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Of course, these are fictional accounts of futuristic events. Each timeline is distinct by their standings. 

I would encourage a gleaming of the back glossary for Other Worldly Alien (OWA) expressions and brief history before devouring the whole text and story. 

Much later in the stories a New Times Council was developed to remove all the dates situated in the future.

I believe this transpired so I did not become obsessed with the dates, which I believe I was.

In doing back research on several characters I almost got lost on futuristic-fictional-histories. It all became a jumbled mess.

The Council, even though fictional (at this time) helped me to absolve from many complexities and times of birth.

Also, I would note there are present places in the future written in war experiences. I did not or would ever desire these locations to meet any disastrous fate. 

I only wrote what I saw the characters experience and the occurrences thereafter continued in its story...

Michael Lighten

Mystery Writer

New Times
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“Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak; Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit, Smother'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, The folded meaning of your words' deceit.” ―The Comedy of Errors
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It started as an innocent gesture, and cascaded into an uncontrollable event that decimated lives...
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It was nearly a year after the superhuman incursion before Mars felt able to write a precise report and send it to the president of Boland, and all the other areas connected to the superhuman project, including Logansport which was overlooked by Eddie as a hideout for super humans...Writings of Superhumans

Mexicana (formerly Mexico)

Nearly for 100 years Mexico went through a variety of earth changes. 

Many of them caused rivers to rise and ocean waves to desolate communities so that many were washed away, never to be found. 

Areas that were hills became mountains and buried many under rubble and dirt. 

With small islands that acted as strips, many of the land resembled fingers that connected to other areas. When electronic bridges were used to bind them, Mexico saw a boom in the economy.

What was left of Mexico’s political system dissolved until a woman stepped forward to take charge and assisted in changing the name to Mexicana, a kinder, feminine; more just, than the last version, she said.

When the superhumans traveled in an underwater ship and saw an opportunity to stay hidden in the mountains of Mexicana, away from society and large populations, they extracted equipment from the vessel and began to bore underground and make their own tunnels.

Whenever they were exposed people were killed through long spears or crushed to death by strong arms and their bodies thrown into the water, or they were buried far from communities.

Eight bodies were discovered through water currents or scavenger robots looking for buried treasure from nearby owners, who were required by law to send human images to the police for investigations.

Rumors abounded of a large hidden army prepared to launch an attack on Mexicana and to curtail fears the authorities began a sweep of the area with robotics able to do deep scans in the mountainous region.

Superhuman Harold Mann peered at a vi-screen with green eyes that were bloodshot. 

For over two years they had remained hidden, with the help of Mars the 2nd and many of his friends; but the death of Mars ten years later caused a lag in supplies from various points, especially their elixir to survive, the superhuman juice.

The juice was developed through Eddie Behm to prolong their lives, but with only eight superhumans left from thousands, Harold saw the handwriting on the wall...

Harold could no longer contact Eddie, who, if he were still alive, would be 47 years-of-age; so, Harold began to inquire unknown sources on the juice, but imposters and enemies were everywhere.

These inquiries opened the door to curious people who remembered people years ago who died violent deaths through crushing or long spears.

Suddenly, on October 19th everything changed for Harold Mann and his remaining superhuman friends. That was the day when the walls fell in on them.

Mexicana Authorities 56 in number, arrived with air vehicles that fired rockets into the mountainside. A light rain began to fall as night dropped. Strobe lights were used to enhance vision, but the lack of a response confused the authorities; and they wondered if this rumor was true.

Detail 2166 arrived with the support of nearby law enforcement.  With only a crew of 14, they disembarked from a large, dark flying vehicle and produced weapons. They were not sure what they were walking into, until Saar gestured for them to lower their weapons.

Saar’s dark, long hairs were almost hidden in his black and green uniform, night-vision goggles, and other electronic gear.

“Who is in charge of this operation?” Saar asked.

A short, stocky man stepped forward with two soldiers in green and blue uniforms.

“I’m in charge here. I am Commander Arguello Ramirez, and you are?” Arguello asked.

“Commander Saar of Detail 2166,” Saar shook his thick hand. “I see you started bombardments, any response?”

“Not a peep. Robotic scans indicate underground tunnels in places not well protected by lead,” Arguello glanced behind Saar. “You didn’t bring much help...”

