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For my lovely daughters Anna and Reshiddah, do not let the world “roughen” your heart to the joy within   
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DISCLAIMER & THE NEW TIMES COUNCIL
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Rough Man Daughters is a fictional account of a futuristic event. Real city names and streets added for a realistic touch. Residents of these futuristic war zones should remember, it's fiction.

Also, after becoming overwhelmed with futuristic dates, New Times Council was formed to eliminate any dates connected to the cataclysm.

They had the power to fine individuals who included any date after the cataclysm in their documents, to discourage curious individuals, intrigued by the tragedy of that event.
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As I prepared Rough Man Daughters, I could see the book would be too massive in its original form. 

There were 4 volumes, each volume leading to an end and beginning of something new. 

What I did was merge 4 volumes into two volumes per book.

The other two volumes presided in Rough Men Battles a prequel to this.   

What you hold is the beginning of the end for human existence. But we all know endings start something new, but what form would this take?   

That is for you to decide as you read on, and I trust you will read on until the final page. 

I challenge you to take this journey with me as we go together to humanity’s end and new beginning.  

Michael Lighten  

May 2011  
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PROLOGUE 
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Since the departure of the rough men.  22 years before, Earth continued to go through stages of war and peace. 

Some areas, guarded by descendants of rough men.  More stable, while other areas guided by stern laws fell into chaos. 

Many citizens of Earth feared a new time but did not want to go back to the old ways of war and poverty. 

Stagnation and doubt crept in the strongest leaders and devout citizens prayed for an end to the stagnation...  
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ROUGH MAN MAURICE FIRST QUOTE  
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“When I return it will be at the end of time,”  

Maurice-former rough man of Hannibal-

message picked up in a dream state by several individuals- New Times.  
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1-HANNIBAL-APRIL NEW TIMES
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In the west of Hannibal, Missouri Garvey was 25 and governor. He held the position with Page, his hermetic, colorful brother. 

Page was a harsh judge of thieves and murderers in the region. Meanwhile, Garvey focused on distributing goods, services, and defenses.  

The defensive position is what worries the region. Tristan, the rogue companion of Maurice. had taken over northern Han through manipulation and guile. 

Garvey and Page knew Tristan had little to negotiate with. She had no power, and her goals seemed against bolaris' interests.   

What gave Tristan her power were her daughters, Lu and Mu.  

Garvey was a dark-complexioned fuman.  With black eyes filled with intelligence and a pudgy body with stubby hands and toes. 

Page brown-complexioned, with a large forehead and hazel eyes that turned red when he was angry.  

“Dad said it was rape,” Page reminded Garvey. “That means they are not our sisters.”  

“Dad never used the word rape,” Garvey reminded Page. “That came from momma’ Justine and momma’ Dee. They are our sisters, by blood. 

“You mean Aunt Dee and Aunt Justine,” Page reminded him. “They birthed and now we have cousins.”  

“They are our stepmoms, not our aunts, Page,” Garvey said, exasperated. “Their sons and daughters are our brothers and sisters. Tristan’s children Mu and Lu are our sisters by blood, not law.  

“In looking at this in a new light we can see how to proceed. Tristan got that position in northern Han because of Mu and Lu, their connection to Dad’s bloodline. 

“The bo leader in that region is in a weak position since the Han wars, trade is weak, he needed a trump card. Shawn-nok of the south is not enough to keep the borders open,” Garvey said.  

“Shawn-nok lost much of his motivation.  When his companion Shawnee died of radiation exposure some years ago,” Page sighed.

“He has not been the same since. Without Shawnee and Shawn-nok acting as a team, the borders shut, and it has been that way since.”  

“Until   Tristan...,” Garvey sighed. “What do you think Tristan’s next move will be?”  

“She is going for eastern Han and the megaton missile,” Page said without hesitation. “The east is the weaker of the Hans, and its strength is the missile.”  

"That would explain a rise in troop movements in the east. But we have had skirmishes on our border too," Garvey interjected.  

“A ploy,” Page answered in a way that left the meaning unclear. “She wants us to think she is going to attack us, but the weaker border she will go after.”  
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EASTERN HAN  
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Josh knew of Garvey’s suggestions about troop movements to offset Tristan’s ambitions for the east. 

