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  Character Portraits



[image: A woman of Afro-Latina descent with cybernetic enhancements. She is wearing a yellow and green uniform and has glowing red robotic eyes.]
Nevada


[image: A woman of Japanese descent with computer visuals. She is wearing black and gray with neon white lights and is typing on a keyboard.]
Himari


[image: A purple combat robot with a yellow screen. The robot has folded arms with an extended spike.]
Sunshine


[image: An elderly African-American man with wide brim hat, and thick beard. He is wearing a blue jacket with green shirt.]
Atlas


[image: An Ethiopian man with sunglasses and a burnt sienna and dark blue shirt. He is wearing a watch on his arm and holding a glass of brandy.]
Kiros


[image: A tall red robot with a chainsaw arm.]
Hack-N-Slash


[image: A white male in his mid fifties in military uniform with fedora.]
Barry Maverock


[image: A Vietnamese assassin wearing a stealth suit colored black and with goggles. They are holding a knife.]
Con Báo


[image: A man of Slavic descent in his early twenties with red hoodie and sweatpants. He has a gay pride pin attached.]
Gale


[image: An Indigenous woman of Apsáalooké and Inuit descent. She is wearing a green dress with gold bands.]
Premier Higalik


[image: An elderly white woman with silver hair. She is wearing a blue outfit and has crossed arms.]
Premier Candy































  
  The Story


The following events depicted within NEVADA are of a complicated political future and is science fiction. Any stated opinions, language, or commentary offered by characters is not an endorsement of values or approved statement by the author. This is a content advisory. This book features depictions of gore, body horror, minor drug usage, sexual content, police brutality, attempted suicide, and death. Reader discretion is advised. 






  
  A Day In Court: I


The clang of a gavel called to order the rambunctious court that coalesced in a room. Murmured discussions filled the room with anxiety as the proceedings started. Tensions ran high among the denizens as a case of this magnitude hadn’t been called for some time. It was assumed by now, rehabilitation was complete. The double doors of the entrance, made with recycled palm wood, were opened wide and allowed entry. Two legal teams took their positions on the opposing ends of the court. With all the evidence reviewed, the time was nigh. The courtroom was arranged with all-wooden furnishing and calming blue walls that proposed rationality. 
At the front was a position where the judge sat, cloaked in a light green robe. He was an older man of Indian descent with tanned skin and wore a covering on his head. He was flanked by the sitting members of the Central Committee, who sat slightly behind him. An old woman with silver hair and light green dignitary clothing was ushered in, as additional members took their place. Once all sat down, cameras throughout the venue turned on. She gave an open hand that caught all attention. 

[image: The picture is a flag with blue, green, and white stripes with gears and wheat in the center.]

