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"Cory’s Fears," is a fictional account of probable futuristic events.

Real city names and streets were added for a realistic touch. 

People who presently live in these areas presented in these works, must remember; these are only stories written as probabilities of a future that may not happen in their sequential order, or on the dates proposed, or it may not happen at all...
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1 (MAY 4TH, NEW TIMES/EASTERN HAN)
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East Han reflected its former self. There used to be towers of war that sounded alarms in case of emergencies in the region, but now monuments stood ten feet in the air and presented names of the fallen and burned.

This was Mega Incident Day where over seventy-thousand citizens, other worldly alien, and human were burned from energy fires and crushed to death from falling buildings. Over forty-one-thousand bodies were never found.

The incident happened 11 years before between the 4th and 5th of May. The rough men kids or Mars’ three sons were blamed for their mishandling of this incident.

Now memorials stood in various spots and thousands stood in silence for five minutes. There were no speeches, just a bell that rattled like an ancient car horn three times. When the five minutes were complete the bell rattled again, and we parted our separate ways.

I dreaded this annual gathering but knew it was necessary to help with healing our grieving spirits. I was Acting Governor of New Troy and knew it was pointless to leave early. Many came to talk and shook hands. 

Air cars flew in and out of Han and many came from offshore to be a part of these events. I smiled as Mick Lofton made his way through the crowd. Mick was also Acting Governor of New Troy, and we worked hand in hand to maintain order.

I had some fears.

So, I was advised by family and friends to write some of my fears down. These fears had caused me anxiety attacks in the past. At times I ended up in the hospital for stress-related symptoms.

Through many wars and battles humans, of which I am a part of, were decimated in population and central governments. Many nations in the past had dissolved after cataclysmic events. The dates were not a surety because many records had been destroyed.

After humans declined in population and as a cohesive unit, hidden Other Worldly Aliens or OWAS (as they were called these days) began to flex their might and a series of wars occurred. 

These wars ended after almost one hundred years. Some said we, the humans, had won, but I beg to differ in this opinion. Our population still declined and remained near 3 billion, while OWAS’ continued to rise.

Bluet our earthly savior (not spiritual savior as she liked to reiterate) claimed if humans remained on earth in some form the earth would survive. She began her mission of opening a Merge Center in Blue Springs, Missouri.

Bluet was a combination of Offet who was a bolaris (vanisher/human mix) and Blue who merged with two human subjects. In time I found out that the brother and sister who entered the alien ship were given a substance to drink. This changed their physical composition and Blue was born.

Blue now Bluet carried a harmonic frequency that kept hideous spider-crabs at bay. These were termed destroyers and devoured planets when Blue could not spread compassion through sound and color.

If Bluet were to die these destroyers which orbited our planet would pounce and decimate the world. My main duty was to see that this would never happen.

I worked as an Acting Governor in New Troy, Missouri. This place was formerly Troy, Missouri until the devastations or cataclysms and many surrounding populations found this area to be stable.

With a population of 35,958 humans, 21,312 fuman, 14,366 bolaris and 902 phasees this culminated in over 73,000 individuals.

With so many cultures and languages in one area there were bound to be conflicts, but strangely we all worked together nicely, and I believe I know why. The answer was one word...

Bluet

She spent much of her days at the Merge Center in Blue Springs. The center was built around her fatigued body after spider-crabs tried to take the planet. When they failed, she sent them on their way and the building began. After eight years it was still ongoing and enveloped half of Blue Springs with circled buildings of blue, green, and yellow.

Each time Bluet travelled I felt anxiety. I suspected some people wanted her dead, fearful of her ability to absorb bodies with a kiss. Technically it was not the kiss that absorbed, but her saliva mixed with human cells caused a chain reaction that changed the human.

The Merge Center helped Bluet in case she met sudden death or became so ill she was not able to hold back the destroyers. With so many blues or similar OWAS Bluet was better able to maintain the harmonic frequency we needed to survive.

