was well behaved; she didn’t beg at all but ensured our ankles were free from cold and ferocious beasts.
Yeh, we let out some great belches to compliment the cooks. The farts from the mead would come later!
We chatted a bit after dinner; just a touch of shop talk about the Clanns and a catch-up on how we were doing with the JRD companies.
Bob got a good look at Sean’s new ceremonial staff. He twirled it around a few times (I could see an ancient kata in there somewhere.) and said it would be an excellent weapon. He overstepped things a little, though, when he said, “Maybe I’d better get me one of these. I’ve got several females who need some beatings.”
Yeh. Sherry and I tried to make dents in his arms with our fists. Right. I stuck my nose in the air and informed him, “We’re cutting you off. You ain’t going to get nothing from either of us for a whole… night. Suffer.”
He did — for about three minutes. The serving wenches descended on him and bore him away moaning to make him suffer Mor.
When Sean, Sherry and I calmed down a little from laughing, Sean politely asked, “May I show you ravishing young ladies to the Den of Iniquity?”
And a den it was. Soft furs everywhere with plenty of flickering firelight and a comfy fur-lined Custom Cloud Cushion.
Oh, yeh! He was wonderful! Hard muscle all over, a platinum tongue (for all uses) and a Shillelagh that didn’t know how to quit. We tried our best, but knew we wouldn’t outlast him.
Sean and I ganged up on Sherry and tied her down pretty good with some of the furs. Sean coached me on making a woman squirt — fingers working the G-spot really hard and don’t let up! Between us, we got nice tasty streams from Sherry for a solid 45 minutes; I lost count at 20! She finally passed out and we had to clean her up with our tongues without her cooperation. Wus!
We popped out and about and «peeked» at Bob and company. He was holding his own; he’d already screwed Eileen and BB into oblivion and was working on Kate. Maggie wasn’t physically ready for that kind of screwing yet, but she still got very thoroughly ravished.
We popped up to Selene City. We told Sean and harem about Oscar’s discovery for a full-gravity touch; they were quite appreciative.
Interesting. A couple teams were warming up the observation posts on the Earth and back sides. Looks like we’ll have some more touring to do in a while.
Sean’s poke spot worked just like Bob’s. We spent another hour gently loving each other until the Hat Ladies zipped in and kidnapped Sherry and me!
Oh, my, they were tasty! They learned fast, too. We got some healthy squirts out of them all, including Maggie. BB was a streamer like Sherry while Eileen, Kate and Maggie were more like gushers. They all tasted wonderful — a bit like the mead we’d had earlier!
Jayus and Janey Mack! If I got my clit up really hard, Marge could slip it right in! That was a really wild experience! She thought so, too, because the others had to pry us apart after 45 minutes.
I got the idea after a while that we’d all gotten Soo Laid. We’re going to have to get a return engagement. Maybe with the N&Bs, too? Hehehehe.
Eileen
(Wednesday 8/9)
George dropped in around 9:30 with a load of “stuff.” He and Margie scurried around setting up a Cel computer system and half a dozen monitors, etc. Margie told us, “Since we’re such nice people, SW decided we needed our own Cel system for training. That way, we wouldn’t be bothered by the common crowd in Selene City.”
Right. It was a Cel desktop with an accumulator for power. Well, we wouldn’t turn it down, for sure. Kate signed out checksheets for us so we could get on and start some larnin’.
It took Margie a whole minute each to “attach” a user monitor and the other devices. All were wireless and apparently worked on a short-range equivalent of the network. Short range apparently could be up to several million kilometers, so we weren’t too limited. Grin.
Of course we left it alone for now. Right. We were on it like green on a leprechaun!
The checksheet got us onto the first tutorial — basic basic basic computer operations. The checksheet addendum gave us just enough vocabulary to muddle into it.
Sean pried us away after four hours of doing alphabet and number drills. “More later. If you’re real good and you do your Krav Maga exercises real good, I’ll let you back on.”
He relented after many threats of bodily harm, including becoming bald all over one hair at a time.
Oh, yeh! Soo Laids tonight for Bob, Kat and Sherry! Yum! Mario was off doing major network stuff, so we had a rain check on him.
If Sean was amused by all our dashings around, he hid it well. He brushed Geeser thoroughly — to her delight — and cleased her in a nice leprechaun green. She’d guard the house while we were, em, engaged in dispensing hospitality.
Sean and Margie had the place done up as an ancient Clann meeting room. We’d mixed and matched half a dozen ages and had come up with our own notion of comfort.
We ended up with stone walls, comfortable chairs, warm fireplaces, “furs” on the floor and chairs and serving wenches running around showing lots of skin. Plus there was the guard cat prowling around ensuring we were safe from rodent ravages.
Kate had tipped off Kat and Sherry; the three of them appeared right on time in their (very clever) versions of semi-formal ancient Irish apparel. Jaysus, they all looked so good I could barely restrain myself. I noticed BB, Kate and Margie were drooling quite a bit, too.
We did take some leeway and disguised modern cutlery and the like as ancient utensils. Joints of beef, a small piglet and lots of Irish mead fed us pretty well. I had a suspicion we’d all need our strength tonight, especially after the way we’d eyed each other all during dinner.
Geeser did us proud and didn’t beg. She ensured our guests’ ankles stayed warm, though.
After our nice dinner and appropriate belches to compliment the cooks, we kicked back and chatted.
They still had almost a dozen companies to visit yet. So far, they hadn’t come up with many outpoints so things were going well.
We tried to stay away from too much shop talk. Bob did ask to look at Sean’s ceremonial staff. No problem. Bob looked it over and twirled it a few times (Did we see some ancient katas there?). He said, “Extremely nice. Of course, you wouldn’t think of using it as a weapon, right?”
Sean laughed and said, “Right.”
Bob noted, “Maybe I’d better get me one of these. I’ve got several females who need some beatings.”
Sherry and Kat both belted him a good one. His shield didn’t even twitch; he calmly said, “Scream. I’m in agony.” Yeh.
Kat told him, “We’re cutting you off. You ain’t going to get nothing from either of us for a whole… night. Suffer.”
Bob grinned and started suffering.
We serving wenches decided it was time to make him suffer. We gathered around Bob and carried him off as he cried for help. Yeh, we’d do our best to see he got it.
We dayum near passed out as we stripped him down. Velvet over steel didn’t even begin to describe it, and it sure wasn’t a cleas!
He was gentle, tender and loving for a long time, then turned things around and screwed us all into comas! Yowsah! We gotta do this some more!
Sean seemed to have survived the first round with Sherry and Kat. We hadn’t heard much from their room; could it have been the fact we were doing one hell of a lot of screaming ourselves?
We spent some time bouncing around Selene City. SW was investigating the observation posts on both the Earth and the back sides. Give them a couple weeks and we’d be touring them, too.
Back home! We kicked out Bob and Sean while we investigated Kat and Sherry. Total yum! Such lovely boobs on them, with tasty, delicate nectar flowing freely.
Kat’s clit was wonderful and fit deeply into our mouths. Margie found she could get it really swollen up then slip it right into her! Yow! Lots a moanin’ and a groanin’ and a screamin’ oh my!
I wasn’t sure who ended up Soo Laid; I sure felt I was. The Babies Within got three righteous drenchings!
