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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: ]
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: ]
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: The Sun Never Sets are of a complicated political future and is science fiction. This is a content advisory. This book features depictions of gore, sexual content, police brutality, attempted suicide, disassociation, and death. Reader discretion is advised. 






  
  Recap


In the year 2090, an assistant district attorney named Nevada Vasquez and her team were responsible for processing the case of one of the last major criminals of Corpo War II. The team never arrived at the courthouse. A large explosion from the transport vehicle doomed nearly all parties, including the defendant, to a smoldering wreck on the road. Chaos ensued as rescuers worked to find any survivors and get them treated. Nevada and the other survivors, rendered unconscious, were transferred not to a hospital for treatment, but to an alternative facility at the behest of a mysterious client. 
Rebuilt and revived as a cyborg against her will, Nevada was distraught, but given an opportunity to find out who tried to kill her. Eventually, she is contacted by a strange woman known as Himari Yamaha who provided the details of their opposition. The pair quickly settle into their quest to dismantle the aspiring tyrant of Barry Maverock. Remnants of the old world had finally emerged in the open secret of an underground megacity known as New Dallas. In a place where cruelty was the standard, Nevada enters and wins The Cyberdome competition to not only get her revenge but expand to dismantle the oppressive system entirely. After boldly declaring open warfare against The Board of Directors, she and Himari gain an ally in the former champion, the robot Sunshine. 
The trio continue to work together to find leads that will bring them closer to their target. These antics bring her into the fold with a resistance group known as The Golden Insurgency. Headed by Gale, the trio ally with the anarchists to liberate New Dallas. Her warpath collides directly with the arrival of a third party, a spy from The African Union named Kiros, who serves none but the needs of his nation. For now, he aligned himself with Barry Maverock for a greater plan. Barry Maverock’s signature android research Project HARP remains a threat to all and continued to develop, despite both the spy’s and Nevada’s efforts.
On the surface, the world continues to turn. Premier Higalik adjusts to the tenuous start of her tenure. Her cabinet does not respect her role, and she struggles to maintain cohesion. The world reacts quickly to her efforts to integrate on the global stage, and not all of it is positive. Surrounding her are the machinations of an ecofascist regime in Greater India and uneasy relations with The African Union that actively plots against her. As Higalik takes a stand, uncovering information regarding Greater India that could develop into a regional conflict with an ongoing genocide, a decisive decision is made to assassinate the head of state. The ensuing moves and global fallout assure the proper amount of chaos needed by Barry Maverock to plan deployment of his military and invasion of the surface.  
Nevada, Sunshine, and Himari lie low in The Solar States to form a plan, but are forced to take action once an assassin deployed by Barry Maverock strikes. After The Golden Insurgency orchestrates a blackout throughout the complex, riots engulf the streets and an opening is provided. Nevada and Sunshine intercept Barry Maverock and place a valiant effort, but are unsuccessful. The Barry they searched for was a clone, and the original was nowhere to be found. Sunshine was destroyed in the fight, and Nevada was captured by military police. Now stored in a New Dallas holding facility, Nevada awaited her fate.






  
  System Update


Nevada was still in chains at the hands of Barry Maverock. Worries started to set in from Himari as subsequent attempts to contact Nevada fell flat. Atlas’ connection attempt to reach Nevada was a onetime deal, with future attempts now blocked by an external firewall. Back on the surface, Himari and Atlas were sitting in his home as they heard an alarm from the living room. Scattered around the floor were a pile of parts and printed papers with drawings on it; the plans to rebuild Sunshine were underway and time was of the essence. The robot’s body remained separated as the pair worked to find substitutes for the specialized parts required. Atlas weaved through the growing mess while he went to disable the signal. It had been some time since he heard anything for their area. A holdover from the Corpo Wars, a few neighborhoods kept a local intercom handy to send coded messages to relay instructions. The device broadcast messages to local Wi-Fi connections to inform people of dangers, from inclement weather to something extreme as enemy attacks. 
“What is that noise!?” Himari asked as she plugged her ears.
“That’s the damn town watch alarm! Must be malfunctioning!” Atlas yelled. 
The alarm persisted for another minute before stopping on its own. With the sound leaving the pair’s ears, they could breathe once more. Atlas took count of food and any other provisions the pair would need in case anything came with them. With the slight scare out the way, Himari focused back on her initial task. Himari looked with worry as she analyzed what remained of Sunshine’s chassis. She held a small flashlight as she assessed the condition of what material was left. Atlas sat in contemplation as he looked over the details of the printing report. With Nevada currently missing, Himari held doubts about being able to stop Barry, but the first step was recovery. Atlas walked over and touched her shoulder.
“Himari, it’s been hours since we started this morning. You should take a break, nothing’s going to come to you without some food. I’ll get some sandwiches prepared,” Atlas warned.
“I’ll eat when I figure it out! Ugh, I don’t have my lab, or anything! I should have planned for this outcome, I figured I’d lose one or the other, but both?” Himari said. 
She quickly changed her expression as she realized her outburst. Himari backed away slowly. How could she say Nevada was replaceable in front of Atlas? The old man gave a nod as he looked around the house.
“We may not have a lab, but we do have a neighborhood. Come with me to the town hall building. I’ve got an idea,” Atlas explained. 
Himari’s disinterested face was hard to disguise, but she decided to come with Atlas to see his plan. The town hall building was a few blocks away. A growing crowd already approached and was anxious about the coming days. The impenetrable bubble advertised by both Candy and Higalik was now in danger. Some proposed rationing of goods, others devised changing the names of streets to confuse the would-be invaders, if they ever came here. Atlas took Himari’s wrist and walked through some people to reach a pavilion. The old man slammed his hand down to get the attention of the receptionist. The high schooler removed his headphones, and his face changed in recognition. Zeus occupied the desk, and his face lit up seeing Atlas. He also tried to save face as he looked disheveled in front of Himari.
“Hey, my class and I were going to give you a thanks for helping out at the library a while back. You seem stressed. What’s going on?” Zeus asked.
“Can you call a general meeting? I’m not here to file a complaint, but I need the neighborhood mobilized quickly,” Atlas requested.
“Oh, sure.” Zeus looked under his desk.
Though the button was supposed to be called for emergencies, he figured from Atlas’ stern tone, this was an exceptionally dire matter. People took the general hall meetings seriously, as this building was the organizational hub for their respective neighborhood and a few other areas. As primary speaker, Atlas was going to propose something radical to help free his granddaughter. Those outside in discussion with one another noticed alerts appear on their respective screens and decided to pile inside.