I knew the Merge Center had acclimated over twenty-nine candidates who elected to merge their cells with Bluet’s blood. 

Candidates who were connected to a family in France-land (formerly France) with the last name Blue or a derivative were flown in minibuses and had little trouble with the merge despite nausea, double vision, headaches.

Others who tried the merge and had violence in their past or had a destructive lifestyle through many sexual partners, many fears (like me), remorse and guilt feelings, died.

Others who died but did not lead a destructive lifestyle through violence, sexual impropriety, or was emotionally unstable was the formerly drug addicted.

One candidate had been twenty years drug free and still died on the 31st day of the kiss. I still remember his name, Jeff Stanford.

Jeff was forty-eight years-of-age when he died. He had two children, and a wife named Abby. They lived in a house on the hill not far from Excelsior Springs, Missouri.

Jeff was very motivated to do all he could for humanity. Merge doctors did a physical makeover and found no substances that could counteract against Bluet’s blood.

Nine days after the kiss Jeff began to suffer nausea, dizziness, and hallucinations. He began to act erratic and all the doctors could do was hope for the best, because any drug intervention would have meant instant death.

Within Twenty-two days Jeff was gone. Abby and her two children (two girls) were inconsolable. Bluet knew how to stay clear of grieving families and to send messengers to console them.

I had in my study room eighty-four candidates in picture frames on a long desk those who attempted the kiss. This included Lance, Offet’s former partner. He was the first and the most painful.

To this day Bluet still was not able to explain why Lance died. He did have violence in his past life, but he was healed through Atli (his deceased brother), who was able to project energy through his hands.

Lance also periodically saw a Counselor to talk out any issues that were not resolved in his life. He did not drink excessively or divulge in drugs or various sexual partners. 

Bluet once said he had a deep and hidden fear of homosexuals and was not resolved to merge, because she had male genes mixed with female genes.

I suspected she was hinting that caused a schism in his psyche and affected the merge so that he died, but the why may never be known.

I continuously looked at Lance’s life because he reflected on me. He was a writer and did not handle anxieties and fears well. He appeared as an image of who I currently was.
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Mick Lofton was a forty-four-year young fuman with blond hair, green eyes, and light olive skin. When he walked in dark robes his shoes made “clicking” sounds because he liked the sounds of tacks on his boots. 

I found it humorous when Mick was not invited to places of buffed-marble floors unless he agreed to wear flexies (cotton shoes).

I had known Mick for over eight years and found him to be a loyal friend. He usually spoke his mind and this I liked most, because he did not act in subterfuge.

This morning at 7:43 he acted dismissive. We had our usual breakfast in the Control Room at Radio Tower across the waters from East Han or Hannibal, Missouri.

Radio Tower consisted of several floors of radios and communications equipment and stood over one-hundred and thirty-eight feet in the air. We transmitted radio waves to nearby listeners and dispensed music and information to the masses.

“You seem...not fully here...,” I said.

“Yeah,” he chewed on cheese and eggs. “Just had a hard night’s sleep...”

“Sometimes that happens to the best of us,” I said.

“I’ve been dreaming about the destroyers,” he paused in eating.

I placed an orange glass of milk next to my plate of bacon and eggs. I sighed deeply and failed to imply further about his dreams, but he continued.

“Every night for the last ten days I usually awakened with a start...,” he sat as if in a daze.

“You should go to a Counselor about that,” I said.

He suddenly jerked from his daze and faintly smiled. 

“It’s not that bad,” he said.

“If you are dreaming about the destroyers, it’s a problem. Blue said they can come in our dreams. I suspect to cause insanity and disrupt things,” I said.

I suddenly stood and walked to a glass table and picked up a colorful card with a black typo. I slid it to Mick.

“His name is Walter Venn. I have used his services for the last six years. He’s incredibly good,” I said.

Lucille was an old girlfriend from the past who resided in the tower. She was forty-eight, pretty, with light pink skin and blue eyes and blond hair. In the past I found it hard to be around her, because of our breakup; but lately I found her to be an exceptional friend and confidant.