Sean
(Thursday 8/10)
Now that was sparks a-flyin’! While Kat and Sherry were their own individual selves, they were both fiery, loving and, em, quite noisy. They had the best of both worlds: the endurance and exuberance (Oh, yeh!) of youth and the experience of remembered age and actual experience. Total, complete yum.
All that besides their depth, richness, intelligence and, and, and… Our «blendings» were brilliant, and we made exquisite rainbows in the rings of Saturn. Dayum, we were really compatible; almost up to the level of my ladies and me. There was no doubt in any of our minds we’d continue to get along well together just fine.
Sherry had «snuggled» up real close and noted, «“We’ll have to schedule this for at least twice a month.”»
Kat had agreed and my doom was sealed. At least no one had thought of putting all six ladies on Bob or me at the same time; maybe if I kept my mouth shut, they wouldn’t think of it. At least Bob and I had gotten a break while the Cullen ladies were molesting the Reynolds ladies.
We managed a rest break and did a quick flit up to Selene City. There was plenty of action with George’s team activating systems and people-bodies bobbing around in the light gravity. Bob mentioned, “Since you’re good at the Custom Cloud Cushions, just reverse it up here. We’ve got our own built-in artificial gravity. Oscar Gold thought it up.” Sounded great to us, and it worked just as well.
6:00 in NYC for breakfast at Gilligan’s! Four serving wenches, two Ladies and two Lairds of the Manor staggered in with mammoth (faked) hangovers. We loudly bemoaned our actions at the orgy last night and sucked down some coffee and tea to calm the pounding.
Yeh, most of the male patrons would have endured a month of hangovers for a night with these ladies! Little did they know how evil they actually were!
Maggie behaved herself and “remembered” not to fly around the room this time. No major wardrobe malfunctions among the ladies, either, though there were lots of close calls.
The social secretaries must have done some plottings against our virtues, because Bob and I saw lots of glances at us, giggles and nipple-peeks. The other patrons appreciated the last. Then again, there wasn’t a lot of difference between a nubbin in the air and one behind gauzy material which probably wasn’t legal in public.
Apparently they decided our Clanns needed some more cultural exchange, because they scheduled a pool party for next Sunday. What the hell, Geeser could always use some more attention.
I passed the ceremonial staff around for a look-see (suitably cleased in deep red and other tricks), then gave a quick demo of shillelagh swinging. Not the one between my legs, either.
We did a smoke-and-mirrors exit with pairs of us spinning very fast then “fading” out with a spiral of smoke. It was all in the «touches» we left behind to let the air collapse.
Back to work. At OTL, we did a final run through the seminar then decided we were ready. Seattle, here we come!
The Goal Hierarchy Workshop workbooks came in via Teleport Express! They were very well done with the cover art matching the seminar manuals. We decided they’d do just fine and tucked them away in a storage container.
BB and Kate ducked out to show off the business to the prospective buyer. Marge took off to do some skunking, so Eileen and I looked over newsletters, did some Internet research and harassed Geeser. She didn’t seem to mind at all («“Whatever it is, just do me!”»). She was getting as bad as the rest of the females around here.
We didn’t «peek» at BB and Kate this time; we figured they could handle it and would tell us all about it.
They did. The prospective buyer was very interested. BB had set up the “come in and see how it operates” schedule for him over the weekend and next week. Lookin’ good!
Hmm. Seemed Mario had finished his last detail manual because Kat tattled on him to Marge. They scheduled his reward ceremony for next Sunday after the pool party. I sure hoped he would be in condition, because surviving a night with the Cullen ladies wasn’t easy.
We got in some serious time on the Sperk tutorial. By now, we didn’t have any trouble recognizing characters (rattling off the alphabet backwards and forwards might have something to do with it). The tutorial had drills on handwriting, too. There was a difference between the cursive style and the printed style, just like our usual language. Actually doing the cursive got rid of any glibness we might have had; the tutorial was very well done.
All right! We were now well into the language constructs, modifiers and all that. I had a nodding acquaintance with Microsoft’s Visual Basic for Applications (VBA), so that helped. BB, Kate, Melissa and Marge had some experience, too — Marge a lot more. Poor Eileen got the short end of the stick; she had to start from the ground up.
We took a cursory glance at Stevenson Ranch. The DA was having a great time with rooting out the widespread theft conspiracies and had several cases already arraigned and scheduled for trial.
Ramontheeye was going strong on it and were relaying dossiers to her. Since this wasn’t real-time, a lot of Probe Patrol newbies were able to take the time needed to learn and do things right. Ana was apprenticing a half dozen others on the scheduling and administration; it sure looked as if we’d have some regional Probe Patrols fired up Real Soon Now.
About 7:00 we zipped back up to visit the evening manager. He was doing well on The Book and was excited about the coming changes. He’ll do just fine.
At 10:00, we found the night manager was dayum near ready to pop. She was picking up thoughts and emotions from almost everyone and was expanded outside her body a good foot. A quick check with her enhancement team told us they were going to pop her after she got home from her shift. That should give her something to do in her spare time. Grin.
Eileen
Breakfast had helped out — maybe we’d live a while longer. We made plots about creating some serious compromises on the virtues of our Ceanns. The social secretaries from both Clanns decided a) The honoring had been a complete success and b) We would do it on a repeating basis. After all, relationships need constant work, don’t they? It didn’t take long to schedule in a couple more orgies — Oops! That’s cultural exchanges.
Speaking of cultural exchanges, we figured it was time for another pool party. Among us (and tapping in Maura and Teresa), we decided next Sunday would do just fine.
Sperk was very interesting. Since we had a real-world use for it (and Phane) right away, our studies had meaning. Now, translate our confidential materials into Sperk, cipher it, and there might be something which would give the gov’mnt people a hard time! Having to learn Sperk before getting the Clann customs and new-spirit checksheets might be a bit steep, though. That was up to the Skunk Works security team, of course.
At midnight, the Clanns Council met in the JRD conference room to do the Goal Hierarchy workshop. Dayum, we’d gotten an additional 15 Clanns since last Saturday so we had over a hundred bodies in the shop!
Sean ran the workshop; the rest of us Hat Ladies circulated around and helped out. Our new workshop manuals got quite a bit of admiration.
We agreed we were working on the Goal Hierarchy for the entire group of the ones of us. The Clanns Council was the representatives; the Clann Ceanns would pass things up and down.
We were no longer just talking about a few thousand or million free spirits, but all the present and future free spirits in the world — and possibly others we might meet outside our current environment.
We did a quick run up and down the Hierarchy to get some possible basics in place. It took two solid hours to get something hammered out, but we ended up with everyone happy. Sean told us, “Good. Now, just from what we’ve done tonight, there’s tons of stuff, capabilities and the like we still know little or nothing about. I’d recommend the Council review this Hierarchy at least every six months for a while. Betcha some things will change at the top and bottom.”
Yeh. He also recommended each Clann do its own Goal Hierarchy to ensure their operations were in alignment. Kieran Flannigan (the luscious red bear from Akron!) asked, “Could we get some help if necessary? I’m sure a weekend would be enough.” The way he looked at us Hat Ladies told us what kind of “help” he was interested in.
BB told him, “Ask nicely and things might happen. All depends on the schedule.” We didn’t mind looking him over, either; betcha his wife was something else, too. Hehehehe.
Bob told us he’d have the Hierarchy printed up and ready for checking out by tomorrow evening. Yeh, we do need a global bulletin board.
We let the bodies rest that night. We restrained ourselves and had a wonderful cuddling and mild snogging while we checked around for interesting things happening.
