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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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“Look who finally decided to return home,” Renee Sinclair
stated as she looked up from the news report that was being
projected in mid-air in front of her.

“Good to be back, Captain,” Debra Lennon replied.

“Retired,” Renee said with a laugh. “I’m just a consultant now.
No more titles. I never was big on the whole rank thing to begin
with. We were a scientific organization, not military.”

“I
always got that impression. Should I go back to calling you
‘sissy-boy’ then?”

“Only if you want a stern lecture about respect and
acceptance.”

“I’ll pass. You gave me enough of those when I first got
here.”

“It’s so good to see you.”

“Same here.”

The older woman
got to her feet and held her arms open for an embrace. Debra moved
in and the two of them hugged for some time with nothing being
said.

After releasing
from the embrace, the two of them sat down on the sofa.

“What can I get you to drink?”

“Water’s fine.”

“Lurch, a water and coffee, my mix, please,” Renee ordered. A
minute later a tall android entered and put a glass of water in
front of Debra and a steaming mug in front of Renee. The robot had
been given grey artificial skin with an emotionless, squared off
face.

“You
went a little creepy there with your servant droid,” Debra
commented once Lurch had left the room.

“I’ve gotten into watching old television programs from the mid
to late 20th century and based him off of my favorite butler
character from them.”

“You’re going to have to show me some of those.”

“From what I’ve heard, you have a good deal of your own
adventures to share. Going across the continent as a freelance gun
for hire… I’m thinking I may have exposed you to a few too many
adventure films while you were growing up.”

“My
‘adventures’ just happened. If anything is to blame, it was you
pushing that whole idea of doing the ‘right thing’ and all that ‘be
responsible’ nonsense.”

“I
was trying to get you to become a scientist.”

“When has my life ever gone in a clear path. Ever since I
encountered three strangers from a far-off land and ran away from
home with them, my life has been a twisting journey that never
seems to let me have it easy.”

“Would you change a thing?”

There was a
solemn look on Debra’s face as her hand fell to Leslie, her Custom
Bowman Pallas pistol. She never went anywhere without
it.

“Right,” Renee said with understanding. “Sorry about
that.”

“It’s okay. You’d think I had had enough time to mourn and move
on by now.”

“My
dear, Leslie was a huge part of your life. You’ll move on when
you’re ready, but don’t push yourself to move any faster than you
need to.”

“It’s nice to be back.”

“I’ve missed you. We should get out for lunch. Cafe Jordano has
expanded again and their food is as remarkable as ever.”

“That sounds great, but not today. I already have lunch plans.
Although if you’re free, you can join us.”

“Us?”

“My
new employer.”

“Serenity Payne, if I’ve heard correctly.”

“Yeah. She has me on retainer. She insisted on accompanying me
back home in her personal luxury flyer, as she had business she had
been neglecting out here. So now I’m attending a business lunch
with her and various big wigs she has invited, all of whom she is
keeping secret. But knowing her, they are all going to be important
people.”

“And
I’m invited to this?”

“Serenity told me to invite you when I told her I was stopping
in for a visit.”

“Not
sure if I could decline such an offer.”

“Then we’re due in Aspen in about an hour. And you’ll never
believe where we’re eating at.”

*

“So,
what do you think of the Rocky Mountain States?” Serenity asked as
she looked off the balcony at the snow-covered mountains. She was
wearing a loose-fitting blouse that blew in the gentle breeze,
giving peeks at her red lace bra to anyone who might be
looking.

“It’s cold and dry,” Marco replied. He was dressed in a tan
suit with a Griffin/P logo that showed him to be a trusted employee
of the Payne Household. “The skies seem clearer than the other
nation states I’ve been in.”

“They have some of the strongest anti-pollution laws in the
world here, as well as some of the most effective methods of
cleaning the air. With all their regulations and high business
taxes to maintain this level of environmental cleanliness, many of
my contemporaries claim the RMSA is a profit killing machine. I
have yet to see any signs of that, as some of the best business
people are making fortunes out here. I’ve been wanting to expand
this way for some time. Out of all the nations states, they
generally seem to have the most stable economy and the strongest
balance of policies.”

“Surprised your family hasn’t looked into it before
now.”

“Oh,
there has been a long line of loyal Corprotopia men running the
business. While those of us with wealth don’t have to drink the
same water as the ‘lesser citizens’ do, there is still a fair
amount of brainwashing going on. I doubt more than 1% of
Corprotopia is able to think for themselves, water drinkers or
not.”

“It
does seem like a pleasant enough place.”

“So
if we were to open a secondary headquarters here and spend several
months a year running things from it, you’d be up for
that?”

“You’re the boss. The deal is I go where you need me to go. If
we do that, I will have to look into the sports of skiing and
snowboarding. I understand they are popular out here and look to be
a fun way to waste an afternoon.”