Hoisted above the people in the room was a green, yellow, and blue flag with white stripes. In the center, there was a blue core that counted stars, and a single stalk of maize. The flag of the Solar States was acknowledged with a simple nod by the audience. A country built from the ashes of two violent civil wars, the old order decayed, and a new destiny was born. The grand experiment of a socialist nation, once considered laughable, was now the way of the world, in most places anyway. Though war had shaped this new beginning, most of the world achieved their ends through more peaceful resolutions. Where the governments of old failed, the people came together and improved lives.
On behalf of the state authority for the case, was a woman who led the team. Her name was Nevada Vasquez. At thirty-five, Nevada was well experienced in the court of law. She stood at 5’11 and commanded attention as her dark green dress complimented her team’s similar apparel. She had dark brown skin and brown eyes filled with hope. Like all Sun Children, Nevada was raised with intricate knowledge on political theory ranging from the works of Walter Rodney to Anuradha Ghandy. She led a small, dedicated team that held jurisdiction in the state of New York. 
Processing cases of crimes against humanity in the Solar States was par for the course for decades because of the Corpo Wars, even in the present of 2090. Nevada knew that her job had a moratorium attached, and she was glad for it. The Solar States had long embraced prison abolition with the adoption of dramatic changes in the legal system and the proliferation of mental health services throughout the country. This, however, gave the sobering reminder that almost all court cases now directly were involved with handling violent crime, and this sentencing for justice remained.
After a moment of silence for the fallen comrades of the Second Corpo War, Nevada was given clearance to open the proceedings. She took a deep breath as she felt cameras livestreaming the event and the eyes of the tribunal. Nevada had long practiced her speech down to the cadence itself. She was confident and approached the bench. Nevada met the eyes of the Central Committee and received the nod that their attention was grabbed.
“The great Soviet Marshal Zhukov once said, “We have liberated Europe from fascism, but they will never forgive us for it.” That message applies here. We have done everything in our power to make the lives better for our citizens and yet… We have to deal with the consequences of such tragic war in both body and mind,” Nevada opened.
“I wanted to believe that all of us were able to change and that rehabilitation was possible. This is what our founders wanted as well. In my years’ worth of investigations, however, I, Nevada Vasquez, Assistant District Attorney of the state of New York, present a human rights violation trial. My team and I represent the Central Committee and their ideals for the trial. We formally prosecute Bunko Phillips, nicknamed “The Caretaker” during the Second Corpo War for crimes against humanity. There is a laundry list of crimes that were recently paired to the defendant,” Nevada paused. She was given a nod by the judge to continue. 
“Your Honor, the defendant is one-hundred-and-five years old. You know how long that is? He’s lived a long life, and he chose to gloat over us in his arrogance that he could get away from his crimes. He took the chrome and sat back, expecting an easy life. Justice has no expiration date. Regardless of if the United States is in the dustbin of history, we must have due process. Given the severity of crimes, including a mass grave excavated by forensic anthropologists in 2061, I propose we make an example.”
“We will naturally defer to what the judge and jury ultimately decide, but once we show the evidence, you will understand why we seek the biggest punishment suitable within the confines of our nation,” Nevada commented. She let the words hang before the audience. 
Nevada and the rest of the legal team sat in silence as a robot walked out with a briefcase holding a decrepit USB carefully wrapped in cloth. Parts of its hosted metal was rusted as it was partially waterlogged and painstakingly dried. The USB held collected evidence that would have been forwarded to Union Global authorities to verify liquidated areas. Laptops and other personal computers were antiquated technology, but these were the only ones that could reveal the documentation. An archaic file structure appeared on a projector as the subsequent laptop was used to insert the stick. The rest of the legal team interceded when necessary to answer questions. Nevada’s biggest concern was getting a warrant to secure evidence, but between the paralegals and detectives, they made a cohesive team. As the court remained in silence, the lights started to dim.
A few members strained their eyes as the shaky resolution of the recorded footage hardly met modern standards. The footage was shown vertically and displayed civilians that refused to point out Sunspot locations. They were lined up on the street by armed soldiers and ran over with a bulldozer. Their crushed screams and harsh cracks of the corpses laid in the eyes of the court. Nevada had already seen the clips twice. The next clip was a reel of people being burned with flamethrowers. While the footage was nauseating, the callous nature of placing a caption of “Burn Baby Burn!” over it with emojis was inherent dehumanization. 
“Stop the tape. I’ve seen enough. Can you please tell the court the context in which these recordings were found?” the judge asked as the room started to adjust once more. Nevada and most of the attendees at the trial found it difficult to contain their disgust.
“This sick fuck—Apologies, your honor. This individual not only kept these records of these heinous incidents that should have been archived and reviewed by the Central Committee, but he clearly found personal value in them. These were found in a search of the home,” Nevada explained. Her eyes drifted to the court stenographer and sketch artist sitting at another table steadily working. The former was a robot of a higher grade that was able to match cadences with the utmost precision. 
The defendant’s attorney interrupted. He was a balding man in an aged suit that was gray, flanked by his own gaggle of assistants. While dedicated to the revolution, he took pride in his craft as all required representation, regardless of how reprehensible they were. For Nevada, it was nothing personal, but she couldn’t bring herself to accept such a task. Nevada’s distaste for the defense attorney role was evident in her own body language. She long associated them with those willing to be the absolute scum of the earth as they were used to finding every loophole to get their clients off in the past, but this case was airtight. Though Nevada was irritated by the outburst of her opponent’s heavy cough, she kept quiet as the judge facilitated the response.
“Aside from the unprofessional ad hominem befitting the demeanor of a simple student, the search is considered a violation of privacy rights. The record, regardless of its contents, is the property of the individual. This should not stand as relevant for this factor of the case,” her adversary mentioned. 
“The prosecution may respond when ready to this claim,” the judge commented.
“What the defense fails to realize is that the condition of the USB is from the resulting mess of a house fire. I don’t have the records to determine if it was arson, but a fire extraction team suppressed the spread and took out all dangerous items. A Bronze-Class robot scanned the structure and confirmed that the integrity of the structure was likely to collapse and spread damages. Consent is implied in the case of search and rescue operations,” Nevada commented.
The defendant’s attorney crossed his arms. It was clear that he found himself in a bind. He could feel the ire of Nevada and the others as he was a private attorney. Nevada’s work was tied to the government and operated as a public prosecutor, specifically, in the processing of criminal cases. While the private attorney went to refute some of the earlier points and provide the alibi, his client decided to enter on his own behalf. He stood up and got the attention of the others.
“I did it all for the company, and I wouldn’t lose an ounce of sleep over it. I was a great asset, and it was a good season. Nothing you do can bring them back,” the man said in the silence of the courtroom. 
The sound of his mechanical lungs and a rebreather augmented his breathing with white smoke emanating from the mouth. The defense attorney was beside himself as his client clearly admitted guilt and the case was all but lost. He supplied a look of anger and confusion, however, as his subject removed his breathing apparatus. He got on top of the table and started to sing the Star-Spangled Banner. Nevada and the others on her team held a confused expression.
“Oh... say... can you... see...!” Bunko declared, as there was general confusion among them. Nevada wondered if the man was trying to go for an insanity plea for something so ludicrous. It was obvious to her that the man clearly held zero remorse for the pain inflicted on others.
“What?! Clearly this is contempt of court!” Nevada commented as she watched the judge summon a guardian robot to hold the man into place. 
Nevada was woefully unaware of the Star-Spangled Banner, aside from what little she remembered falling asleep in history class. While the younger members of her team were additionally confused, a few elderly witnesses in the stand stayed quiet in horror. It was clear that the Second Corpo War memories remained. Every day before a bombing run with drones, Union Global would reinforce their authority with the national anthem. The CEO of Omnitech accompanied this with an automated message demanding the surrender of the rebels.
The calling card for loyalists that still craved the old regime, even now, put a sordid feeling on things. The security robot pulsed a non-lethal shock to the man as he fell with a slight twitch. A bit of drool came up out of his mouth as the panic started to settle. Nevada wanted to go ahead immediately with sentencing, but there was still plenty of paperwork to be filed. Bunko was apprehended and dragged out like the bag of bones he was. Due to his age, he would be lodged with family until the proper sentencing. Though the judge had already considered the case closed, procedure was everything. 
“Tomorrow, as you know is Founding Day. This is a holiday approved by all sitting Nations, so we will suspend the trial and official sentencing until Monday. Final witnesses will come next session as well to provide testimony for record purposes,” the judge concluded.
With the court in recess, Nevada quickly made her exit. She would brief the rest of her team in an email regarding the plans, and she had one last ace up her sleeve. Her grandfather, Atlas. Atlas was currently in the hospital on account of heart troubles, but Nevada vowed for his participation as he lived in the same state at the time of these atrocities. A verified human record could make all the difference and convince other survivors that remained to archive their stories as well.