With her daughter Shane, who was six and boyfriend Alex they were a regular family who lived in the tower with my three children and wife Shanday. 

Lucille had split shifts of six hours each with Shanday. Lucille was half in her shift when I walked into the room of radios and vi-screens (video-screens).

I usually made my rounds at this time and tried to help in maintaining open tower communications. 

I could see my pink reflection and blond hair on one blank vi-screen and knew I needed a shave and a haircut, soon. My green eyes peered at my disheveled hair as I tried to press it down with warm saliva from my thin lips.

“You have any requests in music for me?” Lucy asked.

“Not presently,” I walked to the blank screen. “I see it blew out, again.”

“How many times have we fixed that thing?” she asked, perturbed.

“Five times,” I said. “I will take it out and see what I can do.”

“Maybe throw it in the trash?” Lucy said.

I unhooked the thirty-two-inch screen and carried it to a nearby repair room. When the beige doors parted I was startled to see Alex Harper, Lucy’s current male friend!

“Shit, you scared the hell out of me,” I said.

“Sorry,” Alex said. “Let me help you with that.”

We walked the vi-screen to a long beige table of many parts. When it was secure Alex smiled slightly with even teeth.

“I have some good news,” Alex said.

“I’m open to good news,” I said.

“Lucy and I are thinking about getting married,” he said.

I hugged him and shook his hand with friendly gestures. I gave him a typo card for a good Marriage Counselor and a Justice-of-the-Peace card.

Shanday and I had been married for over seven years. We had more ups than downs and was relatively happy in each other’s company. 

Lately she had been pushing for more information about the mystery writer, but I reminded her I was not allowed to say a thing about the matter.

She was aged fifty-five and heavyset with broad shoulders and a light olive complexion with brown eyes and an infectious laugh. At times she could be volatile, only when things did not go her way. Today in her green and yellow robes and red flexies she appeared close to volatile.

“Okay, I can respect that, what about Bluet?” she asked.

“Clarify,” I said bluntly.

“She is concerned there are not enough mergers to hold the center together. She needs you to call her,” she said.

“How many mergers does she need?” I asked.

“Apparently more than twenty-nine,” she said.

Usually, I took an air car to New Troy by nine in the morning and helped Mick direct the city as Acting Governor, but Shanday’s message about Bluet directed me to take my black and silver expanded wing vehicle to Blue Springs.

The flight was only thirty-five minutes. When I landed in Blue Springs it was 9:04 in the morning. Security personnel recognized who I was and waved me through. I carefully entered a blue building with a circled roof and took a see-through elevator to its 4th floor.

I was at the top and could see air cars as they coasted on magnetic strips. A large fish tank filled with exotic fish danced in blue water. I could hear music as it played in low tones through hidden speakers. The calming voice of Lucy filtered through the quiet...

“I see you got my message,” Bluet’s voice said.

I turned to observe seven feet four inches of her in yellow, green, and blue robes. As she walked there appeared gaiety in her step. With yellow flexies on her blue feet it all seemed to blend.

“Sorry I couldn’t get here faster,” I said.

“No apologies necessary,” Bluet sat on a yellow couch. “Please, sit.”

I hesitated but sat on a cushioned yellow chair. I always thought her eyes resembled doll’s eyes. She had a pretty face with male features about the jaw line. She was not exceptionally hairy as most bolaris would consider hairy; but the hair on her head was thick, brown, and combed neatly.

I thought I detected small breasts, but it was difficult to tell with the robes on. Offet was not a broad female, and neither was the sister of Dr. Blue who merged with the first blue.

“I understand you are having problems gathering more candidates,” I said.

“I will need at least one-hundred candidates to keep the harmonics in sync with my planet, which is light years from earth. If I have less than that it will be difficult, and the destroyers will make eager attempts to disrupt my plans,” she said.

“Please, clarify,” I said.

“The destroyers have failed to take earth due to my harmonics. They made a pact with my race not to invade while my race survived on selected planets. If they break that pact, which they have not, so far, we will be compelled to absorb them to contain them,” she said.