Josh had a pale complexion with reddish, brown hair and kind, blue eyes. He wore gray and blue-green robes and black boots with white strings.   

Phoebe acted as an advisor to her husband and knew that troop movements were the right thing to do. 

She had felt anxious since Tristan took power four years before. When border skirmishes between the Hans began last year. She knew the inevitable would start. 

So, the megaton reactivated, changed the whole game. She knew the megaton would be the final card.  

Phoebe wore her brown hair in a yellow bow. She had blue trimmings that fell over her face. She liked things that drooped like curtains. 

Her green robes blended with the yellow and blue in an odd combination that was pleasing to the staff’s eyes.  

Phoebe’s skin was a browner tone than her husband’s. When she spoke it was high pitched, but without the shrill of a banshee.

She walked to one screen that acted as a movie of things on the move. Spy eyes sent back images of activities that happened in the region.  

“Could you stop that image?” Phoebe said to a thin communicator who sat at the board.

“What is your name, again?”  

“Kindred,” the communicator said. “I used to be an information specialist for University City.”  

Phoebe walked next to her husband who sat in a turning, hard chair. She laid her thin fingers on his shoulder and asked him what did he see?  

“I need a larger picture. Right, there is good, Kindred. They are quarter missiles,” Josh said. 

“Sometimes called QB33s. Able to take out city blocks but leave everything else standing. She wants to preserve us but take out the military establishment.”  

“We need to make it hard on her,” Phoebe said. “Make her think twice about attacking the east.”  

“We don’t have the troops or tanks to put pressure on her,” Josh said, his voice trembling. “What do we have? Fifteen thousand troops, three-hundred and nine air cars fitted with laser cannons?”  

“...And twenty workable tanks,” Kindred interjected, choosing his words with caution. “Over one hundred-thousand troops.”

“1,204 laser tanks. 239 air cars with cannons. 15 QB33 missile batteries, and 2 halfers.”

Phoebe smiled at all the information.  

“Damn, you’re good,” she said.  

“I did this all day long, before the bombing of University City, then I hung around until I was not needed.” It’s what I do best,” he admitted.

Josh smiled. He took a sheet of info from Kindred. His wife stared at him with the same thought.  

“Are you thinking what I am thinking?” Josh asked Phoebe. 

“Kindred,” Phoebe said. “You got a job as our info specialist with all the perks, room, board, and first pick at throw away computer boards. What do you say?”  

“Who will take over for me, here?” Kindred asked.  

“We’ll find someone to take your place,” Josh said as he touched buttons on a small, electronic phone. “Shannon, could you please come in here?”  

Kindred knew this would be a bad scene. Shannon was his interviewer and did the communications job some years ago. She loathed the position and moved to secretary to Josh two years ago. 

She worried about the coming war. She heard of communicators with huge burns from past wars.   

She was intuitive enough to know she was being set up for a fall. Her short black hair and fair, olive skin blended with the green robes she wore. Shannon’s small eyes slanted as she became angered, and this was a time like that.  

“Not that shit again,” Shannon said. “You’re killing me.”  

“We need Kindred to be our information specialist,” Phoebe said. “You can restart the interviewing process for the communications position.”  

“I tell you, if you were not my sister, I wouldn’t do this shit,” Shannon said.  

Kindred stood as Shannon sat down. Phoebe rubbed her sister’s small shoulder and Shannon glared at her. 

“Don’t push it sis,” Shannon said. “You’re rubbing it in.”  

“I’m not rubbing it in,” Phoebe said. “I am rubbing your shoulder.”  

“Don’t rub my shoulder,” Shannon said.  

Phoebe stopped the rubbing. She stepped back with her palms raised as Josh guided Kindred to the green door. Phoebe thought this would be her time to exit too.  

“I still love you,” Shannon said. “Despite the way you do me.”  

“I love you too,” Phoebe turned to her sister. "Despite your banter and complaints, have more faith. Things will turn out alright.”  

“I have no faith when it comes to war,” Shannon said in a low voice. “We humans can do some harsh things when it comes to trying to win a battle.”  

“I know,” Phoebe said. “That’s why it’s good not to lose your head in a time of need. I need you on the boards because there is nobody else.”  

“I can understand, that,” Shannon simmered with hidden despair.   