  
  Chrome Hearts


Nevada left the courthouse with little delay as she reached her ride. Though she normally took the rail to work, she was running late that morning and took her suncycle. Every development and locality within the Solar States operated with a reasonable reach of a high-speed bullet-train interconnected railway system. With the fastest speeds reaching over 380 miles per hour, long trips by train were trivial. Cross-country ventures that would take two or three days could be resolved as little as six hours. Personal vehicles like cars and their associated infrastructure had been long out of practice, with many being scrapped over the decades for their components to assist in rebuilding efforts after the war. 
Suncycles were part of a mechanic subculture that modified motorcycles and mopeds of earlier eras to be powered with electricity. Nevada’s was a teal color that had a charming horn for those that passed by. Little vehicles were considered permissible and were non-intrusive to pedestrian travel. Nevada started her vehicle but was frozen on what she wanted to listen to. As a rule, she often didn’t change stations when on the drive so as to remain not distracted.
“Let’s see the radio... We’ve got afrobeats, always good, but I need something a bit higher energy,” Nevada commented to herself.
“Vaporwave... Closer, but still too bleh.” 
Nevada settled on an oldies station, listening to the best tunes from 2000 to 2050. With such a wide range, she was surprised to find that she was able to find some more obscure picks, including rap that her grandpa listened to. Radio stations around the Solar States were localized, like most things, depending on the feel. Between tracks, she heard multiple open channels of people communicating to one another as they compared films by playing around with a resurrected DVD player. The return of physical media was championed for years following the outright collapse of streaming services and their predatory models. Nevada drove past a group of people on her commute. She gave a gentle wave to some fruit purveyors that always tried to get her to try their blueberries, but she didn’t have the heart to tell them about her allergy. Open markets in the city were common as people found immense pride in their work. Community gardens freely distributed food in bins for those that wanted it, with the real prize being social currency. Everyone on the block wanted to be the ones to have the best of the best. 
Her vehicle projected a small path after being prompted for directions. Nevada’s destination was the city hospital, a humble but important structure within her section of New York. New York been had transformed a great deal over the decades leading into 2090. Cities and high concentration areas were powered with nuclear energy, while wind and solar were more prevalent in neighborhoods and other communities further out. Soundproofed apartments with modern amenities were standard issue, which allowed those who slept to be undisturbed by nightlife and various projects. With no enormous parking lots and congested streets with car traffic, more things to do were out on the common floor. A line of trees flanked walking areas to reduce temperatures and provide natural shade. She passed multiple cyclists on their own bikes.  
Gardens and playgrounds gave space for the community to engage with one another, along with food courts and specialty stores. Access lanes and space for those with disabilities were accounted for in every aspect. Live performances in song, dance, and acting were center stage on the streets with more time dedicated to mastering the arts. All activities were a fun time to be had, but Nevada remembered her mission. There were multiple hospitals in the same area, but she was going towards an elder care specialty facility. Parking was easy, as she took a small spot underneath a tree that was out of the way of others. The Solar States’ ethos for crime and its treatment made common fears such as theft virtually non-existent, and the people communicated their problems out. A strong civil sphere was encouraged as people looked out for one another and this movement was reinforced through clubs and education.
Nevada was a routine visitor to this place, having been present for volunteering as a young girl. She entered the lobby, which had calming dual artificial waterfalls with lighting tailored for sensitive eyes. A lone assistant stood by the desk as the automatic doors revealed some of the sunlight of the late afternoon. This hospital was immaculate and featured an assortment of lush greens and blue color scheme that was pleasurable to the eye. Various signs detailing directions were made with glossy, rounded surfaces that captured the eye. The waiting room featured bamboo mats that one could fold their legs and sit on. The lights slowly shifted in color to match the time of day and tracked the movement of the sun. Out of the speakers present in the room, the sound of smooth jazz and funk filled the air. 
The receptionist wore a green toga made with upcycled cotton and donned thick glasses on his face. She walked over to the desk and noticed that the receptionist was busy with something. His eyes glowed with a yellow hue on them as she made his way to the desk. She assumed it had to do with hospital affairs, but that was far from the truth. The man laughed as he was watching videos on the job. Once her patience was up, she lowered her head to address him. The man’s eye color returned to a normal green as he turned to address the visitor before him.
“I’m here to see Atlas Carter. My grandfather, he’s in for a heart attack,” Nevada got the attention of the absentminded receptionist.
“My apologies mam. Do you have any identification?” the man inquired as he was slightly flustered.
“I was here yesterday. We’ve had this conversation already, but here.” Nevada withdrew an ID card from her pocket. She slid it on the desk and watched as the man grabbed it with his hand.
“Don’t be too mad at me, it’s just standard procedure. Ah yes, Nevada Vasquez. Date of birth, 3/10/2055. Oh, look at that, we share a birthday. Social Security number... Oh! It seems you were born at our sister facility. My apologies, we should’ve had that link on file. I’ll make the connection now for future visits,” the man said nervously. 
Nevada watched as he pressed his finger to his temple and his eyes glowed yellow once more. The receptionist scanned Nevada’s information through his eyes, and a digital record was printed on a nearby computer. Nevada turned her head and saw the computer transcribe the information that came from the receptionist’s desk. Her face was tired as the stress of Atlas’ condition weighed on her heavily and retracted from her work schedule. 
“So, can I see him now or what? I have things to do,” Nevada asked, as the receptionist was clearly in a hurry to get back to his leisure.
