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An introduction to The Divided States of
America:

No one can say with any reasonable certainty
when the United States of America began to fall apart. Many point
to the presidential election of 2016, but most believe the breakup
started long before this. Now, in the year 2110, the former United
States is made up of 13 nation-states and The Wastelands. Some of
the nation-states have prospered under self-rule, while others have
declined. Some nation-states are very accepting of outsiders, while
others trust no one…sometimes not even their fellow citizens. There
is chaos in some places, and order in others…sometimes too much
order.

The first state to break away from the USA
was, not unexpectedly, Texas, and from there, things continued to
spiral out of control as the national government tried to hold on
to control that the state governments wanted back, and eventually,
the federal government was no longer able to control the states,
and the break-up came about.

Some of the nation-states kept the name
“America” in their new names. Some did this as a tribute to where
they had come from, while others did it to remind their citizens of
what they were breaking away from. Others adopted new names, or
took on names that were given to them.

Borders in some areas are heavily patrolled,
even walled in places, while other borders have no protection at
all…mostly it depends on the views of the new government and its
citizens, even though sometimes those two groups still don’t agree.
Let’s face it, greed and independence are bred into the human race,
and even allying with others that have similar viewpoints does not
necessarily mean that they will always get along.

If you’re interested in learning more, please
click http://www.nomadicdeliriumpress.com/dividedstates.pdf
to see a map of the new nation-states and to read a little about
each of them.
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Rodrick Jenkins stared out the window of the
100th floor of the Takahashi Industrial Center at the
frozen over surface of Lake Erie. He could see the elevated road
that led to the launch site, but even with slight genetic eye
enhancements, he couldn’t actually see the launch vehicle that
would take the ten-person crew to Mars.

“Wouldn’t it be cheaper to launch from
Florida?” a voice asked from behind him. By the slight British
accent, Jenkins knew it was Amir Mohammed.

“Cheaper,” Jenkins said without turning,
“But much more dangerous.”

“Meaning?” Mohammed asked.

Jenkins sighed and turned around. He
sometimes wondered about his advisors. They were all supposed to be
quite bright, but there were times when he thought they had somehow
cheated on their aptitude tests.

“Meaning,” Jenkins said. “With all of the
terrorism problems Florida is having right now, it’s not worth the
risk.”

His three advisors nodded. Amir Mohammed was
a tall dark-skinned man, of obvious Arabic heritage, but Jenkins
wasn’t sure if it was Mohammed’s grandparents or great-grandparents
that had come from Saudi Arabia. If he remembered the rumors
correctly, it was his great-grandparents, and they had come over
during the Trump years, and they had had something to do with one
of the Washington bombings, but those were just rumors. Sadly, even
in the Great Lakes Conglomerate, racism still ran rampant, even
though they all tried to pretend like it didn’t.

“Launching during the winter, though,” Elena
Schmidt said, “Are we sure the new designs can handle the
conditions?”

Jenkins held back his sigh this time. “We’ve
had plenty of un-crewed launches that were successful. Adding a
crew doesn’t change anything.”

Elena Schmidt was tall and thin, and it was
quite obvious that her parents had spent a lot of money on gene
modifications. She was perfect to the extent of being too perfect.
Jenkins thought all of the efforts to make her beautiful actually
made her ugly. She had come to the GLC from Corprotopia when she
was twenty. Her engineering efforts had earned her a scholarship to
Cleveland State, and the Corprotopia government had reluctantly
allowed her to leave. They were obviously hoping that she would
return once she’d finished her schooling, but she never did.

The final member of Jenkins’ advisory team,
and the only one not saying anything was Raul Rivera. He was a
short man who often seemed to have a Napoleon Complex, always
trying to outsmart everyone, including Jenkins, but this time he
was oddly quiet. He had escaped Texas at the age of twelve with his
family. After fleeing through The Wastelands, they had found
temporary sanctuary in the Indian Nations, and Raul eventually
moved to the GLC to study at Indiana University.

This was his advisory team. Between the four
of them, plus thousands of hands-on technicians and engineers, they
were getting ready to launch the GLC’s most ambitious Mars program
ever.

Satisfied that there weren’t going to be
anymore foolish questions, Jenkins turned back to the window,
wishing that he could see the launch vehicle all those many miles
out on the frozen lake.

*

The evening news held nothing of interest to
Jenkins. More stories about political pressure from The Indian
Nations against the Confederate States to try to stop their human
trafficking, stories about more people trying to cross the border
from Texas into Mexico, and being shot by Texas border guards in
the process, and of course, stories about attempted mind control
efforts in Corprotopia. Jenkins had heard all of the stories
before, and it seemed like the news just wanted to constantly
rehash old ideas, especially in an effort to put down the other
nation states that had once been part of the United States.