Himari kept her neutral expression, finding such a motion to be a waste of time as she needed to figure out how to get back to New Dallas. A few people from the neighborhood pooled in and took various seats and benches. Atlas looked towards a lockbox with some refuse electronics and unveiled a projector to plug into the wall, exceptionally antiquated technology by now, but would get the job done. Himari raised an eyebrow. With enough people, Atlas looked at his biometric band for the time. Though Himari veered away to remain out of view, she felt a tug from Atlas to stand in front and center. Himari’s eyes turned to the floor, as she was nervous to ask for any sort of aid from people she hardly knew. Though she had broken bread and drank with them, she felt this was still superficial, like that of the people in New Dallas.
“I do not call this meeting lightly. There are dire conditions right now, and we need to come together as a community. I am not asking us to take up arms, but I am asking for us to work on something for our neighborhood. An extensive project. My granddaughter, our friend and comrade, Nevada, has been captured by the New Dallas interlopers. One of her protectors, known as Sunshine, was destroyed attempting to save her life, and I think we give this machine a second chance. It is a gracious undertaking. This model is a Zeta 12-1B. For my tech people, a living fossil,” Atlas explained. Himari noticed the lull in Atlas’ speech to continue speaking after him.
“I don’t know any of you people, really, but I have these schematics. If I can get these source materials, I can rebuild the chassis of the robot, and we can send this down to get her out. We have years of development now that the ancients at Omnitech didn’t. You have my guarantee. This is personal.” Himari moved the documents under the projector. Her eyes looked at the crowd. There was some murmuring among them. Atlas remained firm on his plan.
“We don’t have any of these high-refinery things in our town, but we do have some metal casting. My cousin, he’s got a tractor, maybe we can scavenge some parts,” an older man broke the silence.
“Oh—Wait, isn’t there that scrap drive we did a few weeks ago? I’m sure the windmill can wait; we’re supposed to be getting some power diverted from the city anyway,” another chimed in.
“Are any of you able to press parts into molds?” Atlas asked. He watched a few talk among themselves. “I think I put the cart before the horse, apologies. Who wants to help?” 
The town hall’s hands rose as one. The power of central planning at the hands of the neighborhood had people pouring out of their garages to find anything of use. Productivity multiplied throughout the neighborhood as they set down recycled traffic cones to mark the entire section as a work zone. Tasks were split down from scale of need. Those with a scientific background surrounded Himari with suggestions regarding metals to repurpose for Sunshine’s more technical features. The damage was extensive, but the challenge was more than enough to invigorate the community. Himari was tugged back and forth between requests as Atlas helped carry over supplies. The young were responsible for painting parts, guided by an artist who could recognize colors by their hex numbers. The illuminating purple that Sunshine had needed to be uniform to previous specifications. With each new part given to the pair, Sunshine, the robot that was once one of ten thousand mass-produced, now was something truly unique. Hours passed with the neighborhood piling in to help take the task. 
“Atlas, I’m shocked. I’ll be honest. People literally just dropped everything to help her,” Himari commented to him.
“Of course, they also did this for you too,” Atlas consoled.
For those who were less mechanically inclined, the chefs and baristas of the place prepared plenty of snacks to eat. Plenty of people had stories to tell about Nevada, which gave amusement to Himari as she saw how many people she directly impacted. She felt a bit embarrassed having been so resistant to getting help. It wasn’t the first time she had to do everything on her own. People discussed the news with one another and asked Himari for information regarding New Dallas. Proof that one could be cared for didn’t extend to just the warm-blooded that lived there. A pizza delivery drone, after the delivery was done, surveyed the ongoing efforts and stayed behind to help ferry boxes of machinery.
Himari’s projections to gather materials needed for her project, something that was estimated to take weeks alone, was significantly shortened with the community. The house was a revolving door with people offering their time to assist the robot rebuilding effort. Atlas gave baskets of crops as payment for their time and promised to throw a big feast for the neighborhood once the hostilities ended, and Nevada was safe. Waves of people worked in shifts through the night, only parting ways around two in the morning to get rest. In the garage, Himari looked over the structure built for Sunshine. Reconstructed under proper solarpunk conditions, Sunshine had a synthesis of old and new parts, machined again by her to ensure they fit precisely into place. Only what remained of the old corporate material was the preserved digital backup of Sunshine’s code, something that neither of them couldn’t risk losing in a porting attempt at this time, and the central brain that housed it. A few of the original nanobots left behind squirmed over an old part, and Himari gently scooped them onto the new chassis to allow them to get familiar. Sunshine looked virtually complete, but there was one last thing to do.
“Hey, Atlas. Come here,” Himari yawned. Atlas had dozed off before, but opened his eyes after hearing Himari call for him.
“Sunshine looks like they stepped right off the assembly line. All this via recycled parts, too?”
“Yep. Twice as durable, 1.34 times more flexible, and just as light. The march of progress continues, but Sunshine’s proportions and all are exactly the same. In essence, they could look in a mirror and see nothing out of the ordinary. But it’s not done.”
“Not done? What do you mean?” Atlas asked as he was handed a wrench.
“You know, I’m kinda tired. There’s a loose component right here that needs some tightening. Think you can handle it? You... You earned it,” Himari commented. Atlas walked over and found the point that she mentioned. His methodical turning of the gear, as if he wasn’t repairing a machine built to withstand armored piercing bullets, was amusing to her. He closed it with a solid slam.
In the late hours of the night, the two stood over Sunshine as they waited for any sort of life. After about two minutes, a white static sound emitted from their screen. Atlas looked over and had a puzzled look on his face. He motioned with his finger for Himari to come forward.
“I think we may have made an installation error of some kind. Haven’t you noticed that Sunshine’s screen is... blank?” Atlas proposed.
“Huh. Hold on.” Himari approached. The robot stood at attention and scanned the perimeter.
Shit, I thought the backup was preserved... We can’t really replicate half a century’s worth of experiences. Himari thought in protest.
“Unit #5UNS7INE has been activated. Target Activation Date: 12/25/2039. Please see onboarding for further instructions,” Sunshine commented.
Their screen went through a series of color changes that prompted another loading screen. Atlas gave a disgruntled sigh. He was looking for a manual of any sort that could work for the hack job done, but found that Sunshine was tracking his movements. He couldn’t put his finger on what was happening, but something was amiss. It dawned on Atlas that he never knew Sunshine’s activation date, but among robots, that’s considered their birthday. The old man realized that this was installed as Sunshine’s successful validation code. Each robot had one that activated during a system update, but Sunshine having not been updated in such a long time, this was virtually unknown to anyone.