“I’ll call and inform Dr. Unagi that you’re coming,” the man said as he sent a message through his temple.
Nevada walked through the hallway and was visited quickly by a sphere-shaped guide robot that rolled on the ground. It was a white color and had a singular camera that focused as its main eye. She recognized this one as a Bronze-Class robot due to its status indicator embedded in its chest. As Nevada was verified by the system, it let out a jovial electric tune and located Atlas’ room. It projected a holographic map of the hospital that Nevada dismissed with a wave of her hand. Nevada found robots useful for utility or for administrative tasks but just couldn’t see herself with them in any other capacity. They were more irritating than helpful in most respects. She stumbled past the door and turned back to find the room Atlas stayed in. Her travel took her to the third floor of the elevator. She stood in front of the door as it slid open, and she quietly entered. Atlas was already attended by both the doctor and an accompanying robot.
“Atlas, it seems you have a visitor. Can you get up for me?” Dr. Unagi questioned as he looked over him. The man frowned as Atlas remained unresponsive. Dr. Unagi was an exceptionally skilled surgeon and cybernetics expert for general patients. He was an older man of Japanese background in his late sixties and highly respected internationally for his large volume of published research.
“If you would, please equip this PPE before stepping any closer.” Dr. Unagi instructed as he handed Nevada a mask. She did as she was requested and stepped closer. 
“Last I checked, he’s been quiet for a while. His vitals are complex to put it lightly. Though, there was a complication. We were able to treat the blockage in time, but the damage is simply too much,” Dr. Unagi mentioned bluntly to Nevada.
“What does that mean, exactly?” Nevada questioned as her eyes turned over to the motionless Atlas.
“Well, what I mean to say is that Atlas is nearly ninety-four years old. Unless we do something drastic, it’s likely he’s going to die.”
“Is there anything we can do?!”
“What do you want to do? Assessing Atlas’ condition has been an interesting endeavor. You mean to tell me he reached his age completely natural with the life he’s lived? No cyberware of any kind? Remarkable given his history, but the damage I mentioned, at this rate, I think he’s beyond organ replacement. Unless you decide to move forward with cybernetic surgery, it’s likely he won’t make the week.”
“He looks incredibly healthy. I’m a bit confused; he almost seems rejuvenated despite being bedridden,” Nevada commented.
“Oh, I should explain. It’s a hardware problem, not a software problem when it comes to your grandfather. Our earlier attempts to treat Atlas required the use of embryonic stem cell tissue to generate preparations and repair his body, and we also gave him a dosage of this,” Dr. Unagi mentioned as he held a vial of enhanced rapamycin1. 
“Have you ever heard of rapamycin? Well, combined with our current treatments, your grandfather is significantly younger, at least on a biological level. A byproduct of our regenerative technologies seems to show noticeable signs of permanent de-aging among the elderly population, particularly in the face. You may have noticed Premier Candy, among other seniors, looking much younger than their age would imply. A trade secret,” Dr. Unagi explained. 
“Our entire family, except for my parents, are Naturals as they work for the government. Grandpa grew up in life before The Corpo Wars. His generation always distrusted that kind of thing. He’s tough as hell and was big on exercise. It gets you a lot, but I understand we have limits. I’ll do anything I can to keep him around. Fix him, I’m his primary guardian and hold power of attorney,” Nevada stated as she grabbed the man’s attention. 
It was a tough choice to make for her, on both moral and ethical grounds, but it was one that she felt was necessary. Nevada loved her grandfather immensely and wasn’t ready to let go just yet. Legally, she was in the clear. Atlas lacked any forms signed or band present to not revive him and figured that would absolve her of any guilt. She also selfishly needed him alive for testimony in the case.
Nevada’s family, among many people that inhabited The Solar States, often considered themselves Naturals. Naturals were those who disavowed cybernetic enhancements for various reasons, the most political one with the weariness of government oversight that remained as a constant fear in the wrath of The Corpo Wars. As Dr. Unagi continued to speak to Nevada, she brought out a cell phone from her pocket and used her finger to trace her words to keep notes for later. While most correspondence could now be done through an implant that only needed thought, Nevada still carried a cell phone for contact needs. The two biggest worries of housing and healthcare were provided by the state and sufficiently guaranteed under legislation for all, so Atlas could stay as long as he needed until he was fully healed.
The man prompted his robotic assistant to optimize the best plan of action based on the terms Nevada decided. Nevada was far from an unemotional person, but she was prepared for a long time for the possibility that she’d be the one to handle the affairs of her grandfather. Nevada’s parents held little time for their father and father-in-law, and the burden of responsibility came to her. She sensed there was a latent sense of hostility between the parties, but she couldn’t understand why. Nevada was devoted to her grandfather as he raised her, and now, she felt it was time to pay it forward.
“Ah. I see, you’ve picked The Platinum Stabilizer. It houses active nanobots that build and optimize tissue recovery. This is a fantastic choice, and if it holds well, Atlas could live for quite some time,” the robot stated through an internal speaker in its unit. The robot scanned Nevada’s mood and matched its facial expression to show solidarity.
With the new standards in health, robotics, and advancements in cybernetic surgery, the human lifespan could now reach up to one-hundred-and-twenty years comfortably. Once considered a project by the upper crust of society to maintain an eternal hold on power, the revolution had brought such advancements for the benefit of the people. The ethos behind moving past the dark era of implant technologies provided dignity to the elderly and infirm. Augmentation was not demonized, and advancements were made in mind to build quality of life, such as the elimination of chronic illnesses. Nevada didn’t anticipate living that long, but the idea that life didn’t have to stop because you were old spoke to her greatly. Her thoughts were stopped by Dr. Unagai’s comments.
“Well, with the consent form signed and the paperwork, we can begin surgery shortly and have you both out in a few hours. The nanobots do incredible work,” Dr. Unagi mentioned. 