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2-PORTS OF RACINE  
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Some people gave it the name Racine; but older inhabitants in the region called it Ports of Racine. Lion was one of those from the old school of pronunciation. He oversaw this region as governor.  

No rough man powers stretched here or seen as enemies of the state. 

Racine used to be under a migration of humans known as bandits. The present farmers from Farmland invaded Racine and ran out the bandits.   

The farmers changed everything.   

Their hatred for all things alien resulted in a war that spanned 60 years. It ended when a rough man, Maurice, blasted their regions with halfer strikes. This crippled their population and trade.  

It took over 10 years for the farmer communities to become viable as a trade partner again. When Lion took over the region over 20 years ago the farmers were expanding into new markets.  

Lion remembered his days as a marauding information specialist. He had decided to settle down and become governor. He was still a politician at heart, and he liked to remind others of this hidden side of himself.   

Lion admitted before the rough men left Earth over 18 years ago an alliance formed. The farmers kept the small island of Lawrence for trade and thus all hostilities ended.  

Lion was a medium-sized man with a dark complexion. His wooly hair was gray. His eyes were sharp and jittery. They reflected the intense, tense moments of the present.  

Lion sat in blue and green robes. White ties held the robe at his wrists, ankles, and waist. They kept it from flailing like a curtain.

His brown boots had green laces. He turned in the metal chair. It twisted and turned around the room of 4 communicators and 15 screens.  

Jeff was on duty as a communicator and has been doing this for 10 years. Ben, two years; Harold, five years. 

Ben was a young-looking boy with blonde hair and his blue eyes glided over a screen of blocked images.  

“Who would block our images?” Lion asked with disbelief.  

“Not Garvey or Page,” Pearl said, her voice trembling with uncertainty. “The blocked signal is coming from northern Han. It is Tristan. She’s finally flexing her muscles, as we predicted.”  

“Took her four years,” Jeff said in a low voice. “I’m surprised she lasted this long without starting a war.”  

“Looks like something is about to happen,” Harold said with fear in his voice. 

“There are troops all over the place, but nobody is firing a shot.”  

“Ploys,” Lion said. “Jeff, get me Law 1 and Law 2 operators on the screen, fast, before it is too late.”  

Alexis buzzed by Jeff as she was in the throes of passion. Her lover on the bottom said she should have turned off her phone. It was hard for her to ignore that irritating beeping.  

Alexis did not hear the message, a jumble of words by no one other than Jeff the communicator. 

She could not distinguish what his message was about because she was in the throes of passion.  

Andrew remained below her, spent sweating, and tired. Alexis dropped her long, brunette hair on his thin face. He laughed from the tickling pleasure of it.  

“What the hell is so funny?” Alexis asked as she rested on the bed next to him with her pale hand on his thin, hairy chest. “You’re hairy. You sure you’re not bo in disguise?”  

“Your hair was ticklish on my face, and I am human. No alien in this blood,” Alexis said.  

“Don’t worry,” Alexis said. “I wouldn’t turn you in if you were.”  

A light bell rang at her door. She cursed from all the interruptions with her rest and relaxation. 

She forced herself to slide a pink robe over her body. Whoever began to knock strong knocks.

It was very aggravating. She pulled the wooden door open and was expecting to curse someone up and down... 

Instead, it was Lion.   

He walked in with his hands behind his back and his mind in deep contemplation. He appeared to be a professor on his subject at hand. He stared at her as if she were in trouble.  

“Oh, it’s you,” Alexis stepped to the side.  

“You didn’t answer the phone,” Lion said with a strong tone.  

“You sent me a message? I did not get it. What is going on, Lion?” she asked, alarmed.  

“I need you and Andrew to get the Laws together. There may be trouble. We need to do our own maneuvers to show we mean business,” Lion said.  

Andrew walked into the small hallway with a blue and yellow robe on. Andrew nodded his head with a red face at Lion, who nodded his head back.  

“I need the Laws up and running by tomorrow,” he looked from one to another. “Does the lack of a response mean someone can do it?”

“We’ll see to it,” Alexis said, more subdued.  

“Next time check your messages,” Lion said before he left.  
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SOUTHERN HAN  
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Shawn-nok knew the day would come when he again had to gather his forces to fight the Hannibals. Shawn-nok, 55, gathered forces.  Twice to put down rebellions inside and outside the southern walls. This time, he thought it would be no different.  