“They did break the pact. They invaded earth and you had to tell them to leave,” I said.

“My harmonics had become scattered as Blue, but I emerged as Bluet, so the pact was kept,” she said.

“You should scrap the pact, Bluet and absorb those creatures. Why keep them alive knowing they are causing mischief and always looking for a weak spot?” I asked.

“A pact is a pact. We blue, we keep our word, as close to the agreement as possible. The less of my species on a planet the more the destroyers can move into dream state and other vibratory frequencies and cause problems,” she said.

I suddenly stood as if a hot poker touched my backside. I turned from Bluet and stared at the frivolous fish in the tank. I sighed deeply and closed my eyes and was startled when Bluet’s voice was at my side.

“Why do you fear me?” Bluet asked.

I stared at her as she stood close to me. I could smell flowers or mint. I blinked my green eyes rapidly and became nervous. I walked to a nearby window and turned to her.

“I don’t fear you,” I lied.

“You’ve been dreaming about me. I would never harm you,” she said.

“I know that. The dreams are unnerving...,” I reiterated.

“You have dreamed each night for the last two weeks that I forced a merger on you. That is not in my nature. It goes against my principles. All merging must be done voluntarily,” she said.

“I know that. It makes no sense, but I heard if human cells accidently met your cells a merge could commence...,” Cory paused in his words and fears.

“That could only happen if my body broke down from its original form. If that were to happen trained nurses would place me in a tube, until another fusion was needed,” Bluet said.

Cory made a disgusting face.

“It sounds so clinical,” Cory said.

“Most of it is, Mr. Cory,” Bluet tilted her head. “You fear that the fusion will fail, and the destroyers will return. You also fear that it will come down to you merging to become blue and you die...am I right?” she asked.

I only nodded quickly.

“You are not fit to be merged. It is not your physical makeup I worry about. Your emotional output is erratic. I get to reject and accept candidates, so I wouldn’t pick you anyway,” she said.

“Good, I was not interested. I can only contribute in my own way. Allow Mick and me to start an advertising blitz to find candidates for your Center. We can use Radio Tower as a base,” I said.

“I want to review each copy and agree to all advertisements,” she said.

“We can start right away,” I said.

When I turned to leave, she was upon me quickly. I stared at her as she stared at me for some time. 

“I sense that Mick is having troubles with his dreams. Have him pay me a visit as soon as possible. I think I can help,” she said.

She was only two steps from me. I acknowledged her with a nod and left. She gave me a strange smile and I considered that smile to have a hidden meaning that eluded me at the time.
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When I left Blue Springs, my anxiety began to rise. I was not expected to see Counselor Walter Venn for another two days but was tempted to call for an earlier appointment when Lu buzzed me.

Lu was the daughter of Rough Man Mars and Tristan. There was some bad blood between Mars and Tristan after she had her way with him while he was near a comatose state.

Twins were born from the act, but Mu (her twin sister) and Tristan did not survive Mar’s dramatic return to earth. After Lu barely survived a brutal beating from daddy, she appeared to become a model citizen and mothered two fus through former husband Bandit.

When she suddenly left Bandit and her fus for Bok Bannion this dissolved her marriage. When Bok failed to achieve knowledge from Blue and Arvid (Mars’ son from Kimberly Frost) this caused a schism in Bok’s psyche of failure.

The news was that Bok’s emotions became erratic and in time he drove many families and friends away, including his wife Lu, who took their daughter, eleven-years-young, Mir with her.

When Lu contacted me in the air car, I was mildly surprised. Despite some brief interchanges in Kansas City, I did not expect to hear from her ever again.

Her face had Asian features with a dark complexion and gray eyes. Her hair was black and neatly cut as if in a bowl. By all accounts she was still a pretty fuman, but age told on her sixty-two-year-young face.

“I need your help,” she said suddenly.

“Why, what’s wrong?” I asked.