Not much action at the sinkhole. Geological action, that is. There were several grad students taking advantage of the isolation to console each other about their hard lots in life. There was lots of topological mapping and test drilling going on, for sure!
Hell, three had some nice Talent (they happened to be a threesome), so we tagged and listed them. Now, how would they write up their papers since they’d eventually know what really had happened? Not our problem.
Lots of the Earth outposts had activity. From a quick check, they were activating them pretty much everywhere there were free spirits. That meant Europe, Asia, Mexico, Australia and Canada as well as the United States.
They were just looking over the larger facilities; there were no plans to start up any. So far as we could tell, everything was properly shielded. Each installation had the Skunk Works security team’s inspection certificate, so we didn’t concern ourselves about it.
In Selene City, George’s crew had brought up several hundred more desktop systems. They’d made them available to the public, so there were lots of people working away.
Word had spread about Oscar Gold’s “artificial gravity” so not too many bodies were bouncing around. Then again, those which were bouncing were having loads of fun. Guess that’ll end up in another technical bulletin. Margie got the hint right away. «“Maybe we could do a ‘Household Hints’ blog in our soon-to-be global network. Can’t call it an Internet since it’s more like an Outernet.”»
Groan. She got a good spirit-pummeling for that.
Bob
(Thursday 8/10)
Moan. Groan. I suffered all night. Even the Geeser came in once, draped herself over me and tried to vibrate me to death. The Cullen ladies were wonderful! We had rich, vibrant glows in our «mergings» and created some great rainbows around Jupiter.
8:00 in NYC for breakfast at Gilligan’s! Great food and fun company. We miraculously recovered in time to zip back home and get ready for our next oversight visit.
We took Mother, Father, Ramon, Elisa, Mario, Sherry and the Medinas with us to JRD Construction Equipment. The 125 staff sold and serviced new and used construction equipment ranging from jack hammers up to medium-sized dozers and dump trucks.
Last night’s probe hadn’t found anything worth mentioning, and the book audit wasn’t scheduled for another week, so we mainly went into the business processes.
As expected, there were a couple ones of us high up on the Org Chart. The Medinas went off with the servicemen to get acquainted with the processes they used in scheduling and delivering equipment service.
There was a good-sized yard with both the new and used equipment grouped by function. The place was dusty; that got an immediate blip on the To Do List — put gravel on it or something.
The salesmen knew their stuff both on selling and on the equipment itself. Knowing the relative merits of the various makes, they were able to match up a prospective customer’s needs and wants with something that fit — or advise them where else to look.
Ramon and Elisa drooled over the equipment. They were doing dayum well in El Tule and vicinity but were always looking to expand. They’d already paid back most of Kat’s initial loan and were learning how to expand without breaking themselves.
Good. We did lunch with the executives (The Medinas went off with the mechanics to drink them under the table.) and passed out the seminar cards. Two of the execs could make that weekend with no sweat; the other two had business meetings with customers. No problem; they’d get to study The Book in the meantime.
Father and Mother had some slack time (finally) so we bopped over for a visit. They were doing great!
Reynolds Construction was finishing up the remnants of repairs from the January earthquake. They still expected stuff to come trickling in over the next year or so. As expected.
The Medinas had fit in just fine. They had my old room and had decorated it to their taste. Nothing outlandish even by Mother’s standards.
Fortunately, sound shields worked real well, so none of the household got disturbed by goings-on in the night. Mary and Sam shared the bathroom with them with no problems; we didn’t even ask if they shared anything else.
They were keeping right up with everything. After the initial runway of basic math and physics, they didn’t have a lick of trouble with teleportation and technical bulletins.
Father and Mother usually chatted at least once a week with Nana and Seanathair in Akron; often they just zipped back and forth for an evening of quality control checking on the latest acquisitions of Irish whiskey. Mother remarked, “Mick is in really good shape now; the best he’s been in 50 years.” Knowing them, they’d done in-depth inspections of their “conditions.” Hehehehe.
With the work load from Reynolds Construction easing off, they were working with a couple of the Skunk Work teams investigating Selene City and the other facilities. Good, the teams were firing up some facilities in the Asteroid Belt and around Jupiter. We should have some interesting results in a couple months.
Kathleen
We had a lovely visit with Sean and harem. One thing we did set up was a Clann-wide pool party for next Sunday. Weddings were a blast, but the casual stuff was great fun. After a quick «talk» with the Clann Cullen social secretaries, they decided to share in the fun, too.
After we zipped back home, we found Mario had just finished up the last detail manual. Yes! We informed Maggie — we figured throwing him into the lion’s den all by himself was a worthy reward.
Oh, yeh. Maggie scheduled a reward ceremony for him after the pool party on Sunday. I hoped he’d get enough rest by then. Hehehehe.
Right at midnight, the Clanns Council met to do an Goal Hierarchy Workshop. It took two solid hours to get something hammered out, but we ended up with everyone happy. Sean recommended the Council review this Hierarchy at least every six months for a while.
Kathleen
(Friday 8/11)
This time we didn’t sneak off for golf. Don, Ana, Bob and I just took off for the Phoenician Golf Club in Scottsdale (Arizona); the social secretaries had gotten us a first-up tee time.
We spent a half-hour at the driving range doing our warm-ups then teed off. I rode the first nine with Ana while Bob and Don did guy-talk.
Mom had a nicely rounded belly. All our Babies Within were doing so nicely! She told me, “Yeh, I think getting lots of baby-grow juice is helping a lot. They’re doing really good!” That was the reason for both of us, right?
Being preggy didn’t affect either of us at all except to make us hornier. Give it several more months, and maybe.
We gossiped, chatted, waved our butts, boobs and bellies at the guys and had a great time. Bob and Don must have been off their feed a bit, because Mom and I trounced them by four strokes! Of course, our threats of long dry spells for them couldn’t have had anything to do with it, right?
After a leisurely lunch (with a couple of really preggy bellies), we zipped back home and relaxed for a while.
That was physical relaxation only. We got on the Cel system, did a couple more alphabet and number drills and got right into the next Sperk tutorial.
Right to left took a bit of getting used to, but was doable. We had sound right along with it; a pleasant (male?) voice accompanied the graphics, symbols, words and animations. The “reality” behind it was Selene City (or whatever their name for it was) since it demonstrated words and concepts using scenes from it.
The Cel males and females were physically different just like us Humans. Males were a touch larger, females were generally a bit more slender and the mature ones had permanent breasts like Humans.
“Boys” and “girls” were the same as us in many respects. From a couple hints dropped from the Skunk Works, the Cels matured sexually (started puberty) around 15 years and the average lifespan was a couple hundred years. All Earth years.
The language structure was simple, at least to start. “And,” “or,” “if” and the like were very plain constructs with little to no chance of ambiguity or mis-grouping. Good stuff!
Sarah Stapley and Julio Ortiz appeared on our doorstep right at 4:00. After a nice round of hugs and kisses, we gave them the twenty-five cent tour. Yeh, they recognized the Cel system immediately. Julio said, “We’re into the first Sperk tutorial, too. We say the words along with the voice; it’s not too bad.”
We relaxed in the Jacuzzi for a while. Sarah really liked the water jets! She eyed Julio and told him, “We’ve gotta get something like this. Maybe after Selene City gets operational, we could get our own private Pleasure Palace!”