Shawn-nok was a bo in power in a region heavy in fumans and humans. He knew he stayed in power because of his zeal for justice, regardless of their racial identity.

Shawn-nok, as a child bolaris, does not see the differences. But the similarities between inhabitants. He had to admit, his father instructed him well before he died in the first Han wars.  

At times Shawn-nok was lonely for Shawnee. A former companion died from radiation exposure through rocket leaks. He tried not to think about her. He had twin companions to contend with.

Mae-ton, who was 50 and still strong. to have another bolaris-child, which he was working. Ah, the work of it; and he smiled at the thought.  

Mae-ton’s bolaris-child was a beautiful girl of five years old named Sheton. Mae-ton got the name from her great grandmother who was human and lived in the old times of their domination.  

Then, there was Shewon, a twin of Mae-ton. Their appearance looked exact; except for Shewon’s thinner body frame. She won, according to the bo doctors was able to have babies, it did not happen yet.  

Shawn-nok worked on the situation as much as he could. 

He tried hard sex with some forms of extreme violence.  Soft sex, and little sex. Doctors became involved with their pills and dates of copulation.  

They   both    stopped in exhaustion, until Shewon did not want to try anymore. 

Shawn-nok    was     devastated    but followed her wishes. Mae-ton, in trying to help her sister get pregnant kept giving her days over to Shewon. Not knowing they were not used.  

Shawn-nok was more concerned about the looming war that was on the horizon. He sat with green robes and since bos did not believe in underwear the robes acted as a drape on his thin, hairy body. 

There were no ties on his clothes and neither did he wear boots but sandals to air his feet out. He thought bos would never wear average footwear.  

“I need an assessment of what is going on,” Shawnnok said. “I need that now.”  

Kimet, an info specialist, sat next to three communicators. She tore a paper run-off and gave it to Shawnnok. The south's governor looked at their defenses. They were weak.  

“How can we win a war with this?” Shawn-nok stood from the hard chair. “Four hundred and thirty-two air cars. Forty-four laser tanks. Three surface-to-air laser batteries. Four halfer missiles and two quarter missiles, plus twenty-eight-thousand ground troops...”  

Shawn-nok dropped his long, hairy hand to his side. The communicators and information specialists listened from their posts. They all sat in a cul-de-sac, like a halfmoon, and there were two levels of them. There were five communicators, and each communicator did a different job. 

There were also five specialists. Each gathered unique information that the others did not.  

“This is pathetic,” Shawn-nok said. “Is there a way we can beef this up?”  

Everybody remained silent. Shawn-nok turned from one to another, and then accepted the inevitable.  “I guess that’s the best you can do,” he sighed. 

“Prepare for maneuvers.”  

“Preparing for maneuvers,” Kimet said.  

Shewon felt instant fear in hearing of the looming war. The high state of alert pressed everyone into difficult pressures. She also felt guilty when she noticed Shawn-nok was home and desire rose in her for him. 

She felt selfish for wanting a b o to save her marriage while the region teetered on the brink of destruction.  

Shawn-nok must have felt her tension. He rubbed her shoulders as he passed her and patted her on the arm. She became emotional. 

She did not know such a reservoir of emotions was inside her. She hugged him and kissed him on the lips. Then she brushed his hair down with a coarse brush. This seemed to relax him.  

“I don’t want a strain between you and Mae-ton over special nights. I am putting an end to that now. We sink or swim without the added nights,” Shawn-nok said.  

“Agreed,” Shewon said.  

Shawn-nok walked into the curved area of the yellow and brown living room. Mae-ton was watching a large screen of troop movements across every border. She stood transfixed, frightful of what was to come.  

“Now the farmers are in it,” Mae-ton said. “The news reports said it was happening all over. Law 1 and Law 2 dispatched.”  

“What is Law 1 and Law 2s?” Shewon asked.  

“The strongest ships out there,” Shawnnok said. “Don’t worry, I know Lion, known him for years. He is more a politician than a tactician. He will not attack first. It’s not in his nature.”  

“Let’s hope his nature has not changed over the years,” Mae-ton said.  
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3-RADIO TOWER 
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Kim watched as the sun began to decline on the horizon. She felt the breeze on her face as the wind blew her red and yellow trimmed robes back. 