1.
       Rapamycin is a compound used in cardiovascular technologies to reduce narrowing of blood vessels. It has also been found to be helpful in geroscience research as it inhibits mTOR, a component of the aging process, to noticeable degrees.
    






  
  Founding Day


After Atlas’ turmoil and subsequent recovery at the hospital, the old man was cleared to return home. His recovery in just a few hours astounded Nevada, and there was a clear surrender of her personal convictions, but her joy at seeing her grandfather back in good spirits trumped everything. Nevada had the day off as it was a federal holiday, and the case had to be put on pause for the time being. Due to her position, Nevada worked more often than her contemporaries who’ve had longer time off. Work in The Solar States, and the rest of the world, was far slower paced. There were no more corporate deadlines or profit margins to reach by a quarter, as endless growth was instead replaced with stable production. 
Nevada maintained an apartment of her own in what was Old Manhattan, but as Atlas’ primary caretaker, she often found herself staying much longer in the old man’s home. Atlas lived in an old New Jersey suburb that was converted to a communal farm. The isolated cul-de-sacs of the late twentieth century were now turned into collective farms that were shared with the entire neighborhood. Food production within the Solar States was regionally dependent, with different communities growing what served best for their citizens as opposed to monocrops dictated by market demands. 
Trading spaces often at the hub of rail stops were where plenty of products made their way. The shopping malls and Americana of old were replaced with community centers focused on mutual aid and produce exchange. Natural grasses grown by seed banks were maintained by both human and robotic hands. On a small charging pad, not far from the property, was a quadrupedal spider-bot that was sent outside to work the farm. Biomimicry for robotic designs was prioritized as quadrupedal bots took on the shapes of spiders and insects to serve as artificial pollinators or pest control. 
Inside was an arrangement of knickknacks and defunct technology that was in various stages of repurpose. The walls of Atlas’ home were aligned with multiple photos of Nevada and the family at various stages. A small node close to the door welcomed their arrival. New homes in The Solar States came with a housing AI that managed various functions to the needs of their citizens. Atlas managed to retrofit one of these into what remained of the home’s boiler room through wires and careful routing throughout the home. 
Nevada looked around and quickly made her way to the kitchen but went to the sink to wash her hands. Nevada pressed a button, and the sink adjusted the temperature to her presence and chose an absolutely scalding one that she preferred. The kitchen was an amalgamation of the past and present. Nevada could see modern flooring, but old marble countertops and a practically ancient electric stove compared to the features of later units. 
“You know, our home has a lot of history. My uncle bought the place originally back in the 2000s and after he died in The First Corpo War, I had to fix the place up all myself. Fun times coming to this neighborhood as a boy,” Atlas mentioned as he examined an unusual stain on a nearby wall.
“Your uncle died in The First War?! I don’t remember the family ever bringing that one up,” Nevada asked.
“Of a heart attack, I’m afraid. Ironic, isn’t it?” Atlas said, as he could see his granddaughter’s irritation and laughed harder.
“While you get comfortable, I need to check some things.” Atlas moved past Nevada in the kitchen and held up his finger to a projection that displayed on a nearby wall. He pursed through a number of charts and scientific tables as he used his hand to magnify the size for his eyes. Atlas used this to keep track of the moisture levels and livelihood of the plants on his farm that were present on the sides and backyard of the home. 
“The house looks clean. Cleaner than I do it,” Nevada commented as she admired the countertop’s sheen. She quickly shed her workwear and relaxed in a simple white tank top. She went to the fridge and looked inside for something to drink. 
“Welcome back, Nevada Vasquez. I saw you were running low on orange juice, freshly squeezed, with low pulp. Shall I make an order for pick up? There are two suppliers coming within our area in the next hour,” the fridge asked. Nevada took the carton and gulped the entire thing in one go. That was enough of an answer for the fridge to do so on her behalf.
“Yeah, I had the robot boy clean up while I was at the hospital. They’re desperate for work, so I gave them a task,” Atlas chuckled.
Nevada grumbled; she mostly held a begrudging tolerance of machine kind that differed from the old man. For Atlas, robots to do everything was a dream come true. Many of his friends who have long since passed, worked blue-collar jobs that burnt them down to the bone. Automation just wasn’t used to boost productivity, but also to alleviate the tedium that came with labor and its lack of meaning to the individual. Atlas stretched his arms and looked to his rocking chair after he washed his hands.
“So, how’d it go?” Atlas asked as he creaked in his rocking chair. Nevada raised an eyebrow at her grandfather’s remark.
“How’d what go? The man surprisingly came clean about everything he did, but I’ll still need your testimony for documentation purposes,” Nevada asked.
“Yes, I already agreed I’d go. You always focus on work; I was asking about your date last week. That Mark fellow, was it?”
“You’ve been in the hospital how long and you wanted to know about that? It didn’t last long, he made fun of me for having a cell phone, so I know we were already incompatible. I also got floofed by my two gym crushes too, so we’re at stage zero.” Nevada opened a bottle of seltzer water. She had some deep-seated insecurities regarding relationships and her ties to her culture as a Natural. She didn’t want to look like a stick in the mud with the public, but she stood by her principles. Her life was better applied to what she found more value in, her hobbies and work.
“Ah. For as much as our glorious state tells us about toleration of others, Naturals like us seem to be the exception. We’re seen as weird. Well, good on you for standing up for yourself. Pardon me, floofed?” Atlas asked as he took a sip of the seltzer. He stuck his tongue out in disgust as he forgot the beverage was carbonated.
“The intern at my job was saying it, it’s catchy. I think your generation said ghosted, it has a similar meaning.”
Atlas clapped twice for a sleek projector to exit from the top of their ceiling. A small camera that brought up the screen opened and projected a 3-D rendering of the ongoing proceedings at the capital. The vision was nearly lifelike as the hologram accounted for the space of people in the room. It was as if Nevada and Atlas were in the same space as those around them, with only a slight distortion as people phased through them. Atlas pulled up a beanbag chair for Nevada to sit in and grinned as he watched her slowly sink into it. It was a nostalgic feeling as he remembered doing this years ago, going through her Historical Media class in her high school days, and watching all his favorites that stood the test of time.
“It’s the fiftieth anniversary of the victory today. I made sure to finish all our tasks for the community center last week before my little visit,” Atlas recalled. 
Atlas and Nevada focused on the crowd and slowly raised their hands to raise the volume. Nevada had only known one representative leader her entire life, Premier Candy. She watched the television display the elderly woman as she waved to the people. Candy was a silver-haired, brown-eyed woman who exuded life as she spoke as a seventy-nine-year-old loved by millions.
“Hello all. After fifty years of service to the nation, the rumors are true. This will be my last day as the Premier. To the joy of some, or sorrow of others, we have endured so much. First, I must thank the Cheyenne Nation, the current Kansas representatives, for hosting this event at our capital. After the defeat of Union Global and Omnitech, the Sunspots came to an obvious conclusion. To wipe the slate clean, who better to build our new nation than the original inhabitants with a simple right that had been indefinitely deferred? I will ask you all to stand firm and applaud in thanks,” Candy mentioned. 
“Premier Candy is finally retiring? She looks so tired,” Nevada questioned.
“Yes, she’s been fielding a successor. The new Premier is actually one of the original founder’s granddaughters. They say it’s a rumor, but the signs are all there,” Atlas mentioned. 
In one of the biggest crowds ever, Premier Candy was stunned to see so many faces attend Founding Day. Premier Candy was flanked by the Central Committee and, more importantly, on the stage, representing all fifty states were the current Indigenous administrators. In the first year of the country, a dual government system was established. Commonly known as The Rule of Two, The Central Committee had wisely utilized the resources and experience gained from the collapse of the Corpo Wars to handle intensive and specialized industries such as public transit, distribution of medical aid, nuclear power, and other services. 
The Committee was also responsible for representing the Solar States on the global stage via the Premier, but that is where their reach ended. Despite borrowing Soviet terminology, the implementation couldn’t be more different. They made no laws that imposed on others. This separation of powers was crucial, as The Solar States emphasized a decentralized approach for day-to-day administration and control of the country as part of an immortalized Land Back Initiative. Indigenous constitutions, with leadership from the Tribes themselves, gave the foundation for the laws that citizens followed in their lives and could not be infringed on. The people were encouraged to find their own solutions to build their respective communities. When the dust settled after the war, and Candy addressed this vision of land restitution to the masses, it was not an easy sell at first. Some thought it to be a forced exodus to lands that would be uncaring to their plight, but that was simple white projection. Once the clapping ceased, Candy continued with her speech. One from the heart, she summarized their short yet brutal history. 