“I guess we should just go to bed... Sunshine can’t do anything like this, I figured maybe tomorrow we can start fresh. I could have sworn those upgrades were compatible,” Himari complained. 
Atlas shrugged as he yawned and awaited his comfy bed for the night. As Himari looked at Atlas going to bed, she noticed that his expression seemed more jovial. Himari went to turn off the light and saw the glistening screen remain. She turned around as she heard a simulated whistle get her attention.
“Remember, Himari. I told you that you can never upgrade perfection,” Sunshine stated. 
“You stupid robot...” Himari mumbled with a small grin.






  
  The Warrior: I


Nevada remained in her holding cell, unsure of the amount of time she had spent interred. Her immediate worries were addressed, the sensation of being alive was its own motivator. Given a second wind by her grandfather, Nevada scanned the room for anything of use. She adjusted the contrast in her vision. Suspended, she could see the floor a bit below her. Her arm cannon and bionic arm were locked behind a laser grid in the same room. She was surprised that they weren’t immediately destroyed but figured the science depot present would want to study Himari’s schematics. She anticipated that the regime would torture her for information. 
Nevada was held by four bands, two around her legs, one around her neck, and the other on her biological arm. Each band emitted an electric shock, enough to subdue any political prisoner that got on their list, but Nevada knew she was a special case. She used her free arm to grasp onto a nearby bar and started to use her legs to generate momentum. In increments, Nevada cut at her restraints. Working through the electric shocks, she used what core strength remained to yank at the restraints. A plan was forming, but her thoughts were cut short by the searing pain. Each burst of electricity stiffened her body as she felt fried. With someone as heavily augmented as herself, Nevada held a particular weakness to electricity. She persevered but paused as she felt static in her head. Despite the bodily trauma inflicted on her, Nevada was in a good enough condition to receive messages.
“You had better stop that before you can’t get up,” Kiros said.
Nevada looked around in vain as she attempted to triangulate his location. She was filled with fury. A short buzzing sound filled her eardrums as the room started to spin. She was getting exhausted. A crack of her shoulders surged through her body.
“Nevada—”
“This is all your fault, you two-timing, sniveling worm!” Nevada yelled in a thrash.
“I understand your anger, but you need to listen. You are alive because Barry listened to me to keep you that way. His grand offensive, we thought there would be more time. He’s planning to send them out in full within the next day,” Kiros explained. Not seeing much time in defending his actions, Kiros decided to level the playing field with a gift. 
“Listen. I can’t do much, but things are going to get dark soon.” 
A cryptic call was the last thing Nevada needed. Though, in the time that would have spent rattling on about what happened, a better idea came to mind. The light faded and her surroundings grew quiet. Nevada’s red eyes shone. 
That magnificent bastard. He caused a power outage... which means. Nevada thought. With a successful yank, Nevada was able to finally dislodge herself from the wall. 
Nevada looked to see what would benefit her the best and decided to insert her arm cannon. She grabbed a nearby bag to stuff her prosthetic in and propped it over. Nevada felt the familiar hum of the device and blasted the door off its hinges. Within moments, the power was restored, and the laser grid came back behind her. With Nevada’s presence no longer in her cell, a regional alarm sounded. Scanning turrets emerged from small pockets in the wall. One turret that caught the outline of Nevada’s hair made a signal and let out a flurry of bullets. Nevada waited for a pause. Nevada chose to shoot first and ask no questions as she shot another ball of plasma down the hallway. The colliding ball exploded, and a path was created.
Ambient gunfire was heard in the distance. Nevada’s jailbreak had not only caused her own break from her cell, but the power outage contributed to the escape of other warranted criminals. It was up to her to determine who could be friend or foe against the threats that followed. A brigade of military police responded to the alarm and grabbed shotguns, rifles, and shields. A force of fifteen huddled together in a pseudo-testudo formation that provided additional cover. These weren’t just normal riot shields, but a heated laser grid that protected the user by vaporizing debris before it impacted the user. A red glow accompanied them. Augmented criminals threw themselves at the line of fire with makeshift instruments. Many were felled right where they stood, as their bodies fell limp to the spray of bullets and beams. 
Tsch. Fasctech always has to show off.1 Nevada thought. Nevada had the ire of an officer in the distance.
“Break off! Find her now! First one to shoot that commie bitch dead gets a promotion,” she said through her visor. The helmet closed as she gripped a shotgun and advanced.
“She can’t get us all! Cut her off before she makes an escape!”
Nevada launched two rapid plasma balls that were lower in power but were able to bounce off the surface of the wall before exploding. Her opponents were a bit more versatile than expected, as another military policeman used his laser rifle to detonate the next volley of plasma balls. The ensuing explosion was deafening but exposed an essential weakness in her strategy. She was propelled forward from the blast in an enclosed space. 
What started as an organized march grew into a rapid movement of troops flanking in opposing positions as they attempted to dial in Nevada’s location. She looked around for an opening. Her bionic eyes dialed in the heat signatures of her assailants. Two were poised aside from the left corner of the wall where she was currently facing. She rushed forward and rolled with her pack, taking a bullet or two. She hid behind a metal crate that provided some temporary cover. Clank! Zwhamm! Nevada’s insertion into the mix caused some uproar. Among the remaining guards present, they laid down some gunfire while she remained pressed against a wall. She received a call and quickly blinked to answer it. Gale was on the line.
“Nevada. I see you got out. Great. I have a gift for you. We’re coming,” Gale said.
“We?”
“Yeah. Sunshine’s here too.” Gale cut off the line.
Sunshine and Gale had their hands busy. The former, the moment they were rebuilt, went straight to Nevada’s homing signal. In the effort to get to New Dallas, Sunshine recognized Gale and The Golden Insurgency dealing with some pressure from the Onyx Moth. Sunshine recognized this group from their interactions with Karl. In the absence of Barry’s military forces and the New Dallas Authority, the remaining gangs not pressed into service started to close in to secure what resources they could. Gale recognized the machine and called for aid, to which Sunshine delivered a pile of Nazi-adjacent corpses at his feet. To pay it forward, Gale volunteered on his own to help Nevada out. The three were a few rooms from one another, where Sunshine tested the limits of their new reinforced body. Rifle and pistol bullets bounced off the machine with reckless abandon. To protect Gale, Sunshine lifted a dead body and used it as a shield for the pair. Gale looked outside a window and saw more guards coming to support.
“This is the military? Aren’t these guys way more... effective at their job? I’ve never seen shit like this in my life. The last base we took was a joke,” Gale asked. Are those fucking jetpacks!? 