Kim allowed her short hair to grow past her shoulders. She took pride in her hair. Many times, she has seen combing, washing, or greasing it.  

She stood at a height of almost six feet. She wore white, high-heeled shoes which made her stand taller. She did not dress like this for nothing. She was going out on a dinner date with Arthur, sometimes called Old Arthur.   

Tyler, now 31, disapproved of his mother's relationship with Arthur. 

Kim did not care whether her son agreed with her decision to see Arthur. She only turned on the balcony and saw her son standing, watching her with stern eyes.  

“This is your fourth cigarette, mom,” Tyler said in disgust as his handsome face looked at her.  

“What are you, my father, or my son?” Kim replied. “Besides, we’ll all be dead when this war starts. Look at all that! Bombs ready to tear into buildings I helped design! I hate this place!”  

“Mom,” Tyler said in a soft voice. “Calm down. You will run your blood pressure up again. Have you been taking your pressure pills?”  

“What does it matter, Tyler?” Kim spoke with a harsh tone. “We’ll all be dead tomorrow. Look at the waters, filled with Law 1, Law 2! Air cars ready to use laser guided bombs to kill the babies! I hate war! You cannot blame this on the rough men. 

“They did not do this. This is all Tristan’s demented plan, and I cherish the day when she is dead!”  

Tyler looked with surprise at his mom. He had never seen such venom pour from her about any subject. Kim hurried from the balcony as a humanoid robot slid the partition open.  

“Did you buzz, ma’am?” a mechanical voice asked.  

“Clean up the balcony,” Kim demanded. 

A four-foot-high robot, silver and black, walked with bony legs and chrome arms. It made its way past Tyler, who followed his mom into her bedroom.  

“You’re going to see him again?” Tyler said with hidden anger.  

“Don’t start with me about Arthur,” Kim said in a softer voice. “He’s a nice man. He is an architect, like me, and he appreciates the craft. He’s single; had about four wives before me, but, who’s perfect?”  

“How many kids does he have?” Tyler asked. “With four wives, he could have...twenty kids.”  

“What does it matter?” Kim asked. “I’m not taking care of the brats. They are all grown. Most of them are your age now. Why are you worried?”  

“Because you are my mom,” Tyler said. “You are all I got. If anything were to happen to you. I don’t know...”  

Tyler turned from her to hide the coming tears. Kim turned from her round walled mirror and hugged his tall frame.  

“I will be alright,” she said. “I must die one day. You know I cannot live forever. Most likely you would outlive me. What will you do when I die? You must be able to go on without me when that time come.”

“I don’t know what I will do, mom,” Tyler wiped his teary eyes. “I try not to think about it.”  

“You should be thinking about it. You will be the man when I am gone. All these buildings will be part of yours,” Kim said.  

“Part mines? Who will be my partner?” Tyler asked.  

“Arthur will,” Kim said. “He’s a good businessman. He will not cut you out of any deals and his wealth expands beyond Radio Tower.  

“Do not worship me, son, honor me by taking care of the business I take care of, which is architecture. ‘Respect me but don’t worship me.’ Guess who said that a long time ago?”  

“I know,” Tyler said. “It’s in ‘The Rough Men Book of Quotes,’ Maurice said it.”  

Kim felt exhilaration hearing her son say the quotes. Tyler forced the quotes for her enjoyment. Tyler was fuman but distrusted everything in dealing with the ancients and the rough men.  

Shanday stayed on the 4th floor of Radio Tower, and she had been there for at least two days. 

She had been doing 16-hour shifts while Tyler did 8-hour shifts. Shanday felt a kind of mother/son connection to the young man. But many others suspected there was a physical attraction. 

They were close to the same age. She was only 20 and Tyler was older. 31 and many suspected physical attractions; but they were all wrong. because she had a secret attraction to women, which Tyler suspected and respected.  

Their tower was one mile toward the shore and had only three floors. There were computers on each floor and radio announcements. Announcements thundered about the coming war. 

Arthur stood in one of the rooms trying to convince Shanday to live in the tower until the tensions died down.  

Shanday was a broad woman with heavy shoulders. She remembered as a child of having problems with her weight. 