“I’ve not gone skiing in years. We’ll have to work that into
this trip, as you would excel at it I’m sure.

“Now
I guess I better put on something professional looking before our
lunch date.”

*

The Edge of
Paradise was the most exclusive restaurant in Aspen Colorado, if
not the whole of the Rocky Mountain States. The fact that Serenity
had been able to book a table for ten with only a few hours notice
spoke volume as to her influence.

The Edge was
built atop of Aspen Mountain, with a dozen private dining rooms,
each with its own spectacular view of the mountains, in a circle
around a kitchen that claims to never serve the same meal twice,
with a revolving staff of some of the greatest chefs in the world
who each prepare a totally unique new meal for each
party.

If you have to
ask the cost of your meal, you clearly do not belong
there.

“Are
you sure I was invited?” Renee asked for the tenth time since they
had arrived.

So far, the two
of them were the only ones to arrive and Renee still felt
underdressed.

“Relax and enjoy the experience,” Debra replied. She stood
confidently dressed casually, with her equipment vest filled with
all manner of odds and ends that she might need and Leslie
holstered at her hip. There was no formal dress code at The Edge.
As long as their names were on the list to be there, you could run
around naked and no one would say a thing.

The two of them
looked out the massive window. Below them the mountain side was
alive with activity. Hundreds of people skiing and snowboarding
gave a colorful speckling, moving over the soft whiteness of the
snow. A series of buildings that made up the resort itself rested
at the bottom of the mountain, where the specks of color slid into
obscurity.

The security at
the Edge was top of the line. Debra could see the drone bunkers
that lined the outside of the building with their green lights
flickering, signaling constant communication between the security
system and the drones that were quietly patrolling the area. She
had taken note of every security measure in the restaurant and felt
confident about them all. Resting her hand on the window she could
tell it was high impact glass, able to hold together even under a
strong barrage of explosives.

“If
you’re here, does that mean Ms. Payne is expecting
trouble?”

“With Serenity, she tries to be ready for anything.”

“Of
course I do my dear,” Serenity proclaimed as she entered the room
with Marco right behind her. She was wearing a simple light blue
formal, long sleeved bodycon dress with a tie collar. “That and I
like having interesting people around me.”

“Renee Sinclair, may I introduce you to the Serenity Payne,”
Debra said, holding her hand out towards Serenity.

“It
is a pleasure to finally meet the woman responsible for shaping our
talented Debra here.”

“Well, I don’t know if I can really take the credit for
that.”

“Nonsense my dear, take the compliment and return
one.”

“Yes, of course, thank you,” Renee replied nervously. “It’s an
honor to meet you as well. I love your outfit. The color really
wears well on you.”

“Now
there’s an honest compliment. I like her.” Serenity looked at her
wrist pad. “Now if the rest of our gathering are on time, we
shouldn’t have too much of a wait for them.”

“I’m
curious how you were able to set up such a meeting with next to no
notice,” Renee commented.

“These are people who have been wanting to meet with me, but
life is not always accommodating. Yet they were in the area now as
I was headed this way. They dropped their other commitments for the
day to make this happen. It is rather flattering for a girl to know
how important she is to others.”

Debra and Marco
exchanged knowing looks as Debra shook her head and Marco struggled
to hold his serious expression.

“And
who is the first of them to arrive,” Serenity commented as a staff
member led two people into the room.

A middle-aged
man wearing a fashionable dark blue suit, his light brown hair
neatly cut and sculpted, walked in with a sense of purpose. Behind
him walked a tall young woman, dressed in a conservative, form
fitting grey dress. Her dark hair was cut short. She stood with a
serious look on her face.

Serenity
enthusiastically announced, “Mister Barry Knight, CEO of Foothills
Enterprises and his indispensable assistant Eve Olsen.”

There was a
quick round of introduction. Ms. Olsen had an odd look about her
with the introductions of Debra and Renee, but said nothing as she
politely took their hands.

“So
who else are we expecting then?” Barry asked as he looked at the
table prepared for ten people.

“That would be telling,” Serenity said with a playful
smile.

“This lunch meeting of yours, while it was hard to refuse the
invitation, it all seems rather unorthodox for a business lunch,”
Eve stated.

“I’ve never been one to be orthodox.,” Serenity replied. “I
find you can learn so much more about people when you remove them
from their expectations.”

Two more
individuals were being led into the room, one male, one female.
Both of them had light brown skin with dark brown hair, which they
both wore long. Their matching round faces and hazel eyes made them
feel like opposite sex reflections of each other. There was little
doubt they were closely related. They wore appropriate business
suits with her in a skirt and stylish high heel shoes.

“And
here we have Javier and Juliana Ochoa, founders of Olmecs
Technology of Mexico,” Serenity announced
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