“Our compliment stays at fifteen or less; but we can handle our own in a fight. We are well-trained and committed to the cause of world peace,” Saar said.

Arguello snickered under his breath.

“For a price...,” Arguello said. “I know you were in the area and decided to join us, only after we made a call for mercenaries as back-up support.”

“Our intentions are pure, it’s about world peace and we are here to keep it,” Saar said with a smirk.

Arguello faintly smiled and turned toward the mountain.

“Our robots cannot scan past their shielding. We suspect an army, a possible invading force...,” Arguello said.

Benetti, who oversaw scouting ahead to access the area raised his hand. Saar acknowledged him with an introduction.

“He is the best at accessing the situation,” Saar said.

Benetti smiled but held down his pride to complete his sentence.

“We only counted about ten of them, maybe less, they are dying from not having the special juice to keep them alive. Their supplier Eddie Behm succumbed to a heart attack a month ago,” Benetti said.

“That would put a kibosh on their supplies,” Arguello said.

“We suspect they are using sophisticated blocking techniques like fortified shielding and special tubing blended with lead to block incoming signals,” Saar said.

“We will pull back and let you guys do what you do to soften them up, then we can go in for the arrests,” Arguello said.

“Remember, these are superhumans, they don’t go down without a fight. We take none, alive...,” Saar said.

They all peered at each other as the rain began to pound against their gear.

“Plus, we don’t have the means to take them in. We do not have the special juice they will need to survive. They would die within a few days,” Saar said.

Lipton was short with a stocky build and pink skin and oversaw electronics and equipment. As he ran forward, Lukeman hurried forward, brown skin, dark eyes and high forehead as rain battered his body. 

Egbert along with Ebon were the brains behind the idea of charging for military help and establishing a franchise that branched worldwide; but they preached and lived wherever Detail 2166 went, they followed, through example. 

Chapman and Lauretta oversaw electronics and hurried forward before the action began to access what was behind the mountain.

They turned in a small circle and read instruments on a dial. Laurette was concerned about her blonde hair getting wet; but had to shake off that feeling to help in her concentration of the matter at hand.

“I’m picking up lead-based concrete barriers and a modified shield, and several individuals who shift in and out of heat range...,” Laurette said.

“They are probably using a shifting tech we don’t know about,” Saar said.

Destin and Non were point men who scouted regions to access the situation and report to Flora and Saar for a final say what to do. 

Non hurried forward with his green gamma weapon and was not pleased it had half a charge, not ready for battle.

“That keeps a bad charge, be aware,” Destin said.

“You are right. I lifted the wrong weapon,” Non said.

“Stay sharp,” Saar said through his speaker. “These are superhumans we are dealing with.”

“Superhumans or not, we are going in to kick ass!” Flora said.

Eyes were rolled and sighs emitted.

“Don’t get her started,” Destin said.

“I’m already started,” Flora said.

Flora was the floor commander and acted as a team leader to motivate the unit in pitched battles to achieve objectives.

Solar acted as a liaison with various governments and regions, due to his connections with his wife, who acted as a world leader without the title. Non reminded him he should not be there. 

“I won’t tell her if you don’t tell her,” Solar said.

“You know I can’t keep my mouth closed,” Non said.

Solar raised his furry eyebrows below the green helmet. As Angel ran to his right and bent to produce a silver gamma gun. 

Solar smiled, because he knew the silver ones were antiques, but fired just as well, when not overheated, a fault in its design.

“I’m picking up a high heat signature,” Chapman said. 

“It’s a glorified laser machine gun, oh no...,” Lauretta trailed with fear in her words.

Lauretta’s small body exploded as Chapman dove for cover. Streaks of laser had cut through trees, grounds, and rocks. Military trucks exploded as Arguello’s forces shot back.

Detail 2166 began to return fire, but the damage was immense as they tried to regroup. Solar returned fire from his point and watched as Angel stared at her antique silver gamma gun.

When her body exploded in fire and screams, he realized that her weapon overcharged and bent low to get away from the heat as she walked and collapsed in pain and destruction.
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After the death of Mars, the 2nd, Ariel returned to direct the rebuilding of Hannibal. Egbert, Chapman, Lipton, and Non returned to Protective Detail Work for other diplomats in the area who wished to see the destruction in close quarters, and Solar remained to be found...The Writings of Rough Men International



After the initial battle began Mexicana Authorities moved their equipment and personnel further back, but they still incurred heavy casualties.