“You can throw a league of idiots to take an objective, but to hold it, you need a professional. This is a military prison where enemies of the state are held. Barry Maverock and The Board of Directors did not skimp on the security. We are preparing for heavy combat. Stay behind me, follow exactly what I order, and you may just survive,” Sunshine said. 
Within seconds, the hall filled with additional troops left behind for the home order. Sunshine scanned the threat within the room and prioritized the order of magnitude based on troop coloration. A unique teal color was new to their database, as was the rifle in hand. A soldier with reinforced armor plating carried a plasma rifle. Experimental, The Board of Directors rushed its production, where overheating could melt the gun of the user. The firing mechanism was much more unstable than Himari’s method and instead used a propelled goop that functioned more like a shotgun. A viscous blue substance floated with short range before seeping to the floor. A hissing sound emerged as portions of the reinforced tile floor started to wither. The ensuing plasma had an acidic layer that melted anything it touched. Sunshine fired back with their own pistol, and some of the material landed on their body. The robot expected their nanobot covering to fix the exposure, but the opening did not close. 
That... hurt. Sunshine thought. An accompanying sizzle at the edge of Sunshine’s leg stewed for a few seconds. 
Gale grasped a pistol; his hands trembled behind the robot’s ironclad defense. He took a deep breath and let out a single shot, and nailed a guard in the stomach before the opposition was torn to ribbons by Sunshine in retaliation. The pulsating white room was painted with splatters of dark red and crushed mechanical parts left over. With their section clear, Sunshine looked to Gale. The robot’s trust in Gale was greater than most, given his history. Compared to other organics, Gale at least meant what he said when spoken to, regardless of his opinion. An automatic door on lockdown shut down.
“As we agreed. Hurry! Please open the next door so I may continue my recovery of Nevada Vasquez,” Sunshine ordered. 
Gale was able to use a small hacking drone, reprogrammed by The Golden Insurgency, to enter the prison’s surveillance systems. He used the signals to divert the military police to an alternate location that spoofed her position on their maps. Sunshine searched the body they used for the shield to grab an additional magazine for their weapon.
“Having a bit of trouble seeing what’s on the other side. Seems like there’s a blockage,” Gale noted. 
Sunshine emitted an orange screen of irritation as they looked toward the door. Gale advised Sunshine to stay put while he searched for a code to open the next barrier but gave a raised eyebrow in surprise. He heard the slow but confident opening of the steel-plated door, with the thing being forced open and off its hinges.
“That works too.”
Gale’s keen eye located a keycard off one of the bodies. It was a bit difficult to mask his disgust. He always had the dirtier aspects of the job separated from him, but he was putting his neck out to do this on Nevada’s behalf. Sunshine took point with gun extended as they scanned the room for anything else to come towards the pair. The reunion of the three came shortly after. Gale and Sunshine emerged at the north end of the hallway, where Nevada was standing. She approached carefully and looked to be sure there weren’t any surprise turrets waiting for them.
“We came to bust you out, but I see you figured that part out,” Gale smiled.
“I know we need to get out of here, but thank you both so much!” Nevada jumped in appreciation. She quickly gave Sunshine a hug, a move that the machine registered as awkward to meet. A singular arm from Sunshine extended and gave a calm pat on the back. Gale preferred to keep his distance, so Nevada just nodded in gratitude.
“Now, we need to figure out what the hell’s going on. I heard from Kiros that Barry—“ Nevada was interrupted by Sunshine.
“I received a similar transmission from Agent Kiros. Barry Maverock and The Grand American Army have mobilized. My primary directive is to keep you safe. My circuits yearn for revenge, but we need a plan before we strike,” Sunshine declared. 
Nevada and Gale gave each other a passing glance. For Nevada, she was surprised that Sunshine’s first reaction wasn’t to just go in guns blazing, but perhaps experiencing death, or some pause, was going to be enough to impact their judgment. With everyone united, Gale led the pair out of the prison and looked ahead of him every so often. Gale and Sunshine started to feed Nevada information that she had missed in the brief time she was imprisoned. Gale’s knowledge encompassed most of what was happening on the ground in New Dallas, while Sunshine filled in the details. Near the entrance, Gale started to veer off towards the left, leaving Nevada and Sunshine to stand together.
“Grand American Army?” Nevada asked as she gathered Gale’s attention.
“Right, you don’t get news in prison. That’s what Barry’s calling his forces. He’s conscripted most of New Dallas now, and they’re going up to start some shit. My fight ends here, as I need to make sure the people are alright. You, Nevada. Get that asshole out of my city.” Gale extended his hand. Nevada grasped it with kindness and soon let go.
Nevada and Sunshine were quick to honor Gale’s request. The pair looked towards the once-populated New Dallas metropolis and saw a continuously playing reel from a nearby projection speaker. The call from the device encouraged all able-bodied citizens to enroll for deployment to the surface. Members of the military were poised, saluting the flag while ignoring the sounds of sirens and gunshots that corralled dissenters. Those who remained in New Dallas hid for their lives, hoping the robotic forces left behind didn’t sweep their building to find anyone. Silence filled countless blocks. Sunshine took a picture of the footage reel and analyzed their data. One thing the robot noticed in the background was the movement of troops ascending. Nevada and Sunshine approached a nearby elevator. Compared to the regular service elevator she remembered using to transfer movement in and out, this one had beige coloration and seemed a bit bigger.
“Was this always here? I thought we went over every bump of this place,” Nevada asked.
“It is possible that the old tunnel system had undergone renovations while we were chasing leads to get to Barry previously. My scanners indicate these installations are pre-war but appear to have been refurbished. It makes sense to me. Based on our last confrontation with Barry Maverock, there were vehicles, mechs, among other things. They would not be able to fit through just one or two elevators. There must be other deployment platforms,” Sunshine deduced. Nevada nodded to Sunshine’s hypothesis. 
The pair embarked on the elevator. Nevada looked at the city getting smaller until it became little more than a speck in their vision. Unusually, the elevator didn’t go straight up. After ascending to a certain point, Nevada could feel its container moving at a fast speed in a completely different direction. Light from the top reached the pair, and the elevator ascended to reveal a makeshift silo located somewhere in the West Texas wilderness. As the door opened, Nevada and Sunshine exited. They were greeted by an arrangement of boxes and other materials that differed far from the record store entrance Himari took them through. 