“We have gone through times of great beauty and that of great sacrifice. Many have asked what was the success of our nation against all odds? It was our blood, the sacrifice to destroy and dismantle the capitalist mode of production, to root out its thinking at the source, and build something better. Omnitech poisoned our minds and withered our souls with ruthless precision and their algorithms designed to profit from human suffering, Union Global worked us as slaves for profit, fed us slop that sterilized us, experimented on us without consent, and told us to accept that this way would be the only way. If you wish to see the fate of the corpocracy, simply go to a museum,” Premier Candy stated.1
While another wave of applause started, Candy lifted her hand to silence it. The public was in anticipation of the new Premier, with many eyes and cameras pointed towards Higalik as the would-be successor. Everything seemed to line up for her nomination, between qualifications and the sentiment as expressed by Candy herself, appropriately decolonizing the last vestiges of power as Higalik would represent the nation abroad. Of Apsáalooke and Inuit descent, she met the expectations that the new society would bring. For just a moment, Higalik was seen with a scowl on her face as she heard Candy’s words, but quickly returned to a neutral expression. 
Higalik was viewed as promising with new reforms in the minds of the people, but butted heads with the expectant cabinet. Higalik herself emitted an imposing sense of power and a patient expression. Her vibrant forest green dress was accompanied by bronze bracelets on her wrists. Her skin was a medium brown color. On Higalik’s person was a small robot that occupied her left shoulder. Not much bigger than a few inches, robots such as these were worn due to their properties of carrying languages, both to serve as a speaking aid for the infirm and to record. A significant part of the country’s messaging and policy went into decolonization, where the documentation and proliferation of Indigenous languages were the utmost priority.
Higalik crunched her fingers together as she realized that her expression was likely caught on film and was going to be the subject of much discussion among political junkies. Candy had the hearts and undisputed loyalty of millions, and her record mostly spoke for itself. Among a few, there was a secret that boiled into resentment. Though she outlived most of her critics, Candy had been accused of being involved in the premature death of the Sunspot co-founder in an attempt to seize power. To many, it seemed like a baseless smear and a rumor that would have been over fifty years ago, but for a few that knew deeper, they wondered how much of it was really a lie. Among these few were Higalik, who resented the woman from birth.
“With all this in mind, the world and we are certainly not perfect. There are things that need to change, and an old windbag like me knows that better than anyone else. Until she decides to no longer be your new Premier, I would like to welcome Premier Higalik, granddaughter of my dear friend. Nobody else would be better suited for the position.” Candy stepped off the podium. The rotation was seamless as all eyes were pinned on the new leader.
“While Premier Candy delivered a powerful summation of the past, I would like to talk some about our future and some of the bold new ideas that we will be addressing. I, too, must also give thanks first for our gracious hosts.” Higalik answered. 
She gave the second portion of her speech in Tsêhésenêstsestôtse2, assisted by her robotic companion that graced her shoulder. Higalik had a mastery of about three languages, aside from English, but still struggled and recalled to her bot for occasional direct translations and filler words. These robots were invaluable for translating on the fly and were owned by many.
“I would also like to thank a group that we often neglect at times. Our Machine Men, the robots of this country that have given their all. Among those who remember, there was a terrible plague post-war, and like most epidemics, had affected our communities in some of the most drastic ways. Before we had built our grid and our railways that ensured people received care, we lived in squalor of post-war ruins filled with disease and rotting corpses. It was the service bots that put down the machine guns and took the bold move into medicine because they felt indebted to our survival. They proved to us that they were different from their corporate masters, out of genuine belief of making a better future. They worked tirelessly to synthesize a cure, and it healed our sickness. These things are not forgotten, and I believe it means they do have souls,” Premier Higalik commented. 
“To conclude, I see our nation going through big changes. I am going to facilitate the country’s reopening. The time for recovery has passed and we are a thriving community. Now, it is our responsibility to help the world where we can. This is key to our socialist roots, and I will continue and eventually exceed the ambitious work that Candy started before The Great Closing,” Premier Higalik stated.
Nevada and her grandfather had conflicting perspectives regarding the government structure. For nearly half his life, Atlas was used to the rotation of leaders based on terms and elections, rigged or otherwise. The Solar States often used direct democracy to initiate public policy, save for the choice of Premier which was an appointed position. The idea of the Premier as Candy envisioned it was for the leader to grow with the world they are placed into, and to provide the necessary time to prune a worthy successor over a long period. Atlas recalled to Nevada that prior to the country’s founding, the President swapped every four years in a continuous cycle between what was labeled “left” and “right” wing, or more accurately, right and less-right. Community engagement in the form of mayors or city commission leaders were elected by a group majority and all could vote, starting from the age of eighteen. 
“I was there, you know, the first time. The first time we all agreed to give this a go,” Atlas commented.
Nevada saw that the stream changed to show older archival footage. Nevada noticed that true to his word, Atlas was indeed present. He was much younger, with a salt and pepper beard, and bags under his eyes. The tired man contrasted heavily with the jovial one she grew up under. Nevada watched the room shift perspective as the sounds of angry mobs started to enter the vicinity from their speakers.
“I’m from the suburbs, but I’ve been to the city plenty as a kid. There used to be high skyscrapers, smog, and trash everywhere. There were so many people. Now as far as I can see, there’s so much green. Such a lush and wonderful place we’ve left behind for you all. I feel everything was truly worth it,” Atlas commented.
It was Solar State tradition every anniversary of the victory to remind the people of the things they fought for, the resounding death of the corpocracy and to eliminate capitalism as it stood in the way of progress. Nevada had seen the entire reel only a few times, but she saw a much different world. The green spaces and third places of the present were replaced with oppressive skyscrapers and dulled neon lights. Smog and gray skies were an infinite expanse that surrounded all present. The crowd was starved, maimed, and more. Out of the mass crowd, Nevada looked through the rapid movement as she heard the chants belonging to the Sunspots and those that joined their cause, practically the entire nation by this point. She saw symbols of the old country, stars and stripes that long since faded. Nevada altered the parameters of the holographic stream to stabilize as she saw the main attraction. The crowd held rifles of varying quality as they were pinned on a group of corporate prisoners. Some were shot point blank in a hail of gunfire, but the most important were saved for something more.
She recognized the face of the man in her history books who was the CEO of Omnitech. He was held at gunpoint as he ascended a long flight of stairs. The stream cut out as it focused again on the crowd until the man had finally reached the peak of a skyscraper, one of the most massive buildings. The acting CEO was a callous man who managed to forge the alliance between Union Global and Omnitech after the First Corpo War.3 He was identified by a large scar on his left cheek and a prosthetic hand made of gold-plated metal.
“There he is. Richard “Cold Steel” Maverock. The head of Omnitech. It’s important the young see this on TV. They need to know why I do what I do,” Nevada said.
“Now, if I recall, they throw him off the building, right?” Nevada asked as Atlas nodded. He made a low whistling sound and mocked the gesture.
Nevada watched her question be answered. The “Cold Steel” cybernetic CEO was an emulate of his name, his focused and iron will kept him from trembling, but Nevada knew he was scared for his pitiful life. At the behest of the gun, Richard refused to move. He was soon grabbed by an assortment of rebels and thrown forward towards the edge as he attempted to crawl. He was kicked off and fell into a freefall as a surveillance drone tracked his movement for the entire world to see. The leader of it all, the revolution was finally secured, as Richard hit the ground and exploded into an unidentifiable red paste. Shown in all its brutality, the Solar States believed that corporate censorship was the first step toward disinformation. Transparency was the first step to the truth.
After a few more speeches from other important speakers, including that of Nevada’s own parents, the two were tuckered out. Aside from the serious undertone, Founding Day could be fun for those who sought it out. All sorts of intramural activities were on full display, such as interpretive art and mural construction. For adults, nightclubs and bars offered revolutionary-inspired drinks, and small town parades and parties hosted in neighborhoods to appreciate the celebration of life were common. Atlas stretched out and looked at the assortment of vegetables in the fridge, along with some frozen meat. The robot he had help around the house gently arranged all the food items in alphabetical order, but neither wanted to spend the time to prepare a full course meal. 
“I’ll get some pizza ordered and sent here. I know your stomach agrees with me. Pass me my cane, would you?” Atlas commented as he sat in his chair. 
“Pizza?! You just got surgery, heart surgery! Grandpa, come on. Fine, but just two slices!” Nevada said. Nevada’s tone grew sterner as she heard the man’s laugh.