That was an idea. With Selene City having something like 500,000 apartments (our term), there’d be room for a while.
Sarah looked a lot like Sherry — wonder how that happened? She was her own girl, though. She and Julio were definitely items and were making the best plans they could together.
Both would be Juniors next year at their respective schools. They were an enhancement team with 100 notches on their stick. Good on ‘em!
As the social secretaries’ assistants, they deserved the best. Our dinner target tonight was Abilene, TX, so Sarah and I did a bit of «peeking» to see what would fit in.
Yep, Dress Redneck Cowboy would do just fine. Julio and Bob got their instructions while Sarah and I played around with our cleas until we were satisfied.
We all went blonde; Sarah and I had really long hair, plenty of cleavage, nipple-bumps, boots and skirts. We thought we looked fine; the guys seemed to think so too since we got nice salutes from the appropriate male members.
Abilene had a couple high-end restaurants, so Sarah had picked the best. No vested interest, mind you. Grin.
Oh, yes, we got looks all right. About three seconds got us all into the local Abilene drawl (“Ya’all look reel gud…”) so we fit in without a ripple. The garble-shield filtered out most everything anyway, but we stuck to Abilene-English. No reason to leave a memory of Irish cowboys!
Filet mignon wasn’t particularly cheap but was worth every cent. Toss in the fixin’s and Mud Pie for dessert, and we thought we might survive for a few hours.
We talked, laughed, gossiped about pretty much everything and everyone and had a great time. A half-hour’s stroll along the downtown sidewalks (yes, there were sidewalks and pavement on the roads) let dinner settle enough to be comfortable.
Oh, my! Julio must have gotten some coaching from Mario! He was loving, sweet and very good! We ate each other up!
Sarah got a magnum Soo Laid for being such a good secretaries’ assistant. She turned out to be a stream squirter like her sister — maybe it ran in the family?
Eileen
(Friday 8/11)
Geeser got us up at 7:00. How did she learn to tell time? Anyway, we got up and went into the back yard for Krav Maga exercises.
Now we were getting into some basic motions or moves we’d be using. Simple ones, but we could see how they’d be very effective. Drill, drill, drill until it «felt» right even without the «link» to the instructor.
A quick shower and breakfast (Sean’s treat) got us ready for the day. After Melissa zipped in, we did a quick round of virtual business visits.
Technical References seemed to be doing very well. They’d settled right in, put their own little touches on things and were happy as Irish night watchmen at the distillery with keys to the sampling room.
BB and Kate’s prospect was at the business; the manager was showing him around more and he was excited. Good.
We spot-checked the rest of the businesses. Jackie’s Beauty Arts was running smoothly; we had a little «chat» with her. Yeh, she’d gotten one of the girls enhanced; she’d taken over as manager, so Jackie wasn’t in the day-to-day as much any more.
She and several other newbies were putting together a business plan for a mobile Beauty Art. We had a glance at it and approved. Good on her!
Nice. Thanks to Rosheen, she was dating a Clann guy — he was also involved in the Beauty Art on Wheels planning. They were doing very well together; he seemed to appreciate her as much as we did. Maybe Sean will have another Ceann bonding approval cycle Real Soon Now! Could we stand another wedding? Horrible duty, but we political figureheads had to do it. Grin.
Great! BB got a call on the last business we had up for sale. She and Kate scheduled an afternoon visit with her. Yes!
The rest of the businesses were running smooth as Baily’s Irish Cream. Let ‘em rip!
Oh, yeh, the Stevenson Ranch DA had gotten the last of the arraignments in. They had around 150 different criminals in custody and were trickling down to the “minor” participants. Of course, each had a full ramontheeye dossier.
Paige and Arnold were doing interviews for staff replacements. They were able to take hints, because they were working of the list of tagged people we’d given them.
They had to work hard at paying attention since their thoughts kept drifting off to the weekend’s anticipated adventures. In Paige’s case, the male applicants she was interviewing didn’t mind at all. A hefty dose of female pheromones and scent plus some extra, em, bumps do wonders for relaxation — at least for some body parts. Hehehehe.
We had a wonderful relaxing Pasadena Tavern night. If escrow closed early, this might be our last one here.
We had a lot of Clann here! We had a great time chatting, flashing, gossiping and catching up on the young-uns’ love lives — which were going extremely well, thank you very much.
The Irishman’s drunken hat made its appearance. Hmm. Seems a couple other ones of us were in attendance, and their hats were drunk, too. Two hats tried to get amorously engaged, but kept falling off the tables or chairs and running into things. Ah, the trials young hat love goes through!
Back home, we had some wonderful slow sweet lovin’ ourselves. We «peeked» a bit to see if Melissa was concerned about her first time as a presenter tomorrow. She might have been, but there were six other people there ensuring she got plenty relaxed. Hehehehe.
The Stevenson Ranch night manager had gotten popped right on schedule (not that kind of popped!) and had gotten some of her basic training during the day. We had a nice «chat» with her and ensured she knew she was welcome among us.
Sean
(Saturday 8/12)
Rita had already arranged our carton storage location in the Seattle conference hall, so all our stuff appeared in it overnight. No muss or fuss.
Melissa zipped over at 7:30 all ready to go. No, she didn’t look at all tense; we guessed she’d found a way to relax last night. We did a last check of our stuff, ensured our spare laptop was ready then zipped on up to Seattle.
Rita and Duane were already there. Hot dayum! Someone had tagged them both! We’d spotted Talent in them the first time we’d seen them but hadn’t followed up. Guess that was being remedied now.
We did the room and stage tour. Again, we had a rear-projection screen so we wouldn’t have shadows following us. Melissa set up our laptop, got the calibration slide up and we zeroed in the focus and keystone. Lookin’ good.
The setup out front was similar to the one in Pasadena. Tables, check in terminals and cartons of manuals and CDs. There were already public people standing around waiting to check in.
Duane told us, “2,132 pre-registrations. We might hit 2,400 with the walk-ins.” Yeh, lookin’ really good.
After a final adjustment to our hats, the Hat Ladies and I spread out for our pre-seminar gestalt-and-glad-handing. Not a lot of glad-handing; there was very little time for it. But between the six of us, we greeted a good 80%.
Hell, the front line was already selling detail manuals and CDs. Since we had them created already, maybe we should add the Goal Hierarchy workbooks? Talk about it with Rita and Duane.
We started right at 9:00. While there were still people lined up at the check in, we had 2,584 already. Not bad.
As before, I did the introduction. When I introduced Melissa, I told the audience, “Be gentle with her. It’s her first time.” They gave her a good round of applause — and quite a few thoughts about how they wouldn’t mind being her “first time.”
We were off! Kate started us off while I stood on the other side of the stage. These people were pretty sharp; it only took a half hour before someone asked about the hats.
Three Irish cheerleaders ran onstage. They chanted, “Winner! Winner! Winner!” with appropriate kicks, bounces and jumps. Marge announced, “Charlette Billings from Mercer Island, you are a winner!” She did a multiple-turn discus spin which flared her kilt up nicely and launched the M&M packet right out to its target. Bull’s eye!
Kate went into Attracting Attention, and we were off and running.
We kept «linked» so we all knew what was going on. One of us would handle the shotgun mike for questions while the others were available for cheerleader duty. No, I didn’t take a turn at being a cheerleader.
The speaker always wore business dress. We got some puzzled thoughts about having seen Eileen launch an M&M bag some ten seconds before she was introduced, but that was part of the fun. A little magic goes a long ways.