It was obvious to Nevada that there were elements on the surface sympathetic to the New Dallas cause now, but she hadn’t anticipated anything to this degree. A horrid feeling came over her. She realized that the extensions of New Dallas’ underbelly wasn’t just built from under the main former metropolis, but the entire network of Texas itself. From Houston to San Antonio, far underneath the prying eye of The Central Committee and the representative elements of Texas proper, a homegrown counter-revolutionary force brewed. Barry’s industrialization plan was a family project. Texas was the beginning and the end of the capitalist cause. Past Richard Maverock’s insertion as the head of Omnitech, he was a proud Texan, and the sentiment among those in Texas proper, were left to stew in their thoughts over the decades.


1.
      Fasctech is shorthand for "fascist technology", often used to describe innovations to project power rather than have any real tactical use.
    






  
  The Warrior: II


The darkened silo room’s light turned on and gave better visibility to what was present. A wall of electronics and equipment enlightened the pair on the extent of surveillance made by the enemy. There wasn’t much strategic value in this outpost, given the degrading architecture on the wall, but it held some secondary functionality. Nevada looked at a nearby holographic screen on a desk and pressed a button to power the device. Her eyes parsed some of the logs. Most were locked and far beyond her skill level to access. A few nuggets of information, though, were left unencrypted. Nevada knew that The Board of Directors had since manipulated people to do their bidding, but to see it so brazen was humbling. She couldn’t resist. Nevada opened a folder of observations from someone who seemed to be a hired third party to leverage information. 
“Asset Check-In (2/87): Alright, so this is three years ago. Patricia Waller, Springfield, Missouri. Bunko Phillips: Well, we know what happened to that,” Nevada said. She continued reading. 
What did they have on you to do this? He never had a family for them to exploit. Was it greed? What compels one to go against their nation? “Andobury, New Jersey. My third grade teacher... You were an asset for New Dallas the entire time?” Nevada gasped. The shock hit her heart with such passion.
Nevada was floored at how such a movement of this scale remained undetected. It couldn’t have just been sheer incompetence. Though there were some caveats to consider. With the states running their own way as independent entities, The Central Committee had no grounds to interfere in their affairs. The problem started at home, and what people truly discussed behind closed doors about the way of the world. Legally, Premier Higalik could do nothing either, which enabled a sense of security among the would-be conspirators. Collaborators who yearned for the old regime were not uncommon in the earlier years of the country’s history. The big surveillance apparatus of the old world was extinct, where the price of freedom was a lack of security, and they paid dearly this time. Nevada’s thoughts were interrupted. She turned her head to address Sunshine.
“What is our plan, Nevada?” Sunshine asked. Nevada weighed the options.
“The first thing we need to do is get to Kansas and get to my parents! Before that, though, we need to get to Dallas proper. If the invasion is truly underfoot, then we must intervene before things grow worse. People need to be saved,” Nevada informed. 
The plan was accepted by Sunshine. The robot pilfered through one of the supply crates and passed a small bag to Nevada to hold her bionic arm. Sunshine grabbed an assault rifle, an older model with traditional iron sights, but plenty for what needed to be done. Nevada looked through one of the overturned supply crates and equipped a ballistic vest. 
“I will stock up on munitions here. Expect heavy resistance. Will your arm cannon be enough?” Sunshine warned. 
Nevada gave a thumbs-up to solidify her stance as Sunshine continued to outfit themselves. The silo in question appeared to be a barn on the surface. Some speakers were present to simulate animal noises to dissuade anyone from entering further into the area. Aside from the traditional barn design, a steel-reinforced door behind a layer of wood was the entryway. Due to its remote location, it was an easy installation to miss. 
Nevada looked to find a nearby control panel on the side of the door. An access key was required for the facility to open. Nevada looked at the panel and found that the access key matched a twenty-digit serial code that linked to the installation. She looked at the tag on her ballistic vest and realized the number was the same. Nevada input the code into the access key entry and waited as a blue light confirmed their exit. The door’s hinges unlocked and a loud opening let in a bunch of natural light. Now outside the compound, Nevada looked first. She could see what seemed to be a rather dull occupation. The Grand American Army was supposed to be mobilizing, and in a big way. If one of these outposts full of weapons and other munitions were unused, where were the rest of the forces? 
Nevada wondered if their presence and additional supplies here were some sort of diversion or general mismanagement. She stepped forward and gave a low whistle for Sunshine. The robot took point and used a general scan function to search for any other signs of life. Nevada moved to look towards the southern end of the barn and was accosted by a group of citizens. She eyed their clothes, a mixture of overalls and patchwork t-shirts that stood out. They were definitely laborers of some kind, likely part of the farming collective around town. 
“Who are you people?” Nevada asked in surprise. Sunshine noticed the danger and started to extend their arm blade. Nevada moved her arm to have Sunshine disengage, the last thing she wanted was anything misconstrued. A young man stepped forward.
“Preppers. The world’s gotten better thanks to everyone working together, but it never hurts to be prepared. I guess today was one of those days. We always... saw one of these things out here. Didn’t think they’d ever open,” he explained. The young man noticed some strange vehicles head past their town boundary a few hours prior. They appeared to be transport vehicles.
“My partner and I have important information to tell you all. An underground collective known as New Dallas is waging war on the surface as we speak. The Grand American Army is a dangerous conscript army that’s the last bastion of capitalism. They’re heading straight for the big cities first,” Nevada informed.
“Dallas is under siege? By... The Grand American Army? Those city yuppies may fold like wet tissue paper, but we don’t get pushed around. These our roads, and our people. If there’s anyone that’s willing to put up a fight, let’s reach them,” another man declared. 
Nevada and Sunshine joined the contingent. Nevada led the group inside the open silo to get spare equipment and watched as the group compared weapons. Soldiers from the opposing force were let out of protected jeeps that patrolled in teams of two to cover key sections. For now, it appeared the plan was to ride through the open plains to penetrate the city quickly and worry about the externals of the state later. From a tactical point of view, it made sense to control the populated cities and use the defenses there to stage a long bleed. The group they encountered numbered around ten people total. Though armed, their self-imposed goal was to provide reconnaissance for those in the city. A teenager with binoculars gave a number of signals to the group. 
“She’s right. I checked the net earlier today, and there was a post or two about strange noises over there, but it’s been quiet ever since. I don’t know what’s going on,” she commented.
The road to Dallas on foot would take hours, something that wasn’t viable for their time. A scheme hatched to commandeer one of the troop vehicles. Nevada, Sunshine, and the volunteer preppers walked along a dirt road for about a half hour. The first sign of a good mark was some tire tracks. An earlier rain left some of the ground muddy but gave a perfect opening for them. Sunshine’s vision scanned the impression of the tire on the mud and gave a rough calculation. This truck was particularly heavier than the others and came at a slower speed. Sunshine was unsure if this meant the cargo it carried was more heavily armed, or variation within the vehicle. 