Air vehicles came overhead and engaged the mountainside but were struck by laser fire and dipped away to recover as their shields collapsed.

Air vehicle 4 or AV4 turned sideways, dipped down, and crashed into the mountain below. This caused a massive firestorm that burned men and vehicles far and wide.

Benetti turned too late and was consumed by flames as his body danced in agony, until he fell down a hill and his vitals collapsed from the screen.

“Benetti!” Saar yelled. 

Flora screamed in her microphone expletives and charged ahead, blind with fury. Destin and Non followed her and pressed their bodies against a long rock.

“Electronics!” Saar yelled.

Chapman turned his weapon scanner and smiled in the rain and fire.

“Their shields have collapsed, probably from the air crash,” Chapman said.

“It’s our time,” Flora whispered.

When she turned her weapon toward the mountain the others turned their weapons and began to fire in sync. When a superhuman hurried forward it was mowed down by laser fire from several points.

Another superhuman hurried forward and threw a spear that plunged into Destin’s body so that he sailed backward.

Saar blazoned his gun into the muscular man in red robes, and he fell like bloodied stones. Saar hurried next to a tube and threw two blast grenades and leaned back.

Two explosions rocked the night and debris fell from above as Flora ran to his point. They produced electronic shields that covered their bodies as they moved forward.

With the shields expanded they knew it would be difficult to use their weapons, so they diminished them with the touch of a button and hurried forward as superhumans threw spears that exploded on contact.

One large superhuman rushed forward and exploded against their shields as they braced their footing for a strong impact. When parts of his body slid down electrons, his head tilted to the side in an odd fashion, Saar almost vomited, but held his nausea down to continue the fight.

In their experience Saar and Flora knew each strike on the shields caused particles to dissipate so that the shields became useless in time.

When a superhuman charged Saar’s shields he fell back with useless protection, and tried to draw his weapon, but Flora charged the superhuman in green robes and clubbed him with sparkling shields, until he did not move, bludgeoned to death.

When the shields became useless, she dropped it with a metallic sound that echoed in the tubes.

“I owe you,” Saar said.

Flora pulled him to his feet.

“Yes, you do,” she said.

Non, Destin, Solar, Egbert, Ebon, Lukeman, and Lipton hurried forward with guns drawn and shot anything that seemed a threat as the walls became covered with blood and matter.

Saar and Flora expanded their weapons and moved forward through well-lit corridors filled with circled ceiling lights. Saar found that to be unusual.

“It’s built like a flying saucer,” Saar said.

“They do seem out of this world,” Flora said.

A spear was launched from a low point and stuck into the wall next to Flora’s head. She turned and blazed her dark laser weapon so that debris flew about, but no bodies were exposed...

“What the hell?” Flora spoke, confused.

Saar destroyed a launch weapon prepared to send another spear from a batch of hundreds in the wall. Flora eased around the corner with her weapon raised...

“Oh...,” she said.

Saar’s eyes lit up with recognition as he entered a wide, circular corridor of bodies that sat or laid in pain. Saar recognized Harold and bent to hear his words.

“Help me up, please...,” Harold said.

Saar and Flora shifted his body in the sitting position as he sighed, and his skin appeared to shift from the pressure of touch. His blue and green robes fell about his body as if tattered flesh. A sickening odor wafted about the place as if dead meat, turned sour.

“It’s not transferrable, except through blood. I wouldn’t advise any open wounds,” Harold said.

The remaining Detail 2166 stood nearby to watch the bodies below them with horror. Harold moved his arm out slowly as his hand produced a tiny disk. Flora raised her weapon, unsure...

“It’s information. It is the full story of what happened to us. All I ask that our story be told, without blemish, so that others may learn,” Harold said.

“This the last of your kind?” Saar asked as he swept his eyes around.

“For now,” Harold grimly smiled. “We heard of a long-ago story of a man named Mars the 2nd who took vials of the juice and kept it to himself. There may be more of us, somewhere.”

“Let’s hope not,” Flora said.

Harold smiled, looked down, then stared up with green eyes that appeared determined.

“Who will do the honors?” Harold asked.