Rita, Duane and several of the front-line crew were watching from the back of the room. 2,612 was the count so far with only ten no-shows. It was shaping up to be a good one!
We «linked» in Rita and Duane lightly; might as well give them a head start. Hell, they started pumping up immediately; with a «link» to over 2,600 people, it was no wonder.
We’d switched speakers all the way through by lunchtime; everything was flowing smoothly. None of the ladies had any real attention on what they were doing; they simply did the correct thing. That’s what all the drilling gave them. Good on ‘em!
BB had cleased her hair and pelt to a medium red and lightened her skin to match the other Irish girls. Melissa kept her black hair but lightened her skin up, too. Now we had five comely coleens! I admired them – and so did most every one else, both guys and gals.
We rolled on after lunch, tossing out M&Ms like candy (grin) and ensuring everyone got at least one “they talked right to me” experience. If they already had or were in a company, we gave them lots to think about. If they were looking at starting their own, we gave them lots to think about. Either way, they got a bit uncomfortable with their status quo.
Kate finished up with the Do It talk. She was great! It had me ready and rarin’ to go start up something new!
After we ended off, we handled questions for another half hour or so. Most were quite specific, and we pointed them to the correct reference either in The Book or the proper (section, page and paragraph) detail manual. Of course, the detail manual CD or paper manuals were available to them right outside the door.
Rita and Duane were hot! They were pumped out a good foot beyond their skins and kept bumping into each other. Hehehehe.
They’d hired the high-school carton carriers, and the UPS terminal got one hell of a work out. By 6:00, we had all the terminals down, packed and ready to ship back to Fillmore, the extra unsold manuals (six detail sets and fifteen The Books) and the rest sitting in the storage area. Of course, they got Teleport Expressed back home the moment they were alone.
We took Rita and Duane to dinner. They were so enthusiastic about the results they just kept going on about it. Of course, it didn’t hurt they’d experienced a lot of the feedback and enthusiasm from the audience the entire time.
The final tally was 2,621 paid attendees with 10 no-shows. We’d completely sold out of the detail manual CDs and had fifty on order. The seminar recording had orders for 1,876 CDs. Dayum, my ladies are good — and I told them so several times.
Marge told Rita and Duane, “When you get back to your hotel tonight, kick back and relax for a bit. Things will calm down a notch, then you’ll get all hyped up again.” Their enhancement team had noticed the goings-on through their tag nodes and had already «told» us they were going to get them going that evening. Yes! More for the Clanns.
So, we decided to increase our order for the detail manual CDs by 50% and do the same proportion as we’d done on both The Book and detail manuals. No sweat with storage room; the containers were almost empty by now.
Melissa showed them the Goal Hierarchy workbook. We talked a bit about carrying it at the seminars and decided, why not? Since the Goal Hierarchy was pretty much the first thing a business had to get correctly, it should sell just fine for $15.
All the information was in The Book and detail manuals, but the workbook extracted it all into one place. Of course, Mona had it advertised on the Cullen Enterprises web site.
We let them stagger off to their hotel rooms. They had a very interesting evening ahead of them to match the day behind them.
We didn’t have any loose ends there, so we zipped back home to OTL for a well-deserved rest.
Of course Geeser was glad to see us. She greeted us with ankle-maulings and a vibrating massage. The fact that it was way past her dinner time (according to her) had nothing to do with it.
Eileen
Oh, yeh. We were hyped all right. Sean kept telling us how well we’d done, and it wasn’t Irish blarney, either. We did good!
It took a good hour before the adrenaline rushes even started settling down. A nice innocuous chick flick handled the final cooldown while we talked about any points or ideas which had come up. We were happy, the audience was happy, Fillmore was happy and, above all, Geeser was happy. We put a good dent in a fifth of 75-year-old Irish whiskey, direct from the distillery in Ireland!.
Marge didn’t drink much, just a few sips now and then. She had enough sense to know her body wasn’t very tolerant to that stuff yet. On the other hand, she had it calibrated down to the last half-shot to know when she should quit.
Seems BB and Melissa were developing quite a taste for the stuff, too. Let’s say none of us were feeling much pain by the time we hit the Custom Cloud Cushion. Good thing, because we had a major party tomorrow!
After we put the bodies down, we popped up to Stevenson Ranch to see how things were going. Petra Syllum, the hotel week-night manager, had been popped right on schedule. She was enjoying her weekend off by zipping around Magic Mountain and riding all the rides. She was having a great time.
Bob
(Saturday 8/12)
Sarah knew about the poke spot, too. Dayum, gotta get it calloused up a little. Since it was a Saturday morning, we took our time over breakfast in Cancun; neither Sarah nor Julio had any problem with the local Spanish. After several agreements to do more of this (an assistant’s prerogative, right), they zipped themselves off for their day’s work.
Back in NH, Sherry and Mario took off fairly early for some skunking around, so Kat and I had to make do by ourselves. Too bad.
Since this was the Sean seminar day in Seattle, we settled back and «peeked» in every once in a while. From what we picked up, they’d originally planned for about 2,000 people, but by the time things had settled down, there were over 2,600. There was enough room in the hall for everyone, so there wasn’t any issue there.
Dayum, Sean and the Hat Ladies were smooth! The ladies looked yummy as Irish cheerleaders — part cheerleader and part Catholic school-girl.
They’d gotten their cleas changes down to an art. Less than five seconds after being a cheerleader jumping in the air, any of them could walk out perfectly attired as a serious businesswoman. Sean didn’t join in as a cheerleader; guess he was putting out a different image.
In the audience, we spotted pretty much everyone we’d “assigned” to be there. We made a list so we could send them a follow-up email.
Now that they’d been to the seminar, they already knew they needed to study The Book in detail along with the detail manuals. Hmm. Let’s make a quick talk sometime with Sean and harem about how to make that as smooth as possible.
(Sunday 8/13)
All right! Multiple-pool pool party! Between Clanns Cullens and Reynolds, we had well over a thousand people invited. Being Southern California, there were a lot of members in both Clanns who had pools and/or Jacuzzis, so we had a joint venture with something like 75 locations. If one spot got a bit crowded, a guest could zip over to another one.
Sean and I had sponsored all the food and other goodies, so that was a non-issue. Someone had put in the time to purchase it all and do the distribution – via Teleport Express. Did I sense some Soo Laids in the future?
With a cleas and sound shield around each hosting site, there weren’t any issues with disturbing the neighbors. That was a Real Good Thing, especially since the accepted uniform seemed to be the birthday suit.
Kat and I did the rounds — in the accepted uniform. Each site had its own little specialty like rare roast beef, carne assada or the like. Of course, we had to sample it all; I had my manners to maintain and Kat was eating for four. Grin.
Sean and harem at Olive Tree Lane specialized in Irish whiskey and a gorgeous nekkid faery who fluttered around impartially molesting any visitor who appeared. Maggie was great!
Yeh, we sampled some of the whiskey. Dayum, some of it was smooth. Better not get too attached to it; after all, we were under-aged and weren’t responsible for ourselves, right?
Kathleen
Fun pool party. We saw lots of different pools and Jacuzzis (We let Sherry and Mario host ours while we were out and about.) and shoved in lots of food. Sean’s Irish whiskey samples were very interesting. It kinda grows on ya!