“Bok is going mad. He locked down Kansas City and sent a hit squad to look for me. He thinks I want to take his daughter, Mir away; but I do not. I just want him to get the help he needs,” she said.

“How can I help?” I asked.

“We need protection. If I go to Bandit, he will kill my husband and fus, so I must go where he cannot and will not go...,” she said.

“Oh no...I can’t get involved in domestic disputes. It’s none of my business,” I said.

“That means we are messed up. You were my last chance. That means my daughter will watch as I am killed by Bok. She will know the life that I had, which was violent. I always wanted to protect her from that...,” her words trailed off and her large head dropped in sadness.

I paused in thought.

“I will regret this,” I said. “I will help you...”

“Thank you, thank you, my mother believed there was a God and gave herself to the Lord in the last moment before her death. This proves there is a God...,” she said.

“Of course, I agree about God; but don’t thank me too fast. Let us take this very carefully. If Bok finds out about this...,” I paused.

“We can’t tell him where I am at for our own sake,” she said.

I met her and Mir in Excelsior Springs, another favorite spot of Bluet. Construction was still ongoing in certain areas and crews moved about with cable and materials. 

Only five curved domes of yellow, blue, and green were constructed here, but I knew within a few years it would look as beautiful as Blue Springs was slated to be.

Mir was a dark-complexioned child with black matted hair, Asian features, and a sly smile. She was a shorter version of Lu all around, but little resemblance to Bok. She wore white and yellow robes and smiled with even teeth when I addressed her.

I felt anxiety as they climbed in my .0003 car of expanded wings. I looked around and it appeared no one took notice. When I took off and looked for followers a sigh came through my lips.

“What’s wrong?” Lu asked.

“We are not being followed, that’s a relief,” I said.

“Where will you take us?” she asked.

“I have a house in Moberly given to me by Arvid. We can go there for a time,” I said.

“Thanks,” she sighed deeply.

I peered in the rear mirror to access her mind, but she peered back to access mine.

“I do not have physical markings from a beating, but he beat my emotions and mind, that’s abuse enough,” she said.

I could only nod in agreement.

Moberly, Missouri was filled with rounded white structures of two levels and plenty of landing strips and air cars. When I disconnected from the magnetic strip I adjusted for Minimal Flight and coasted near a two-storied, white house with an oval top. 

I landed on top of a blue platform and suctioned the locks to a ground clamp. As the car declined in power its air bubble dislocated and whirred back. I sat for a time and gathered my thoughts.

“This used to be Arvid’s home some years ago, but he gave it to me as a home away from home. You and Mir can stay as long as you want,” I said.

“Thanks,” she said as I helped her and Mir from the vehicle.

“There are two servant robots, Toe and Brain who watch over things. They are also guardians who can revert to protection mode if things go awry,” I said.

White doors that were sealed parted and Toe moved forward. It shined with gold and yellow paint and was no taller than five feet. It had a rounded head with black eyes that were beady. These eyes acted as cameras as it imagined everything within fifty yards.

“Toe, these are our guests, Lu and Mir. They will need some service and your protection,” I said.

Brain was painted black and blue and wore a brown vest to give it a more human look. They had arms that were metallic but resembled human skin. The many miniature wheels they used shifted silently as they changed course and emitted only a low hum.

“If Lu and Mir can speak, we will record their voice for voice recognition,” Brain said.

“Yes, Lu, you have to say your full name,” I said.

“Lu Bannion,” she said.

Brain and Toe recorded her voice with clicks and beeps. I turned to Mir and gestured. Mir smiled, well into the game of recognition.

“Mir Bannion,” she said.

More clicks and beeps resumed. I walked to a nearby refrigerator and touched a remote and two doors slid into side panels and remained open for ten seconds until it closed again. 

“Wow, can I try?” Mir asked.

“Sure,” I stepped to the side. “You can set the remote to how many seconds you want the doors to stay parted, too long, your food spoil.”

She tapped the remote and the doors slid open silently and revealed lunchmeat, cheese, and bread.