As if the group were hunting big game, each of them clutched their rifles with the utmost care. Sunshine continued to evaluate the tracks that appeared in greater succession, but there was another issue. The trucks appeared to have gotten lost, driving over the same locations. Nevada and the contingent talked among themselves with some confusion and wondered how prepared this invading force was. Modern warfare had few examples to reference with the age of peace being the solarpunk philosophy. The Estonian conflict was a rare example of the downfall regarding relations, but the tactical battles remained outside the realm of their knowledge. Sunshine emitted a signal similar to echolocation to detect high-caliber electronics similar to themself. A faint signal appeared back to the machine. The crew appeared to be human, but the car was self-driving.
A solar panel depot was close by and provided some relief from the summer heat. Two people stood underneath the panels and pointed up at a small bee’s nest that was developing. The West Texas region had been trying to reintroduce native bee species for a while, which came to great relief. A repair station for the panel complex was quickly unlocked using a spare key hidden underneath a brick. The group exchanged some water among themselves. During this brief period, the sound of a vehicle once again approached their position. Sunshine’s enhanced senses came as a boon for the party, with the robot gearing up to prepare for an encounter.
“Man, why the hell did they want us to go back here? This is some bullshit,” one soldier complained. His patrol partner answered his query.
“Someone from last pass forgot the device when they went to go take a piss. Secure the—Contact, civilians are stationed at this facility. Armed and in the direction of our asset. Do we engage?”
His helmet closed to morph and mask his voice as he grasped his laser rifle. Sunshine’s concerns about the vehicle were exceptionally warranted. The automated car had a mounted gun on the top, a rotating minigun gave a cursory sweep of the landscape. Those outside the depot were torn to pieces by the first torrent. Bullets soared through the air with a piercing growl. Nevada screamed for all to get down. The soldier on the outside raised his hand for the gun to stop firing.
In that moment, Sunshine rolled out of a side entrance of the building and fired their magazine into the first soldier. The body armor of the troop engaged with decent protection, but a well-armed shot made the difference. The second soldier was gunned down by the robot with zero hesitation. Nevada’s primary concern was keeping the rest of the militia alive to reach Dallas proper. She searched for a quick way out before the next volley from the minigun sounded. Despite her warnings, a few chose to support the machine with blind fire from windows. Exchanging gunfire gave Nevada the smokescreen she needed. She waved a hand for those to follow her.
Nevada charged up her arm cannon and launched a shot directly towards the car. The ensuing impact caused the vehicle to flip over as the vehicle automatically deposited the other soldiers. With the main gun taken care of, as in not actively firing in their immediate direction, the preppers felt emboldened to fight further. The surviving soldiers were disoriented and already saw a tirade of angered civilians running towards them. There were no advantages to taking prisoners, and after two of their own were already killed, the decision was easy to make. Nevada had half a mind to shield the teenager’s eyes, but she remembered seeing Corpo War footage as early as she could crawl. This was the reality. 
One of the preppers who overheard the soldier’s conversation looked to see a small black cube that appeared to be the device the previous soldier mentioned. The armored car was still operational, and this gave Nevada a clever idea. She asked if any of the roughnecks present knew how to do a custom override on software such as this. To her surprise, she got a hand. The remaining survivors of the group looked at the black cube and saw that it coordinated with the vehicle’s controls. Holding the cube allowed for external communication with other vehicles and allowed them to see where other transports were heading. With this, they could find a faster method of reaching the city and avoid direct patrols. After some time, the car’s internals were exposed, and the targeting software used was overridden to commandeer control. Sunshine stressed the urgency to keep moving, but remained quiet as the preppers gathered the remains of their fallen comrades. Nevada lingered by the car as they mourned. A small hole was dug with a marker in place for their short service, and the group was ready to go.
The ride to the city limits of Dallas was quiet. What had started out as simple curiosity turned into a downright bloodbath with the reality of war at their doorsteps. Panic loomed as it was thought to be the beginning of the end, but hope would prevail. Good triumphed over evil; it was the ethos of their nation, and once again they were put to the test. The group exchanged small stories of back home to pass the time. Nevada’s gaze fixed on the black cube clutched by another prepper and noticed it made an unusual tone. Isolated only to their own network, the vehicle was on track to another installation at the city limits of Dallas. The automated car tracked the route and made a sudden stop. Nevada and Sunshine volunteered to exit first, while the rest remained inside. Eager to engage in more anti-corporate violence, the pair kicked the door to see that the details of their instruction was none other than the troublesome spy Agent Kiros at it again. Kiros was sitting on a chair with an unconscious soldier handcuffed to a nearby pole.
“Nevada... Sunshine. It hurts for us to meet under such circumstances, but I am here to help,” Agent Kiros said.
Nevada and Sunshine approached Kiros with suspicion as the spy gave a grin. With surrendered hands, he kicked over an important tracking beacon. Nevada picked the piece up and looked at the holographic screen. In order to secure the location of some military documents, for him to burn upon extraction, Kiros needed to have assurances on the troops’ movements. For now, he was still favored by Barry, or at least under the radar from his viewpoint with the euphoria of the conflict which gave him time to act.
“As my role is counterintelligence within the African Union, it was pitifully easy to approach these unsubstantial communication systems that the troops are using among themselves. That little black cube you have was not part of my plans, but contacting you was. There is a rift between them and the higher-ranking military. Exploit it, and we will find victory. Let’s take the car to reach Dallas,” Kiros commented.    






  
  Peace In Our Time


One week into the invasion, Barry Maverock felt a sense of euphoria that clawed at the recesses of his mind. Had he remained with his feeble human body, it would have been paralyzed with indecision. Such worries were beyond him, as the concerns of mortality were suppressed by his accomplishments. The city of New Dallas was his, his greatest adversaries in The Board of Directors were now jailed, or murdered. His new android body was the pinnacle of human creation, according to himself. Most of the military supported him thanks to years of cultivated favor with the Old Guard. Barry’s mobilization of the New Dallas military for a ground invasion was doing remarkably well. Dallas proper was taken with little trouble, and the rest of Texas would soon fall to his submission. 
In the compound with his closest advisers, those of his dissenting superiors against the coup were kept under guard by heavily armed robots in a short room away. The cells were divided by two-way glass, so each one could witness the other. Holding facilities such as these were usually used for testing purposes. The trust of those around him was still fickle, though he welcomed their cheers for the new management. Kept away from regular prison and that of other dissidents, Barry wanted them to have access to the feeds of the various troops under command. Within moments, their entire legacies were made obsolete. Barry’s holographic form projected inside the room and addressed them all at once.