Bob and I were back home by 6:30 to help Mario and Sherry wrap up. There wasn’t much mess, so there wasn’t much to do.
Just before 7:00, Sherry and I latched onto Mario and zipped us over to Olive Tree Lane; he had a reward coming! We turned our prisoner over to the tender mercies of the Cullen Ladies and left him to his fate. Hehehehe.
Since Mario was going to be having so much fun, Bob and I grabbed Sherry, and we had a delightful evening ourselves. The Babies Within got a couple good doses, and Sherry practiced. Grin.
Eileen
(Sunday 8/13)
Pool party! Or I should say parties. With probably a thousand spirits just between Clanns Cullen and Reynolds, it would be quite a feat to fit them all into our and Evin’s pools. So, we did a virtual party.
Hell, it worked out great. With the shields up and a simple cleas, even the nosiest of next-door neighbors had no idea what was going on. If it got too crowded at one place, someone could just zip over to another party. If they weren’t up to porting themselves, there were plenty of helpful friends to do it for them.
Our specialty was the heavy-duty Jacuzzi jets, Irish whiskey and a flying faery. A very nekkid, very beautiful flying faery, no less. Marge was in old lady heaven; she got to turn on every male and female who visited.
Seems like the word spread around, because we had a steady stream of people zipping through. It probably didn’t hurt, either, that all the hosts were nekkid, too. Then again, Sean’s “Please play with the chef” apron hid some of the goodies. That must have encouraged pretty much every female who came through to cop a good feel of his tight arse and to rub her boobs on him!
Carmel showed up with a man her age. “This is Phillip. He’s from Havertown, just outside of Philadelphia.” They’d met care of Rosheen’s column and via the Skunk Works. He was very nice and we didn’t have to be mind readers to know they were quite smitten with each other.
Sean shook his hand and noted, “I went to Philadelphia once, but no one was home.”
Philip laughed and said, “I know what you mean. I think there’s quite a few ‘nobody homes’ there most of the time anyway.”
So, maybe the McLennan Clann might get another descendant after all. Time will tell.
Things calmed down around 7:00. Kat and Sherry zipped in with Mario held firmly in their grasps. Sherry said, “Just so he won’t cut and run. When we told him there were four horny Irishwomen waiting for him, he tried.”
We got our holds on him so he couldn’t escape from us. We were definitely going to have our way with him!
He was a wonderful man! He laid so much Spanish lovin’ on us we were pretty worn out after two hours. Dayum, this Soo Laid stuff works both ways!
While we were letting the bodies rest until the next round (Maybe I’d get a couple more good drenchings on the Babies Within.), we took him up to Stevenson Ranch to show him around.
He was suitably impressed with our plans for both the hotel and restaurant — or at least he put on a good show of it if he wasn’t.
We scouted around for Paige and Arnold to see how they’d liked the seminar. Hah! Right then, the seminar was not in their thoughts. Paige told us, «“Seems some tricksters got us both in the same room. Since we didn’t want to make waves, we made do.”»
Yeh. They’d made do four times Friday night, six times Saturday and were going for their fifth for Sunday. Guess Kate had inspired them with her “Do it and do it and do it until the job gets done” speech. Hehehehe.
They inspired us to drag Mario back for another hour of lovin’. We showed him all about Irish shaggings so he could demonstrate something new to Sherry. Yeh, the Babies Within got another good drenching.
Kathleen
(Monday 8/14)
We went to Calabasas right at 9:00. JRD Homes was a new-homes builder with 175 full-time staff. They subcontracted the actual work, so the staff did promotion, wheeling and dealing then contracted out and supervised the actual work.
We took David, Elizabeth, Mario and Sherry along with Ramon and Elisa. With the amount of work Guerrero Construction was planning, Ramon and Elisa needed to learn how to delegate and supervise. Otherwise, they’d run themselves ragged and not grow they way they could.
Yeh, they (along with Alejandro and Linda) were studying The Book and detail manuals. At the very least, they wouldn’t pull some major boners. Then again, it seems every time Elisa or Linda came around, Bob pulled a major boner. Me, too. Hehehehe.
The actual audit and probe run weren’t scheduled for another ten days or so; we were outrunning them. No problem; we’d done a quick run ourselves through the exec strata last night. Nothing much came up; the “usual” executives were getting enhanced and the President was already one of us. The enhancement team handling them knew our priorities.
We had an hour’s chat with the President, VP Operations and the VP Finance before we got down to work. Ramon and Elisa followed right along with all the fancy talk without any trouble.
Mario and Sherry dove right into the computer system while the rest of us got familiar with the developments the company was doing. They had five major projects staggered through various stages of completion and three more coming on line in the next several months.
JRD Properties handled some of the development sales, but Fillmore Sales and Rhapsody Public Relations did most of the actual promotion and selling. It didn’t hurt at all to have most of it in-house.
Okay, time to hit some sites. Bob finally got to use his Land Rover for what it was designed for! He ported it up from home then he and I climbed in with Ramon and Elisa. David and Elizabeth zipped up one of the Reynolds Construction trucks, so they were set.
We had our own hard hats, of course, and we’d worn our get-down-and-dirty outfits. This time, Bob didn’t dare refer to me as arm candy; maybe he remembered the sore shoulder I’d given him the last time he’d tried it. Grin.
The first site was predictably messy, as most sites are. The work was going full steam ahead without our supervision, so we didn’t try to supervise. The foreman was tagged for enhancement and had gotten the word we’d be out.
He didn’t have a thing to hide except a couple illegals who’d slipped in under the radar. No big deal, they’d get handled. This site was just getting started with the initial road grading and land leveling.
We spent most of the time going over who was doing what to what and why with Ramon and Elisa. Yeh, they were familiar with construction, but not American-style construction.
We’d picked out a half dozen different sites in various stages of completion so they’d cover the gamut. By the time we hit the last one, we’d seen the full range of things needing to be done during the stages. The last one was getting the final landscaping and clean up.
Ramon and Elisa had sucked up information and ideas all day like Irishmen suck up whiskey at a wedding — at least the weddings we’d been to. We collected the visitors and a couple of the executives then went to dinner.
We passed out the Sean seminar cards. They didn’t mind, especially since they didn’t have to justify the expense to Aaron or Barbara. In the meantime, the Regional Manager would probably have them start studying The Book anyway since the seminar was almost a month away and they needed the policy on expansions.
Everyone left to go home. The executives had to drive home; we just drove around the corner and zipped everything back home.
David, Elizabeth, Ramon and Elisa joined us at our place for a soak in the Jacuzzi. Hah! We got Elizabeth «and» Eliza with the water jets! Hehehehe.
Elisa looked at Ramon and said, “We’re getting one of these at home.” Being very wise, Ramon said only, “Yes, dear.”
Elisa asked the rest of us, “Now, how fast could a team of leprechauns put up fifty houses on a site?” That led to an interesting discussion.
Most of the hard work was the logistics of getting personnel and material meshed up. While the actual construction did take time, a lot of it was hand work of measuring, cutting, fitting and fastening. Fixtures like plumbing and lights were always done by hand along with drywalling, taping, mudding and running plumbing and electrical. Same with painting and landscaping. While a crew could save quite a bit of time with power equipment, there was still one hell of a lot of manual work everywhere, plus the required time for concrete and the like to cure and paint to dry.
The consensus was a team of leprechauns could cut down the 18 months to 2 years to possibly two months. They could do it even faster if they could stage pre-fabricated walls and the like.