“I like sandwiches, if the food is not to your liking robots Toe or Brain can deliver something from the market,” I said.

I walked through the beige wall-to-wall carpeting and blue furniture with glass tables. Mir made many odd sounds and Lu tried her best to silence her, but it was evident the fu was amazed by the setup.

“One half bathroom here and a backroom, upstairs there are two bedrooms and a full bathroom. I will let you have the run of the place and call you periodically, any questions?” I asked.

“Tell my brother I said, ‘hi’,” she said.

She had “read” that I was going to visit Arvid in New London before going to work in New Troy. I only nodded and walked from the house and hoped all went well for her and Mir.

Arvid did expect me in New London later in the evening, but I opted to see him earlier. When I landed tall phasees in white uniforms stood heavily armed in front of a four-storied building that was painted gold with green trimmings on window edges and door linings. It was an impressive building with blue-tinted windows that gave the sun a calming light.

Arvid liked the first floors, and this made my journey to his open office easier. He did not sit behind a desk but sat in the lotus position among meditators and vi-screens.

He was mute but communicated through vi-screens and hand gestures. When I walked into the open area he immediately smiled and waved in his white, gold, and green robes.

...Mr. Cory, good to see you, again, it has been a while.... (Arvid)

“Just a few weeks, not that long. We do need to talk,” I said.

...My back office... (Arvid)

When he rose, it displayed his green flexies. I followed him into a back room that resembled an office. It was filled with wooden chairs and a large table of oak.

I sat as Arvid leaned on the desktop. I could tell he was pleased to see me, but in time he could sense the gravity of my visit. A fifty-inch screen hung from overhead chains and displayed his thoughts.

...My sister is up to one of her tricks, I see... (Arvid)

“No, she needs help, Bok is after her. I gave her shelter at your old house in Moberly,” I said.

...She is not to be trusted.... (Arvid)

He had a high forehead with strong neck muscles. His eyes were gray and his nose flat with thick lips and a medium brown complexion. He liked to keep his brown head shaved, but at times he allowed black strands to grow and this gave him a wild look as it did today.

...I disapprove of this totally but can understand your compassion. Allow me to visit her tomorrow and I can access the situation. If she is being deceptive, I can tell.... (Arvid)

“I would like to set up an appointment to talk to Mars. I have some questions for him,” I said.

...In nine hours, the earth will be in line with Phaes for communications. I will notify you when the time is right.... (Arvid)

“Tomorrow then,” I hugged Arvid as he hugged me in return.

His face filled with worry.

...You fear a great many things.... (Arvid)

I only nodded in agreement.
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After spending my usual six hours at New Troy as Acting Governor with Mick I closed the shop and prepared to tell Shanday all that transpired today. Mick could see the worry on my face.

“I hope all goes well with the wife,” Mick said.

“I’m going in,” I said with humor.

“I’ll cover you,” Mick said with added humor.

We both flew in separate air vehicles. I had black and silver colors while his was green and gray. Both had .0003 expanded wings and acted as twins as we hovered above Radio Tower for the landing.

Inside the tower Shanday, Alex and Lucy waited with bated breath in a Conference Room on the 3rd floor. They all stood from their seats when we entered the room.

“Are the children out of ear shot?” I asked.

“They are in a playroom upstairs,” Shanday said. “What is this about? You asked us all here for what?”

“Lu called me earlier to hide her from Bok. I took her and Mir to Moberly, our getaway home. I am looking for suggestions and comments on how to proceed further,” I said.

We all sat, and a somber air fell over the meeting. Shanday appeared the most affected. She twisted her hands and breathed deeply. Alex appeared the most composed as he patted Lucy’s hand to comfort her.

“This could take us into a new war,” Lucy said.

“I don’t think Bok will start another war since Blue and Bluet advised him to give back land and weapons he took in the previous battles. I believe he is down to eight-thousand troops, give or take a few,” I said.

“He is still a formidable force in the region and can cause a lot of problems. If he finds out where his wife and daughter is, he may try and get them out,” Mick said.
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