1.
       A corpocracy consists of varying elements of the political structure controlled by business corporations or corporate interests.
    
2.
        The Cheyenne language.
    
3.
       The First Corpo War was from 2030-2033 and was a conflict between megacorps Union Global and Omnitech in a civil war.
    






  
  A Day In Court: II


Early Monday after Founding Day celebrations, Atlas awoke early and read his medical statement that was sent through the mail. He read that he was put under sleep for cybernetic enhancements, including a cybernetic heart and reinforced skeleton. Nevada heard her grandfather in the kitchen, looking for his cane, and yet he could walk without it. She assumed that the realization of what occurred must not have directly hit him until he slept it off. Her pupils widened in shock, but her eyes met his and she knew his anger. Atlas vowed to do his best and not yell towards his children and extended this sentiment to Nevada, but he was understandably upset at her actions. 
“Nevada, we talked about this. When my time would come, that was it. All the arrangements… You directly violated what I had planned. I never consented to these upgrades. A cybernetic heart and reinforced skeleton? You know what we deal with. I’m disappointed,” Atlas stated sternly. Nevada tucked in her lip, an instinctual action since childhood. 
“I only signed for the heart! Grandpa. I need your help still. You’ve been hesitant all trial to say anything! Why is that? It’s just this is the biggest case of the year, and your testimony means so much. There’s more than just us that depends on your words. So many people are seeking justice for what happened. I held power of attorney, and I made the choice. If I had something I could do to save you, and I didn’t use it, I would never forgive myself,” Nevada commented in frustration.
“I know you value your privacy; nothing leaves the trial. We must have you come in person, hologram testimony is only for civil cases, and I don’t do that. I’ll even get your little soft pretzels afterwards.”
“We still need to talk about this further, but not now. I’ll go, but I’ll have to arrive at the first recess. I need to make sure the harvest is good this year. It’s our turn to chip in for the commons, lest you forget. I feel like I’m the only one maintaining the farm!” Atlas complained.
“I’m not taking on a Clanker to maintain the yard, and now that you have some extra mobility, it shouldn’t be an issue, right?”1Nevada said with a grin. Nevada heard a beeping sound come from her arm. She frowned as her biometric band was low on battery.
“You always forget to charge your band. Take mine. We share enough DNA, so the system will calibrate without issue.” Atlas detached and tossed his band to her. Nevada caught it with a graceful squeeze of her hand and attached it around her right wrist.
Biometric bands were one of the few forms of new technology acceptable among Naturals due to their sheer utility. As these were used to keep track of vitals, they enabled those with sensitive conditions to be treated quickly and alert those who were able to assist in case of emergencies. For the Natural community, this was an acceptable substitute to having integrated cyberware, as they were easy to remove and still retained important sustainable designs. Nevada was prone to anxiety attacks from her youth, and whenever her stress levels became too high, her therapist would be consulted for an evaluation. The bands also functioned akin to smart watches with the ability to place calls.
On formal sentencing days, it was common practice for those on the case to ride along with the accused and offer alternatives that would be passed onto the judge. This crucial time between the courthouse and the subject was usually given as a brief time for a last-minute plea. The Solar States had a level of rehabilitative approaches regarding crimes that did occur. Corpos of varying levels depending on their actions, tried in the aftermath of Corpo War II, were usually either given prison sentences that focused on education or a form of community service, and then brought back into society with a cleaned record. Those in prominent leadership positions and that caused immeasurable suffering on humans and animals were given much less grace and were executed for their transgressions. This job was solely performed by the Premier, as to understand the value of human life both domestically and internationally with policy. 
Nevada waited outside as an unassuming transport vehicle parked itself outside her home. She gave a quick wave to Atlas before going inside as the doors closed behind her. Nevada sat in with the rest of the legal team and the restrained cybercriminal. The vehicle was split into two sections, as what remained of the man’s family was also present in the vehicle. The driver was automated and took a back road. This arrangement was put in place for privacy reasons surrounding the case and to save the affected family from further harassment. Nevada had entered into a crucial conversation as one of her co-workers was attempting to shift the perspective of the detained.
“We still reserve the right to offer any sort of alternative to your sentencing. If you just offer an apology or some sort of mindfulness, we can have the judge amend the ruling to life imprisonment. Consider your family that is present and how they feel about this,” a woman stated. She was a clinical psychologist who offered their perspective on patient health and proposed there may have been other factors involved with Bunko Phillips.
“The client does not want to negotiate at this time. He has agreed to the sentence and is unrepentant of his crimes,” one of the attorneys mentioned.
Nevada looked to the front of the vehicle as she saw just three people that were distant relatives of this vile man. She hated that they had to be involved in this, but justice had to be served. Nevada started to daydream as she looked outside the window and saw it was a nice day. Just a few miles out from the courthouse, Nevada’s attention was brought by someone asking for a pen to take notes. Within seconds, the car was embroiled in an inferno. The reaction that occurred was too quick for anyone to process. A loud explosion occurred in the vehicle that diverted it off course and flipped it over on the nearby road. The blast emitted a deafening roar that stunned the entourage. Debris was spread around all directions as metal popped off and sent a shockwave that was felt by the passengers. At the front, many were instantly vaporized with a second blast that only left charred outlines. Those in the back fared slightly better, but many were dead, or close to it, from the subsequent damage afterwards. Blasts of yellow and red fire were a beacon to the observers who witnessed the event from a nearby light rail. Fear came quickly, as a manufacturing error of this magnitude would have been nearly impossible.
A service bot giving ice cream to small children witnessed the blast and immediately initiated a protective protocol. Panic within the region quickly built as two transport ambulances were deployed to recover any survivors and bring them to a hospital for intensive regrowth therapy. As Nevada and the others were additionally federal employees, Gold-Class bots were called to observe and keep order while paramedics and firefighters worked to deal with the damages. Two of the firefighters on scene were able to open the car and evaluated what they could see. Nevada’s body was recovered and quickly placed in a protective pink film, along with a few others. The rest of the passengers, including the detainee, were pronounced dead without much argument.
“I don’t know where to begin. There’s at least six casualties on board from direct trauma, let alone the front...” a man said with panic.
One of the ambulance drivers present at the scene received a notification in his internal network. He quickly scanned the email and acknowledged it. As the bodies were grabbed and placed onto the ambulance to be taken to the hospital, one of the EMTs on board had also received a notification. The rest of the crew responsible for the process were ignorant of the instructions, and this was by design. As the recoverable bodies were placed onto the vehicle, the ambulance doors were closed, and the vehicle started to move. One of the other medical staff had pointed out that they missed the direction of the hospital.
“I’m not sure what your plan is. The route to where we need to go is just down that road,” the man pointed out. The driver remained quiet while he nodded to his companion. She withdrew a pistol out of her medical bag and pointed it to the others.
“We’re not going that way. We are to take these survivors to a separate facility for healing,” the woman ordered.
“W-Where did you get a gun? Please, don’t kill me!” a man pleaded. The woman shook her head. She had no plans to kill anyone on board, but she did ask for their silence on such a matter.
The ambulance took a dirt road some distance from the usual routes to the city. The remaining staff were escorted out, also by pistol, to wait on the side of the road while the pair drove off with the patients. A two-person team accelerated past several towns to their destination. The pair approached a series of natural structures that met the outer environment. Life in cooperation with nature was essential to life in The Solar States. Above the patrolling vehicle were wildlife corridors in the form of natural bridges that allowed life to migrate unimpeded by human activity.
For the various denizens of The Solar States, emphasizing the importance of biodiversity gave a fundamental appreciation of nature. A group of children on a school trip observed a nearby artificial wetland. These were used as natural incubators to keep up populations of aquatic birds and other organisms that had reduced populations in previous decades. Two of the children waved to the driver in the passing ambulance, naturally unaware of the contents inside. An unassuming home with an observation desk and telescope on the roof further down the road signaled home. The driver allowed his companion to move the pieces while he called in. The bodies were gently lifted out of the truck and taken to a central platform that opened from underground. 
“Miss Yamaha, we’ve done as instructed. Everyone’s gathered for the next piece.” The man said.
After the concluding statement was made, he also descended to the scene. A state-of-the-art laboratory was well-maintained with a dedicated medical team on board. Each of them specialized in an aspect of reconstructive surgery, from nerve restoration to artificial limbic systems. They prepared vats of the surviving batch with a larger quantity of pink regenerative foam that the bodies were originally wrapped in. Nevada was placed into one of these tanks and given oxygen, as were a few others. The medical team deliberated on where to go from here and grabbed two subjects to start with. A series of electronic charts that displayed vital signs were starting to turn on. The group was evaluated based on heart and brain activity. Though their bodies were reacting to physical activity, the regrowth process was slow. The team discussed their next move as another directive was soon to follow. 
“You want us to do what?” the man asked as he received another correspondence from the mysterious Miss Yamaha. He signaled to the others to start preparing the operating tables for surgery. 
The group’s attempts to work on the others started on an intricate process that was unorthodox from what procedure usually was. It was cybernetic enhancement, which was routine, but the supplied parts and schematics given by Miss Yamaha were unusually sourced. The amount of enhancement far surpassed any legal limit, and if the parts weren’t properly sourced, could easily have brought back fears of inducing cyber-induced psychosis or bluescreening in their patients. Cyber-induced psychosis and bluescreening were different mental conditions, as the former could be brought on by physical shock and overload to the body’s natural processes, while bluescreening was hallucinogenic in nature. The medical team split into two to work on their first subjects that seemed viable. 
“This is highly unethical...” a research tech stated as he used his wrench to adjust one of the holding stands.
“Yes, it is. But if you want to see them again, we’re going to have to comply. Grab me some soda,” the head surgeon commented. 
The idea was to replace each part, one by one, and then check for vital signs afterwards. Hours passed as each body that went under the knife caused more grief for the team. One body had started to involuntarily seize up, as a technician on the team realized that the structure in place was incompatible with their current systems. If the subjects were in better condition prior to installation, this would be a smoother process, but the damage to their integrated cyberware made it impossible for them to do the changes without causing brain death. Nevada’s status as a Natural was an interesting proposal for the team to begin their work. As her body was a tabula rasa to start fresh, with no integrated cyberware to speak of, the current science dictated her body would be able to adjust to the changes all at once upon reactivation. Her damage was especially extensive. Though it would be possible to have her body restored with all limbic function in its status, processing and healing all of her damage would be easily a year-long process. It was stressed by their superior that time was of the essence.