Now, how would we build an off-planet colony? That was the question we’d been leading up to all afternoon. JRD Industrial Construction in Nevada built industrial parks; that was a far cry from a full-blown manufacturing facility like the Cels had scattered around Earth or a Selene City.
Anyway, we’d started to turn into prunes after the first hour in the Jacuzzi and had finished up in the den. Tonight was Clann Meeting; Ramon and Elisa decided to tag along since they were there anyway.
Eileen
(Monday 8/14)
We cleaned out the breakfast buffet at a Birmingham, Alabama restaurant. We let Sean come along to help hold up Mario. Sean grinned at him and said, “Not to worry. After four or five times with them, you’ll start to bear up a little better.”
Mario groaned. He must have been taking lessons from some Ceann somewhere, because it sounded a lot like an “it’s a trying job, but someone’s gotta do it” groan.
We let him, Kate and Marge zip off to the Skunk Works. Ben had asked Kate to come along for a facilitation meeting so she could ask some of her famous questions. The rest of us zipped back to OTL and started the day’s work.
Liss had survived the weekend, too, because she was already there when we got back. She glared at us and said, “You know you’ve got things to do. Too much playtime last night!”
Yeh. BB and I went back and forth with her a couple times telling each other just how dick-whipped we were. Sean just looked around innocently. At least he’d been innocent last night — for once.
BB, Liss and I made a quick check of the two prospective buyers. They were already right in the middle of things with their get-acquainted visits. The managers were doing just fine so we didn’t butt in — for once.
Sean, BB, Melissa and I got together to go over the seminar numbers. Kate had built a spreadsheet for the last one, so we made a copy and plugged in last Saturday’s numbers.
Be Jaysus! We’d had an additional 800 attendees and had sold a lot more books and CDs than the first one. The attendance, manuals and CDs sold on Saturday would net Cullen Enterprises some 1.1 million bucks! Toss in the back-ordered audio CDs and detail manual CDs for another $36K profit and it wasn’t bad for a day’s very hard work.
Sean pointed out, “Remember, we worked our arses off preparing for it, too. It wasn’t all just one day.” Yeh. But still, even after setting aside some 35% for business taxes, it left us about $850K to play with. BB pointed out we could buy a lot of Irish whiskey with that much.
We sent off the seminar-end surveys to Ted so the young-uns would have something to do in their spare time. Maybe the guys would get a couple hours’ rest; I wouldn’t count on it, though.
Sean
With both Stevenson Ranch properties using several of the same crooked suppliers, we were going to need some reasonably honest ones. We made a quick «talk» with the N&Bs then made our own quick probe runs through several dozen hotels, motels and restaurants checking who they used. We included the Magic Mountain restaurants and food outlets in the run, too.
After an hour, we had a list of several dozen suppliers for our various needs. The Altadena Arms and the Pasadena Tavern were using several on the list already, so that was a plus. We already had good relations and credit with them so we were ahead of the game with them already.
BB, Melissa, Teresa and I got on the phone and called them to ensure they served the Stevenson Ranch area. They all did, so we explained what would be happening in a couple weeks. None of them had any issues with servicing us; wonder why? Grin.
Fortunately, one of them was for all the hotel and restaurant linens and such which were a major portion of the services we needed. There were a couple food suppliers, but we also needed others supplying other types of food.
So, we did some quick probes on those on the list others were using and rejected several out of hand because they were not very reliable — read that to mean “dishonest.” We started talking with the others to establish a business relationship. Since both the Altadena Arms and the Pasadena Tavern were already established, there weren’t any issues about our credit lines.
All right! Things were rolling. Paige and Arnold were doing more interviews to fill vacant positions so that part looked to be under control.
BB talked with Ted about having the young-uns do some surveys at Magic Mountain. We’d buy them season passes so they’d be legal, they’d mix, mingle, have a lot of fun and do surveys on other people — where they were from, family size, where they stayed if they were from out of town and what they needed and wanted in a hotel/motel and restaurant. We planned on using the buttons they found to promote both places.
For some reason, the young-uns didn’t have any back off on running around Magic Mountain. I figured they’d invite PVC and the Wild Bunch along to “help.” Right. I told him to go ahead and invite whomever they wished; we’d supply the passes.
Ted told me, “We’ll probably start tomorrow or Wednesday; depends on how many fulfillments we’ve gotta get out.”
That part was a go. I figured by the time our promo started taking hold, we’d have a lot of the renovations and maintenance done so we could handle the higher occupancy at the hotel. Fortunately, the Tavern didn’t need a whole lot; mainly a major cleaning with some repairs here and there.
We had a light dinner at OTL; Kate and Marge told us they were hanging with the Skunk Works and were going to the Clann Reynolds meeting later. BB and I decided we’d kick back here and attend remotely; we didn’t have anything we needed to say.
There were lots of spirits at the meeting. Besides the 60 or so people-bodies (including Kate and Marge), there were a good 500 remotes like BB and me. Dayum, we’re getting some action.
Bob told us, “Our quick and dirty census shows we have over 5,000 ones of us world wide. That’s double what we had last week, so we’re going to town. Keep it going, keep it secure and we’ll all be winners.”
Ben Talbert had his turn. “Things are looking good. There’s almost 2,000 systems available in Selene City for your training. Just sign up and do it.
“Now, Bob mentioned security. We had a good-sized meeting today on just that subject. We tossed around everything from having all the checksheets and so on in Sperk to having them totally verbal.
“Then, our Kate Hanlon asked one of her famous questions, ‘Couldn’t we just post them somewhere completely secure, and we go look at them? Is there any reason each person has to have their own individual checksheet?’ Well, that brought some results.”
By mid-morning (Pacific time) tomorrow, they’d have a complete set of everything printed and arranged in racks in Selene City. They’d be in a medium sized room with a lot of plants. We could put nodes in the plants for distance viewing, put out a streamer, go completely there or pretty much anything we wished. It wasn’t as if we would be bumping elbows, right?
A newbie would already be able to move there and directly perceive. By the time they got through a couple more steps of the checksheet and a couple of the technical bulletins, they’d have all sorts of options.
We’d have a stack of checksheet prompting sheets with just the step numbers and a ciphered title so individuals could easily keep track of their own progress. As we picked up our prompting sheets, we would leave our original checksheets and materials and sign them in. Hell, worked for me! No different than doing a probe and transcription.
Ben led a round of applause for Kate. Some things must be spread by word-of-spirit because at least 400 «voices» chanted, “Soo Laid! Soo Laid! Soo Laid!” Kate flushed, everyone else laughed and the social secretaries went into a scheduling frenzy. Apparently everyone wanted, em, a piece of that action.
She was able to escape her fate worse than death, though, and met us back at OTL. We grinned at her. BB told her, “We signed you up with fifty people. You’re going to be a busy lady.”
Kate’s eyes got real big and those sweet puffies popped right up. We couldn’t hold it in any longer and laughed our arses off. Marge told her, “We figured maybe you’d be able to make do with just us, the N&Bs and the Skunk Works facilitation team.” That got us going for another minute or so until Geeser reminded us it was time for her night time snack.
Eileen said, “All right. Since we’ve had all these honorings, we haven’t seemed to get much time with you ourselves, Sean. That’s going to change.”
BB’s turn, “You will spend a night with each of your bondmates. None of us has had that chance before. Not that we don’t love our other mates, but we feel it’s important to have some one-on-one time, too.”