“The honors?” Flora asked, confused.

“Who will do the mercies?” Harold asked through blood-dripped lips.

Flora and the others understood, but as she raised her weapon, Saar fired first and killed Harold through the head so that part of his neck collapsed on itself, and his eyes became vacant.

Flora stared at him with contained anger and betrayal, but he nodded his head slowly.

“It’s different than killing a person in white hot anger, or fear of your own demise,” Saar said. “If you never, did it before, to kill another, without threat, or as a sentence of judgement; the act changes you. You are never the same again. So, I paid you back and then some for saving my life. Now, you owe me.”

Flora glared at him as he lowered his weapon and walked away. The Detail lowered their weapons and stared at them, horrified there could be more of them, somewhere.
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When he landed in Venango, Chapman piled on with Lipton and Non; but Egbert could not be contacted, and this disappointed Solar...The Writings of Rough Men International

George Wheeler was 56 and had two children (Berry-9 and Desiree-12) who loved electronic gadgets, robots, and action heroes. 

When their close friend Harold Nelson arrived with his aunt Shyler Windham, all the young kids hurried upstairs to look at new action heroes.

George stared at the helper of his kids, who cooked and cleaned for them when he went to work, but their stare was filled with a deep intimacy that they tried to hide.

“We only have an hour, then I have to get him back to his mom,” she sighed heavily.

“I understand,” George said.

Berry was the fastest and pushed open his door as they all sat in the middle of the floor. Harold carefully opened a brown container and took out First.

“He is called First, because he was the first fire suppressant robot, ever,” Harold said.

“Can I hold him?” Berry asked.

“Be careful, it’s a collector’s item,” Harold said. “In real life he is thirty-five feet tall.”

“Wow,” Desiree pointed to more boxes. “What’s in here?”

“Gusher, Long Arms, and Big Feet, all fifty feet tall,” Harold carefully placed them on the floor. “Giant Man is sixty-two feet, but I am missing one, called Huge.”

“Wow, they are beautiful,” Desiree bent to look at them.

“I need to take a picture of these,” Berry said.

When he bent low to take a picture of them all, Harold felt proud of his collection and smiled.

“It must be something to work for a company that has so many giants around,” Berry said.

“It’s all right,” Harold said. “It’s boring, unless there is a fire.”

“My dad said you needed special permission to work for them. That must be something to make your own money and buy your own robots,” Berry said.

“Toy robots, not the real ones. I don’t think they are for sale,” Harold said.

“I don’t think I make enough allowance to get one these,” Desiree said.

“Fifty cash and credits,” Harold said.

Desiree’s eyes widened and she leaned back.

“Too much for my blood,” she said.

Berry and Harold laughed and stared at the collection with awe.

Harold snuggled next to his mom, Viola Nelson, in their one level house as strong winds danced outside. His mother had golden hair that he liked to play with, but this time he was more engrossed in the program on vi-screen.

“They are talking about those FSRs again?” she asked.

“Fire Suppressant Robots,” he corrected her.

“I like FSRs, it’s much easier to say,” she said.

“They think someone will soon find a way past their firewall, which is not the best in the world,” he said.

She stared at him, confused.

“What do you know about it?” she asked.

“Can’t tell you, company policy,” he said.

“Oh...,” she rolled her eyes.

“I’m going to bed,” he said.

He rose to kiss her on the cheek. She watched him as he made himself to his small side rooms of toy robots and action heroes. 

When she turned to the vi-screen her hand was about to move for another channel, when the interviewer made a strange statement that piqued her interest.

“It’s a matter of time before someone gets past the firewall and causes all types of havoc,” he said.

“How can you stop a thirty-three-thousand-pound walking man from crushing you to death? Sounds horrifying,” the interviewee said with a shiver.

“Even worse, Giant man is sixty-two feet tall and forty-five-thousand pounds. How do you stop something like that?” the man asked.

“Also, there are on the books a robot called Huge, how tall is Huge?” she asked.

“Ninety-seven feet tall, weighing in at sixty-seven thousand pounds,” the man said.

“Goodness,” she faintly smiled, but the fear was in her eyes. “Something to think about. I am Sonya Price, and this is our episode of: Giant Feet. How can we control the big giants?”