She used to be near 200 pounds; but she knew she was well beyond that now. She did not dare weigh herself. The truth could cause her to stop eating all together.  

She had a pretty face with brown eyes and smooth skin. Her dark hair combed and many in the region said she resembled the great Soon Gut.   

“I need you here more than ever,” Arthur said with strong conviction. “We have ample room here to live, food, whatever you need.  I need someone by my side in case this war goes the wrong way.” 

“I know,” Shanday said.

“You used to know, Tristan,” Arthur said. “Is she capable of plunging the world into a war that no one can win?”  

“I knew her five years ago,” Shanday paused. “We used to be lovers.”  

“Oh,” Arthur appeared shocked. “So, you knew her well.”   

“I knew her well enough to understand that she is being backed by an absent general,” she said, her voice trembling.

“You mean there is a hidden agenda here?” Arthur asked.  

“Yes, this is not the work of the Tri I know,” Shanday said.  

Shanday walked to an open area on the 2nd floor and let the wind blow her dark hair and blue, shiny dress. 

Her eyes scanned the skies. She saw air cars with bombs. Their wings were like a large eagle's. They roared from one place to another.             

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

HAN’S WESTERN BORDER  
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Luke and Sam flew together in a winged air car. They acted as air border patrols.  Watched things from afar.  Reported back to headquarters where Garvey and Page resided.   

To Sam the duty was a usual process; but Luke saw the process as a thrill ride. He was afraid of flying and Sam found a thrill in giving Luke too much information in air car battles.   

Sam was a heavy, stocky man with a light complexion and shaved head.  Luke was a thinner man with stubble on his face. With brown hair, and pale complexion. But he was not sure currently if he was pale because of his natural color, or the flying.  

“Yes, I’ll stop messing with you,” Sam laughed. “I like busting your bubble. These babies are replacing the old bubble flyers, as I call them. They are obsolete. These things can kick a jet plane’s ass.”  

“This doesn’t take any gas,” Luke admitted while glancing down the vast distance of hundreds of miles. “Is there another way I can see the border?”  

Sam sighed and pressed a button, and then he smiled at Luke’s nervous situation. Luke saw a small screen above him blink on, and he leaned back and relaxed a little.  

“Don’t get too relaxed over there,” Sam said. “Anything could happen at any time, anywhere, and we have but a few minutes to warn headquarters. 

“Spy eyes will not do. Garvey’s smart to come up with this idea. He does have a little of his dad in him, sometimes.”  

“Yeah, when he is not being a hot head,” Luke interjected.  

Sam laughed. Luke leaned forward and stared at the screen. He glanced through the bubble and saw the same thing.  

“She moved her quarter batteries forward about five miles within the last two hours,” Luke said. “Push that picture to Garvey so they can get a whiff of that.”  

“You got it. We have company,” Sam said.  

“Oh shit,” Luke peered through the bubble and watched the screen. “There are a bunch of them.”  

58 smaller air cars hovered around them. They painted green and black, colors of the north. 

They danced around the larger air car like bees to honey. Luke peered to his right in terror as a bolaris glared at him from his cockpit, and then waved.  

“Wave back man,” Sam nudged Luke. “Show your humanities.”  

Luke and Sam waved at the male bolaris, who smiled with razor teeth. His air car roared forward with the others. Luke took a deep breath when they were gone.  

“I thought we were dead,” Luke said finally.  

“Don’t you know how these things work? They check us out. We check them out. We stay in our borders, and they stay in theirs,” Sam said.  

“Are we still on the border?” Luke asked.   

“Guidance systems in the car, man. How did you get this job?” Sam sighed.  

“Page’s idea, I couldn’t turn a friend down,” Luke sighed.  

“You should have,” Sam said. “If you get nervous out here, you’re dead. We are the front line of defense. If anything were to kick off, we would be the first to know and the last to see how it ends.”  
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Slater missed the days of being a part time lover to Tristan and father to his guardian daughters, Lu and Mu. 

Slater used a wheelchair much of his life, before the rough men battles caused a wall to fall on him. Told by the best doctors he would never walk. He rose and sat on his own whim. These feats astonished the doctors, and he loved to do that.  

Slater’s wheelchair was the best in the region when it came to technology. It was heat–censored and could move on voice command and movements of his eyes or fingers.  