Kate stated, “Bridget is first. She was the first and has always been your Best Girl.”
Hey, I should complain? Bridget was looking at me with her Best Girl eyes and Bridget persona and was irresistible. I picked her up and asked, “Want some candy, little girl?”
She snuggled right up and said, “Yes, please. You can have some of my cookie if you ask nicely.”
I wrapped us in the honoring room furs and asked her as nicely as I knew how. She was gracious enough to give me nibbles of her cookie — several times.
The pleasures of the body are many, but the joys of the spirit are wider, deeper and even more wonderful. Far from the busy solar system, we «merged» and wound ourselves around as we shared our deepest memories of love and contentment. Best Girl!
Eileen
(Tuesday 8/15)
BB, Kate and I didn’t even «peek» at Sean and Bridget; we got in a good night of cuddling and snuggling. Just like old married folk, right?
Sean and Bridget survived because they were there for breakfast. They both glowed with contentment, and it wasn’t just physical. Yow!
We finished up our checkout of the rooms and other hotel facilities then went over the list and made estimates. There was lots of minor stuff we wanted to upgrade a little, like the rooftop area, but the major stuff was already on the escrow repair list. Of course, we needed new signs, stationery, pencils and that sort of thing. The current owners were doing the repairs we’d requested. We were keeping a close eye on the progress.
We priced out the things we wanted to do, and it ended up around $90K by the time we were done. Why not? We decided to do it.
Melissa told us the N&Bs had finished their survey of the restaurant and had figured maybe $75K should bring things up to acceptable. That included new signs, permit transfers and a general upgrade of the parking lot.
We worked a bit on coordinating the interaction between the facilities. We decided to put in a wide covered walkway so no one would get wet (It does rain in Southern California!). With it wide enough, we could easily roll carts back and forth for banquets and other stuff.
Melissa placed the order for the next seminar materials with our revised estimates. It was in Oakland for 2,000 attendees. We had several Goal Hierarchy Workshops coming up starting next week so we ordered the workbooks for them. 1,000 should be okay to start; the printer could get them out with a few days’ notice.
Since Mona had put them on the Cullen Enterprises web site, we’d already shipped a hundred or so. At $15 plus shipping and our price of $7.00, we’d probably do okay with them.
Speaking of the young-uns, Ted sent us back the seminar survey results they’d tabulated. Excellent! Not a single complaint beyond wanting more depth. And, yes, every lady got several subtle or not-so-subtle propositions — Sean got a couple invitations himself.
There was interest in both the Goal Hierarchy and Org Chart Workshops. Melissa said she’d follow those up; we «linked» in the N&Bs for a quick conference.
BB asked, “We don’t have a checksheet for all this stuff, do we? The study checksheet is part of The Book, so someone can learn to study then go through the material. Should we have detailed checksheets for each of these which can lead a student through drills and practicals? Then maybe give an on-line exam and give them a certification?”
The rest of us looked at each other for a couple seconds then got right into it. Then N&Bs were available, so we had a quick meeting in the Jacuzzi.
Sean said, “How about specific industry checksheets as well as a general checksheet? One for a restaurant, fast food, collectibles, all the businesses we’ve owned. With the expertise we’ve got available in the ones of us, we can branch into manufacturing of several sorts and other industries. Do one for each of the JRD company types.”
John suggested, “Get the general checksheet done and piloted. Once it’s up to speed, farm out the development of the drills and practicals to various other experts in their areas and give them a piece of the action on those checksheets and exams. It should be real simple to account for each checksheet sold and exam taken.”
We agreed. Sean parceled out the various tasks: He’d start the general checksheet for The Book, Patrick and I would investigate various on-line training and examination packages and the others would scout up industry experts who might be willing to give their input. Depending on what Patrick and I found, we might be able to do the entire thing on line as courses.
Yet Another Business again. Now all we need to do is add in work on a Waystation and we’d have plenty to do. Grin.
We put in three hours on the Sperk tutorial. It was even making sense by now!
Tonight was Sean and me. Dayum! We’d never gone on a date, had we? There’d always been someone else along. This would be special.
Marge supervised me dressing. “Gotta get in the romance, Snapper. I’ve no doubt of all our love for each other, but last night with him was really special. I’d never experienced anything so deep and intense.”
Got me a bit nervous, it did. Anyway, we decided on something sexy but not overboard. We didn’t want to give him eyestrain right off.
We had a wonderful dinner in Honolulu. It was private, right on the beach and totally romantic. We talked, laughed and thoroughly enjoyed simply being with each other.
The honoring room furs were luxurious as was the long, gentle loving. A long, loving Journey left us well out in the Oort Cloud where we spent the rest of the night loving on each other with sweet «blendings» and wonderful rainbows. Best Man!
Bob
(Tuesday 8/15)
We went back to Calabasas to visit Tight Fences. As you’d expect, they put up and maintained fences! Permanent or temporary, it didn’t matter. Low, high, every material under the sun. They were even able to put up split-rail fences; shades of Abraham Lincoln!
The 250 employees were unskilled to semi-skilled labor to do the actual work. The 25 office staff set up all the logistics, purchasing, sales, payroll and the like.
A quick «scan» told us a couple of the office staff were being enhanced. Good; after they got some training they could ferret out the illegals we knew were there.
We’d brought along the usual suspects, except Mario was skunking today. The Medinas were there, too; Kat wanted them to check out the fleet maintenance.
We split into couples and went along on a couple site runs. If the gig was fairly close (within an hour away), Tight Fences would bring their entire labor force along; it was faster than recruiting on-site. For longer distances or larger gigs, they might bring some along and recruit locally. Of course, the supervisors always came along.
The first site Kat and I went to was a new-construction site for an office building. They popped up a 10-foot high wire fence all the way around in six hours. Not bad at all. They dug the post holes with a long auger mounted on the tractor. Almost as fast as the holes got drilled, they got a post inserted and the earth tamped back in.
We asked the foreman if the set up would go faster with additional power diggers and more men. He told us, “Sure. The set up fee is dependent on how much we put up and how fast they want it up. We could do this in four hours with another digger, another truck and more men. Toss in two more diggers and the support and we could do it in two hours. Any more men and equipment on a job this size, and we’d be running over each other.”
The next site was a fence removal. The truck was pretty empty since they’d used up the fencing and posts, so things went in reverse. The side mount assembly wound up the fencing as the men removed the wire ties on the pole. A different rig on the tractor clamped onto the poles and pulled them straight out. It still took four hours to remove the fence and fill in the holes. Same game; the faster the client wanted it done, the more it cost.
We did a couple more sites. One was a maintenance run with several sagging fence sections and some bent poles. With the men swarming over the fence, it was done in an hour.
The last site was another maintenance run. This one was a wooden fence about 8 feet high which needed repair and painting. They were plenty fast; another truck with the painting supplies joined us and they went to work.
They replaced a half dozen slats, and prepped and painted the entire thing (both sides) in three hours. This was a time and materials gig; the foreman told us, “It’ll probably run around $700. Pretty standard.”
Kathleen
Quite interesting. Tight Fences was profitable, well-organized and busy. We’d probably just let it rip.
We met David, Elizabeth and the rest back at the office. After the obligatory Sean seminar cards, we took off back home. After we got around the corner, we fought the evening traffic home for an entire five seconds — we had to wait for a car to get out of sight at the house.
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