Viola waved her hand, and the channel was changed to a story that was bright and sunny. She smiled and drank cold tea, not knowing what was to come...
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"Insurance adjusters need details to take them to messed up places, good pay, work looks like it will take a number of years, you in?" she asked Non.



"I'm in," Non said...The Writings of Rough Men International

Futuristic-New Philadelphia 

Eidem Lotus was 55, born to Dan and Stacey Lotus. He was a rambunctious child who was constantly on the move with sports and as he grew mature, chasing women, which got him in a lot of trouble at various science work sites.

Born through a Catholic mother and father Eidem sometimes believed in God only at stressful points in his life.

He pushed to do better, but rarely kept his promises to God. Now, middle-aged he longed for a consistent companion; but did not want any American woman, always asking for material pursuits. He desired a woman far away from it all, untouched by the “American Way.”

Eidem felt alone. He sensed he was a ladies’ man but wanted to abdicate that life for a better one. It was the month of March, and he wanted to keep a Promise to God to live a healthier life.

Stocky and slightly overweight and at times out of breath after a brief walk, Eidem also knew he had to exercise more or risk major health problems soon. Deep down he felt there was only one way to keep both promises. His thick eyebrows rose as a revelation dawned on him like thunder.

“I’m getting married,” Eidem suddenly said over vi-screen.

George Wheeler had just turned 56 and his dark hair and pink skin blended into a beige background on screen. Two of his children (a boy and girl) ran and played, sometimes distracting from the conversation.

“Berry, Desiree, please, play in the other room while daddy conversate with Mr. Eidem...,” George turned back to Eidem. “You are getting married?”

“I know I didn’t hear that right,” his other friend on vi-screen, Timothy Thomas said.

“Yes, I am getting married,” Eidem said with a proud look and a smile.

Timothy knew Eidem only through George and felt there was little in common between him and Eidem. Timothy admitted there were times when George would not vi-screen, Timothy, who found ways not to talk to Eidem; until George returned to conversate between them.

This hidden secret between their friendship was not so secret when Eidem approached George on Timothy’s lack of interest in things Eidem liked, but George brushed it aside as a silly thought.

The moment Eidem said he was getting married Timothy appeared awake and not bored. Eidem was deeply filled with pride that he had Timothy’s undivided attention, for a moment.

Timothy was a dark-skinned man with short hair and prominent eyes. When he smiled his thick lips parted to white and even teeth.

“What’s her name?” Timothy asked.

“Alice...,” Eidem said cautiously.

Timothy began to type her name on his small side screen. This action unnerved Eidem...

“Don’t do that...,” Eidem raised his thick hand to protest.

“Why not?” Timothy asked.

“You afraid we will find out something bad about her?” George asked as he typed in a small screen. “Does she use a last name?”

“All I will need is one letter and the region she comes from to find her. Most people do not use their last names these days, but they are required to use one letter after their last name,” Timothy said.

“Come on, cough it up. You do not expect us to not check on your trivial pursuits. When we have a friend say they are getting married, we have to follow-up, just for your sake,” George said.

Eidem bowed his head and looked up to Timothy who waved him on in black and gold robes as if a judge, to give up the last name, or at least one letter, and a region...

“She uses ‘C’ for a last name and her country is Sweden,” Eidem said with a sigh.

“See, that wasn’t so hard?” George said.

“Letter C in Sweden...,” Timothy said.

Eidem’s friends suddenly became quiet as they stared at their screens. Eidem pressed his hands tightly to his dark chair and rose to end the transmission.

“Well, fellas, I have to go and do some things,” Eidem said.

“No, we prefer you to sit and talk to us,” George said.

Eidem nervously sat as his eyes shifted from one screen to the next, concerned one of them would find her before he could excuse himself.

“There are at least 1,114 women in Sweden using Alice with a C. That is not enough information,” Timothy said.

“1,114 women, come on, we need to narrow that down a little bit,” George said.

“She is 22 years old,” Eidem said.

“You mean 22 years, young,” Timothy said.

Eidem looked at Timothy with a frown, but Timothy raised his hands in a sign of surrender.

“I’m not faulting you, man. There are some mature young girls out there who will make a good wife. They just like older guys, nothing wrong with that,” Timothy said.

Eidem faintly smiled, but George looked displeased from his position. He bent his arm up as a green and blue robe slid down his pink arm.
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