“Off,” he called into the air, and the
fifty-inch screen went dark. “Call up the most recent holo of the
launch vehicle,” he again called into the air.

A perfect 3-d image of the ten-story rocket,
“Takahashi I” appeared in his living room. He examined the rocket.
Everything looked perfect to him. Even the recent winter storm
hadn’t sent waves crashing onto the bottom of the launch vehicle.
Everything would be ready when the next launch window opened in
four days.

A red dot began to flash in the upper right
corner of the 3-d image. Jenkins touched the dot, and the image of
the rocket shrank to two inches while a large text message popped
up. It was from a corporate security system, and Jenkins didn’t
like what he was reading…

A recent breach was recorded in security
sub-system 5a-b-ii.

Jenkins shook his head. Sometimes technology
made life more difficult than it needed to be. He tapped on the
illuminated 5a-b-ii, and another message popped up.

Sub-system 5a-b-ii was accessed through a
proxy server running through Canada at 1946 hours.

Jenkins wasn’t sure what the sub-system was,
but he was sure that it shouldn’t be accessed through Canada.

“What is Sub-system 5a-b-ii?” he called into
the air.

“That sub-system,” a woman’s voice said,
“Monitors security drone locations for the Takahashi I
spacecraft.”

That definitely wasn’t good, Jenkins
thought. “Interlink with the message currently displayed and report
who gave this authorization.”

“One moment please,” the woman’s voice said.
In less than ten seconds, she responded, “The system can be traced
to the security code for Raul Rivera.”

Jenkins shook his head. “Send a memo to Mr.
Rivera telling him that I want to see him in my office at 0800 in
the morning.”

“Yes, sir.”

*

Rivera sat across from Jenkins at the boss’
desk. Jenkins stared at him for several minutes, not saying
anything, just trying to read Rivera, but for some reason, the man
was hard to read at the moment. If he was nervous about anything,
he certainly wasn’t showing it. He almost seemed disinterested.

“Would you mind explaining yourself?”
Jenkins said, although he didn’t give Rivera any idea of what he
might want explained.

Rivera didn’t shrug, shiver, or shake, he
simply looked at Jenkins and said, “I’ve been worried about many of
the security features we have in place. I didn’t want to alert you,
so I decided to backdoor my way in. Apparently, that was a mistake
on my part, and I apologize.”

Rivera didn’t show any signs that he might
be lying, but he also wasn’t acting like he was trying to outsmart
Jenkins, which was odd for the short man. He simply seemed like he
was telling Jenkins the truth.

“In the future,” Jenkins said, “It might be
better for you to think these things through. I have every reason
to fire you right now. Not only that, but you’ve violated GLC law.
I could have you arrested.”

“Understood, sir, but I really did just have
the best interests of the project in mind. This mission means a lot
to me, and I want to see it succeed. I wouldn’t want it to be
sabotaged when we’re this close.”

Jenkins studied the man for several seconds.
He still seemed like he was telling the truth, but at the same
time, he didn’t seem to be acting like himself.

“I still don’t understand,” Jenkins said,
“What makes you so worried about sabotage? Obviously, we have to
worry about it, but what would make you worry so much that you’d
circumvent me, the company, and the law?”

“Just a hunch,” Rivera said.

Jenkins nodded. “A hunch? That’s pretty
sketchy for a man of science.”

Rivera shrugged. “I know, but I don’t really
have anything else to call it.”

There had to be more to his actions than
that, but Rivera wasn’t going to give anything up, and continuing
the conversation was only going to frustrate Jenkins even more. He
just pointed at the door. Rivera stood, nodded briefly, and walked
out. No sign of nervous tension, even though Jenkins could have him
prosecuted and Rivera could serve up to five years for what he’d
done.

No, something didn’t add up at all.

“Security,” Jenkins called into the air.
“Place a tracking bot on Raul Rivera. Immediately.”

There was no response. Security never
responded to requests. They simply did what they were asked.

*

It was now just three days until launch, and
Jenkins was again trying to unwind from the stressful day by
watching the news, but again it didn’t do anything for him. He took
a drink of the whiskey that had been sitting on the table next to
him for more than an hour and shouted, “Off,” into the air. The
monitor went black. “Lights down to one,” he called, and the lights
in his apartment dimmed to almost nothing. No point in wasting time
going to bed, he thought as he curled up on the couch in the hopes
of getting more than the usual three or four hours of sleep.

He had just dozed off when an urgent chime
filled the air.
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