“That should keep you all quiet. Killing you is next on my list, but I’d much rather welcome the new regime on a high note. You can witness your failure first,” Barry mentioned. Before logging out to start the first of many steps, Barry still maintained the human feeling of pettiness. 
“You disgusting freak! You and your research has been an affront to God and the nation at large! I should have you shot for insubordination!” a man yelled, banging against the wall. He defiantly started to hum The Battle Hymn of the Republic. 
Barry absorbed the passing information. He extended his finger and hovered over a small button. Implanted within each cage was a small nozzle that emitted a tuft of nerve gas into their respective cells. Barry watched as the fourth cage filled with a small, colorless liquid with a sweet smell resembling peaches. His gas of choice wasn’t just simple sarin gas, but methylcyclosarin that made treatment impossible with lasting nerve damage.1While those in his circle advocated for its deployment on the battlefield, Barry was concerned about deployment logistics, not wanting to endanger their own soldiers. His bloodlust had its limits. Within seconds, another person once again fell to Barry’s ego. An intense burning sensation came across his body as he coughed. He attempted to claw at the plexiglass with desperation, with his last look at the rest of his compatriots that dared to speak out against the war.
“I always advocated for the separation of church and state,” Barry commented. His visage vanished, leaving those left behind to only view what happened up top. 
Barry met with the supporting officers and additional allies, standing at attention. The room was a cold, industrial tile with gray surrounding them and red accents embedded in the walls. A holotable was present in the center with accompanying chairs. The room was filled with a sense of urgency. Barry felt a small sense of pride in his judgement of excellent administrators for his aims. His circle of lobbyists supplying the war effort, generals to lead the movement, along with his representative clone and a few others. His clone gestured to another oddity for the rest of the team and made room for them to settle in. Unrecognizable by many, these three individuals were going to be tasked with an important job. Barry’s employment of the Old Guard, whose counsel he sought for his entire campaign. Once paired with feeble and decaying flesh, their knowledge remained useful for the cause as transformed androids that survived the transfer. Three, aside from himself, now had the power of machines but the minds of man.
“Alright, everyone. We stand at attention here to start our first phase of the plan. I have been told; there are three options to force a victory. I will hear them out,” Barry mentioned.
Operation Lone Star had three main objectives for Barry to achieve and consider victory. Gaining control of the entirety of Texas as a base of operations, eliminating any resistance en route to Kansas, and the public execution of Candy and Higalik to reign in a new American century of terror. When it came to his targets, the latter of the pair was much less important; his personal biases towards Candy specifically were only known by a trusted few. His real objective could not leak, as it would diminish his grandstanding about American exceptionalism instead of one man’s targeted strike. Texas was an easier sell than one would expect. As the Solar States prioritized decentralization, Texas leaned on its origins, as operating once as a single entity. Without any oversight from The Central Committee and the divided nature of the families in Dallas, they prayed for any opportunity to be reunited.
The group surrounded a holographic table that displayed projections of The Solar States based on their current data. There was some diversity of opinion among the officers handling the invasion plans past the initial assaults. Each soldier was equipped with a body cam over their main uniform that could relay instructions, while leadership operated underground. Sharice, an officer with short red hair and green eyes, caught Barry’s attention and presented the first general strategy. Her primary idea was to mobilize their units to inflict total war on the labeled positions, depriving them of food and everywhere else. She focused on the farming hubs that scattered the landscape. 
Decentralized production methods, where each locality could grow its own food, were both a boon and a detriment to soldiers. Upon successful capture, food could be looted, but the population could resist just as hard. The soldiers had capable supply lines from underground, with rations garnished from the rest of the population. Barry saw the surface as rightful American soil and didn’t want to destroy research centers and other advancements that were harnessed by the surface that could come to benefit themselves. Total war was a useful strategy, but maintaining the propaganda angle was a factor to consider.
By showing that Texas could fold, other states would hopefully be inspired to rise with the tide, but Barry was anything but unrealistic. He knew the limitations of his forces. He lacked any air power at all, no heavy vehicles aside from all-terrain vehicles, some troop transports and restored Corpo War II era mechs. This was a conflict that would require keen tactics to win. Barry planned accordingly. Each state of the surface maintaining communication with one another on localized connections meant an interruption of data would blind the other to their presence. He engulfed the surface in darkness by blasting communication centers with two major EMP blasts and rushed in to establish his foothold.
“Good ground coverage will cover a lot of area under Lt. Col Brennan’s plan. Let it be known, I’m not looking for a protracted war. That part can come after we claim victory. No forever wars here, can’t maintain it, and can’t deal with them. I need something more decisive,” Barry countered. He heard a few supporting arguments for Sharice’s plan.
“Sir, if I may,” another voice reached out.
“You may. Sharice, well done. The next two shall be presented,” Barry spoke. 
Rational, Barry wanted to find any avenue for winning. He had gotten this far off valuing the advice of others and was not going to fall to the same pitfalls as his father. Cowardly, Richard Maverock stayed behind and hid underground until his eventual capture by the Sunspots. He was going to fully use his new android body and take initiative for his goals. Some people thought this was counterintuitive, with his planning needed further away, but his durability and enhanced senses outclassed even the most hardened cybernetics. Any dissenters from his more irrational thinking would be given a more explicit demonstration. The corpses left behind in the testing room were big enough motivators. The second plan was more direct, and one that Barry had already opposed initially, but allowed it to be presented. 
Offered by one of the leading research and development groups working directly with the military, deploying coordinated gas attacks to soften up the population centers and then using artillery to level cities was a trusted strategy. The United States of old was able to steamroll its opposition with a show of combined arms and massive force, but New Dallas was only a fraction of its former operating capacity.
“I mentioned before that weaponizing gas is incredibly difficult. Useful for political prisoners, but on a massive scale, much too risky. If it falls into enemy hands, I don’t trust that they wouldn’t be driven to the same barbarity. The Solar States also has an entirely mechanized military based on the intel; it holds low strategic value,” Barry retorted. The android lifted his hand to address a question.
“How are our ground operations?”
“So far, Dallas proper is being reclaimed for democracy. We are going neighborhood by neighborhood now, with many surrendering on sight. Lubbock has already fallen, but we’ve yet to face any direct counterassaults from the enemy. There is some light resistance at Fort Worth with someone rallying the townspeople to fight back, but that will be removed,” one of the officers mentioned. The cold android hand grasped the table. Barry wanted complete capitulation. Taking down an insurgency was only going to delay his efforts to reach the capital. 