He wore a yellow robe with red ties so that the robe did not control any of the controls. He controlled a ten-floor building of computers and fax machines. It had the highest technology in the region.  

Slater was on the 7th floor when his black wheelchair arm beeped. He touched a nearby button and ordered them to speak. Tristan’s dark, stern face appeared on his small screen.  

“What information do you have on the megaton?” Tristan's voice carried a tone of impatience as she asked.  

“When I know you will know,” Slater replied.  

“You work on your sources for that mega and I will send you a call girl who will amaze you,” she said with a seductive tone.  

“I don’t need a professional. All I want is you. like old times,” Slater said.  “I am already taken,” Tristan said. “Can’t have dinner with old lovers.”  

Slater cursed under his breath.  

Ten miles near the eastern border Tristan pulled long, white papers from a computer panel. She stood among the hustle and bustle of communications. 

She wore a green gown-like robe with blue stripes. Her shoes were light blue with light strings that tied them together. She was not tall at all, and her hair curled as a black bun on her head.  

She sweated in the humidity.  With the weather forecasters predicting an unusual amount of humidity.  

Tristan was an acting governor, along with her daughters, Lu and Mu. Lu and Mu were twins. Different personalities were sometimes the only way for Tristan to tell them apart.  

Tristan knew she could not handle the governor's job alone. So, she persuaded Lu and Mu to take a third of the work. 

She was a small woman with a dark complexion. Her face was attractive and kind. But her high voice became off-key when irritated or uncomfortable.  

“These damn people,” she placed her hands on her hips. “They don’t listen to me. What can I do with you all?”  

Many of the workers glanced at their computers, then focused on their screens. Lu walked into the wide-open area and handed her mom a sheet of paper.  

“What’s this?” Tristan asked.  

“Update Battle Report,” Lu said.

“I must go near the Ozark Region, mom. I’ll be back in a couple of hours. I need to wind down and take a bath or shower, unclean in these clothes.”  

“Lu, I need you now more than ever. The world engulfed in fire with war and all you need is a bath or shower?” Tristan asked, alarmed.  

“I got to do this,” Lu said. “This is not negotiable. I’ll be back in a few hours.”  

“Where is your sister, Mu?” Tristan asked.   “In the lunchroom,” Lu said.   “She’s eating while I am dying here! Why give me this report? I do not know how to read this, love. What are these numbers, Lu?” Tristan asked.  

“I’m gone,” Lu said.  

“Shit!” Tristan dialed Mu’s number on her cell. “Mu, pick up the phone. I know you are there. I need you here. I have battle reports, and I don’t know how to read them!”  

Mu was not in the lunchroom as expected. She was on a floor below her mom in the passionate throes of lovemaking. 

They laid this way for some time in deep thought and pure smiles. Jason was a water master for five years. He started to bed Mu the first year of his tenure and the lovemaking had been hot ever since.   

Jason had his own ship in the 1st fleet. He did not desire any more ships to navigate the ocean. If they promoted him to the 2nd fleet with two ships, he would quit. He would then live his final life as a merchant, trading on the high seas.  

Another message beeped onto the message phone across the room. Jason’s blonde, long hair fell in cascades on the bed. She admired his body and mind. 

He did not seem to have a care in the world. Mu hoped he stayed that way.

“Your mom is busting your chops,” Jason said. “You think she knows we are together?”  

“She knows she’s not as dumb as she sounds,” Mu said in a calm tone.  

“I love my mom, but if she had a nagging, whining voice like that, I would leave,” Jason said with a careless tone.  

“Don’t talk about my mom like that,” Mu said. “She can be aggravating, but I love her. At least she is around. Not much I can say for old dad.”   

“Is it true your father is Maurice, the rough man?” Jason asked.  

“It’s true,” Mu said. “How I would like to go upside his head.”  

“What did he do?” Jason asked.  

“He had my mom turned around his finger, and then he killed my mom’s husband and son,” Mu said in a low voice. “If I ever see his ass again, I will make him pay, for her.”  

“I heard he will return to Earth one day, supposed to be at the end of time,” Jason said in a whisper.  

“If this is not the end of time, I don’t know what is,” Mu said.  

Mu had second thoughts in helping Tristan. She called her mom on the vidphone and watched as Tristan’s face vibrated into
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