1.
      A derogatory term for robots. 
    






  
  My Eyes Are Cameras


Nevada’s body was placed on the rack and seen as their final chance to make something viable for the mysterious Miss Yamaha. Nevada’s body riddled with second-degree burns had stabilized under the regenerative goo and started to recover akin to a skin graft, but her entire right side was completely totaled. As a precaution, the doctors injected a paralyzing agent into Nevada’s body with a needle and waited for the medicine to diffuse. The group gently stripped Nevada’s body and once the time was nigh, the team worked carefully. She was first flipped over on her stomach for easy entry. The integrated cyberware module was placed at the center of her exposed spinal cavity. A custom frame, this would be more than enough to handle the power demands required by the schematics. A series of valves and machines were used to keep her blood flow steady and to keep heart activity active. 
Through the open wound, one of the most important pieces was implemented. A small nanobot carrying essential materials targeted Nevada’s bones. The robot made small holes in her bones and inserted an agent that would coat her bones as her body healed. This reinforced skeleton was a combination of maraging steel and ceramic polymer. The former was incredibly strong, with twice the durability of stainless steel, and the ceramic polymer coating allowed for Nevada’s muscles and tendons to maneuver her increased bone density without issue. The doctors began first with an opening from the tip of her head and down the right side of her cheek. Portions of her face were carefully cut to place the essential components required. Nevada’s shriveled right arm was removed, and bleeding was stemmed. The open area that used to house Nevada’s natural arm was modified along with what remained of her shoulder to house a bionic arm in its stead. Adaptable settings on the arm allowed it to copy Nevada’s genetic signature so that it was functionally identical to her current arm, including melanin, and looked nearly indistinguishable from the other.
“The bot’s detecting heavy optic nerve damage from her injury. I think we may need to take these eyes out and replace them,” one surgeon mentioned as she zoomed in closer on Nevada’s brain scan. Despite the enduring gauntlet behind her, Nevada seemed to be taking well to her modifications.
An incision was made from the top of Nevada’s head that went down from her cheek, past the line of her clavicle to meet where the stump of her arm used to be. This internal wiring would be another component of the mysterious Miss Yamaha’s plans for Nevada. She planned to give her enhanced sensing technology that would enable her to hopefully provide the edge she needed. Two swirling metallic eyes that glowed red were gently inserted into the respective cavities that used to be her own. Discarded, the rest would soon fall into place.
The power behind the drive used to keep the doctors steady was one that gave little room for ethics. These people were at the behest of Miss Yamaha’s hold on their families. Nevada was kept stabilized through a series of electric shocks that kept the heart pumping blood. In time, the crew hoped that she would be awake to assist in some of their questions. The recovery team hadn’t met each other to a formal degree prior to their learning, but they naturally all shared their current fate in common. Many speculated about what to do with the rejects, but they seemed encouraged at the fate of Nevada’s survival.
“One of us should hear from her by now. What do you think we do after this?” one of the technicians asked as she slowly adjusted Nevada’s oxygen.
“No idea, but I could use a shower. I’m covered in blood and the rest. Someone needs to go topside and grab some material so we can process the other bodies. The few that are still alive can go back in the vat for now,” a surgeon mentioned. As he delivered the instructions, he received a call from Miss Yamaha.
“The chosen sample shows great promise. We think we can have her up and running based on your specifications in about one month… I understand. We’ll take her to her nearest kin as soon as we’re able. You think she’ll be active earlier than that?” The head surgeon questioned. He remained quiet as he was tired from the ordeal.
Nevada was to remain at the underground care center for an undetermined amount of time. A series of tests occurred as those who wanted to see if their mysterious contact was correct in her assessment opted to stay longer. In the darkness that accompanied her holding area, Nevada’s eyes slowly opened as her paralyzing agent had worn off. The stress and shock from her body was suppressed with the strength of the implants and surgery, but she nearly fell off the table as she felt around. The room, which appeared to be dark, started to brighten. The outline of furniture and those of other exhausted people slumped over were visible. Nevada’s enhanced vision allowed her to see better at night. A strange feeling came over her as she stumbled around. Walking gradually felt naturally to her, and she could feel that of her arms and the rest of her body, but something was different. At the corner of her vision, there was a body mirror that she dared to approach. Nevada let out a gasp that quickly came with overwhelming sadness. She couldn’t understand why or how this happened, and why to her. Her once proud brown eyes that shone in the sun were replaced with cold steel and the red hue that exuded from them.
“My eyes are cameras,” Nevada mouthed in disbelief. She sat down and started to shake as she felt her nerves
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