“Light resistance?” one of Barry’s suppliers questioned. She was concerned regarding the supply lines to keep ammunition handy for the recruits. Conscripts routinely used about 20% more ammo than their experienced counterparts.
“Our intelligence had a breach at the tertiary level. All signs indicate Yamaha-era code. I thought she was out of play? The Yamaha family hasn’t served The Board’s interests in quite some time,” an intelligence agent proposed. She handed the android Barry a scanned log. Within seconds, he understood the scope of the breach.
“Like me, the ol’ lapdog thought it’d be wise to have a clone on standby. She works with a known terrorist footing the bill for The Golden Insurgency. Nevada Vasquez. She’s detained and being tortured as we speak. An intelligence break at tertiary level is irritating but no cause for immediate alarm. LUCA can be questioned on details. Summon him,” Barry commented.
The intelligence officer at Barry’s disposal summoned the program to account for the discrepancy now. As requested, a computer screen grabbed the group’s attention. Those in the room were met with the program’s opening eyes and a face that revealed a pixelated grin. Despite being a program used for advertisements and surveillance, the artificial intelligence was robust enough for wargame projections. LUCA had run thousands of simulations that addressed multiple contingencies, but each time he finished, he concluded that New Dallas would lose. For those responsible for checking his records, it was nonsensical, as their own progress was counterintuitive to any predictions the machine made.
“Explain the breach to Commander Maverock.”
“LUCA logging on and reporting. Commander? Ah, yes. I see now. The breach. I was busy, the breach wasn’t just intelligence, it turned out to be more substantial. There was a physical altercation at one of our political prisoner facilities that required my attention. My cameras indicate that Nevada Vasquez escaped New Dallas. How do you wish to proceed?” LUCA mentioned. There were a few gasps from the rest of the room as they started to grow angry towards their digital counterpart’s perceived incompetence. For a supercomputer, these were lousy mistakes.
“Stupid robot, why didn’t you prioritize the news of the actual escape? Now we need to waste... Go for a system reboot,” another officer threatened.
“Yes... Stupid robot, I am indeed. I apologize for this clerical error,” LUCA said. LUCA forwarded some other statistics from the battlefield before returning to his primary function. With the humans back in play, the discussion continued.
“We have a lot of bodies to throw at the problem. We can keep a force of about 80,000 soldiers occupying Texas and we can throw everything else at Oklahoma. The Solar State’s capital is incidentally not Washington D.C. as LUCA reported. Kansas is. If our advance proves to be anything like so far, we’ll have this in the bag by the end of the week,” another commander supported. His projections were optimistic.
“Overconfidence gets us bogged down, so stay wary, but good plan. This is the way forward. We secure a holding now and apply pressure. I will use the ongoing chaos to go to the capital to deliver my message personally. The Solar States is already under scrutiny after what happened with Greater India. Agents of mine had successfully infiltrated the building complex as maintenance workers. I arranged for a series of bombs to be detonated as we start our advance into the region. Divide and conquer, this keeps command busy while we move. The deployed EMPs also ensure that communications cannot be distributed. We keep them ignorant. Each state is practically autonomous. Good for us, bad for them,” Barry mentioned. The brain case gave a low yellow glow as it processed the sheer anger that emitted from the machine. There was an awkward silence from a few. Barry looked at his clone to intercede.
The atmosphere surrounding two copies of their superior was a difficult one to shake. In most respects, they adhered to the demands of the original Barry Maverock, chrome and all, while the clone remained a distant but feared figure. Built to carry on his duties, the clone had started to get a new lease on life and wanted to differentiate himself. He stretched his arms out and cracked his neck with a sly grin. The pair had adopted an almost alter-ego view of their relationship. The cold, rational android that removed himself from humanity, and the fresh clone that acted entirely on impulse and operated with impunity. 
“You all seem so lacking in confidence. Let it be known that I bested both the terrorist Nevada Vasquez and that pitiful robot of hers single-handedly. I am Barry all the way down to his old peanut allergy. Bet you ain’t know that! While the original was organizing these efforts, I kept the ruse up. Fooled half of you until the time was right for the grand reveal. I’ll get Higalik outta the way, and he can get Candy. Just revenge for all the devastation she did to us. Relax, we’re gonna take them alive. The people are gonna see this and the war is ours,” the clone stated. The sentiment was shared by a few supporting jeers insulting Candy and some racial epithets for her successor. Barry’s machine eye gave a look of approval at the clone. He turned around and addressed the next set of instructions. The Old Guard awaited the coveted command to wreak havoc with their new strength. 
“Old Guard. Change of plans, I reckon you head to Dallas proper and destroy the terrorist, Nevada Vasquez. I want her eliminated from the field. The Golden Insurgency is trying to inspire hope, squish it like a bug on a windshield. My clone and I will reconvene once we touch ground in Kansas,” Barry ordered. The android’s next words were interrupted by the dissenting voice of Asher. In most circumstances, he was relegated to the dirty work, but had yet to say his piece. 
“Barry...” Asher voiced. A few officers signaled for him to drop the discussion for them to return to their stations. He recoiled slightly as the android’s head turned and the clone lifted his head up. 
“Dismissed,” Barry stated to the rest of the officers. 
They slowly filed away back to their designated tasks and gave him and Asher room to discuss the rest of their conversation. Asher hoped to catch a private word with the ambitious leader before the strikes escalated in scope. He extended a hand to Barry and the clone to move to another hallway as The Old Guard walked behind. Their synchronous steps were an acclimation to their new bodies.
“Some of my agents are finding gaps in the intelligence between what’s on your projected maps and the Dallas defenses. I assume that this is our deployment area. What do we do regarding the garrisons?” Asher asked. 
“What do you mean? Militaries of the old world were massive polluters on the global stage. In their foolishness, they scuttled and disbanded their human intuition. I don’t think a single one of them has even seen a rifle, and the ones that did, are far too old now,” Barry asserted in confidence.
“Well... That is true, but it seems odd to me that nobody on the surface has bothered The Solar States. The African Union certainly has an axe to grind with them, but there must be something we don’t know,” Asher commented.
“Yeah, I’m sure your amount of experience from Battle of The Kindergarten Class is helpful. I know how to command the troops on the surface. Just do as you’re told,” the cloned Barry retorted.
“This was a conversation between me and my partner. I was in Greater India with your original, show some respect, you soulless husk of a copy,” Asher spat. His chest rose with seething hatred for the facsimile that mocked him. 
“If you’re concerned about that terrorist, I already ordered The
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