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OUR PLANET'S POPULATION was addicted - to their own brain chemistry. 

Because their own electronic gizmo's made them that way.

Built and sold by people who had only their own selfish greed as motivation.

The problem was that their own narcissism kept them from thinking anyone else would ever find out. Because they had already paid off the politicians of most of the largest nations.

They thought themselves above any laws - even when they hired some terrorist mercenaries to bomb their competition.

That just set in motion an unknown force that now had “nothing to lose.”

This story isn't about some corporation taking on the government and other vested interests just to help humanity for a noble cause - although that happened, too.

It's about a very brilliant genius girl who found herself in the cross-hairs of all those above. 

But the first thing she had to do this morning was survive her own office exploding around her...
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I TORE OFF THE HEADSET with it's VR goggles and earbuds. They skidded across my massive desk, scattering papers and files like a mini cyclone. Only stopping when they wrapped around the very solid, unmovable gray base of Lady Liberty.

Someone had cast her as a thick bronze piece, originally created as a classless idea of a lamp support. I took out all that wiring and plugged that hole so she again stood for something. It's original message of friendship between two nations, united in the birth date of universal independence and freedom, had been altered by marketing to mean wanting  "...huddled masses yearning to breathe free." 

But those weren't my favorite lines, which were at the beginning, "Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!"

I stood at that thought, and walked over to the two walls of plate glass, floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked that N'Yack harbor.  Clear days would allow you to see that Gray Lady standing with her back to us, far out in the harbor.

And my thoughts always went back to my own grandmother and her grandmother - who had started and fostered a lineage of independent geniuses, ones who kept that legacy of pushing forward the technologies of this culture. 

They didn't come here through that harbor, but instead were born and raised in the Heartland. Extreme geniuses with talent far beyond their time, education, and sex. 

All we ever wanted was to improve the quality of life for the average person. Longer, more fulfilling lives. Technology that helped people reach their inner, greater resources that were always just below the surface. Just asking to be put to use.

Along with that natural-born freedom to think, to innovate, to create a better world than the one we each were born into.

But now most of our progress was crashing down to a dull brown mud of addicted conformity and blind compliance – all to get a dopamine rush as payment.

I brushed a black lock out of my eyes and swung the rest of that long dark mane out of my way. And put my arms akimbo as I stood there, defiant against the history that had brought me here to this point in time, this office.

That's what I thought as I looked far out across that harbor, looking for the real Gray Lady out there. 

Not for long.

Because right about the time of that thought, I got a blinding flash of intuition and my reflexes soared me into action. Literally. 

I ran, leaped, and flew across to the other side of my up-armored desk, where I landed and curled into a reverse-rolling ball of tucked knees and arms. A ball that bumped to a stop back under that tiny desk crawlspace. 

Just before the explosion blew what was left of those two glass corner walls out into the streets below. And ignited the rest of my former office into a fireball.

At least that's what they later told me happened.
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“IS SYBIL OK?” ABE ASKED me before he hardly had entered the room.

“As far as we know. The escape hatch had been activated and no human remains were found in the office.”

Abe Smythe sank his long frame into the nearest chair and passed a hand across his forehead, smoothing down his dark chestnut hair with a  gesture of relief. “We didn't calculate that an attempt on her life would come this soon. At least her training may have kept her safe. That we can hope.”

“Juice? Water? Something more toxic?”

Abe smiled back at me. “You remind me of your grandmother, Steve. Always considerate of guests and family.”

I just smiled back, glad to have something to smile about. All I had been thinking about since the news of the explosion was my only sister, Sybil.

“So what do we know? What does your 'advanced retrospective analysis' predict will happen now?” I handed him a thin citric juice blend he preferred, and sat with my own iced water in the padded chair opposite his. A single dark oak side-table separated the two, holding only two cork coasters on its polished top, one for each of our drinks.

Abe sipped and took his time in replying. This office had been his once, and little changed since then. It had always been the Corporation Manager's, and never enlarged beyond the original, while banks of secretarial and administrative help took up the rest of this floor, a converted hangar. Gray carpet
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