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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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Trial of
Payne

By Ian Brazee-Cannon

 


There was little to do in
the hotel room, as Debra didn’t care for TV. She had been in New
York City for just over a week now. She had been hired as a
bodyguard for Conrad Pendragon as he finished up his latest tour.
Most of her time had been spent keeping teenage girls out of the
way. The one time she was forced to draw Leslie when a protester
started to get violent was a surprising change of pace. He backed
away quickly enough, with no other action needed.

Now that the gig was over,
Debra was stuck looking for the next job. She didn’t need the
money, as her basic needs were minimal and she still had yet to
spend all she had made from the events in St. Louis and her time in
the Indian Nations. She didn’t like having nothing to do and could
not get into doing touristy excursions. A visit to the Statue of
Liberty had been pleasant enough, but that only took a few
hours.

One problem with traveling
as much as she often did when on a job, was the wait time for her
mail to catch up with her. She was waiting for the renewal
paperwork for her multi-nation state carry permit and wasn’t about
to risk letting it expire, especially here in Corprotopia. Their
strict adherence to the laws gave no room for risks.

“Maybe it’s time to go back
to Denver for a little vacation,” Debra remarked to
herself.

She had grown tired of the
stale air and mindless humming of the temperature regulator of her
room. The few journeys to explore the amenities of the hotel had
proved more annoying with a seemingly never-ending parade of men
and women trying to pick her up. The hotel had a reputation for
attracting certain types, most likely why Pendragon had decided to
stay there.

The knock at her door
brought hope that the waiting would soon end.

Through her peephole Debra
saw a young man standing politely in the hallway dressed not in the
drab uniform of a hotel employee, but in a tan suit with brown
adornments. His overall aura held the presence of
purpose.

Debra opened the door and asked, “Can
I help you?”

“Am I speaking to Debra
Lennon?”

“Yes, that’s me.”

“Then this is for
you.”

Debra was handed a folded
piece of paper, sealed with blue wax indented with a stylized “P”
emblem in front of a griffin logo. “Debra Lennon” was written in
elaborate calligraphy above the seal.

The young man took a step
back and stood patiently with a polite smile as Debra broke the
seal and unfolded the paper.

 


Debra Lennon,

There is a need to come in
for a face to face talk concerning your Special Authority Firearm
Carry Permit.

If your schedule allows, I
have set aside time this afternoon to meet with you. Marco, the
gentleman who delivered this letter, can escort you to my
office.

If, however, you are unable
to take leave at this time, he will give you instructions on how to
set up a future meeting with me.

Remember to bring the
firearm with you. This letter will serve as an official Permit to
Carry for an excursion to my office.

 


I look forward to meeting
with you soon.

S. Payne, Seated Delegate of the
Oversight and Authority Commission of Corprotopia

 


“Seriously?” Debra looked up
to the young man. “What is this crap?”

“I do not know the details
ma'am,” Marco replied. “I am here to escort you if you choose that
avenue.”

“And if I don't?”

“Then I give you the second
letter and will be on my way.”

Debra took her time trying
to sum the man up. He seemed sincere. There was a sense of training
and discipline to him, but no trace of malice or ill intent. Her
instincts told her this was all legitimate.

Debra took in a deep breath and said,
“Give me a moment.”

“Of course.”

Debra went back in the room
and checked what she already knew, that Leslie was loaded with
standard ammo. A quick switch into her utility vest, with the
pockets always stocked and ready to go. If there was something
sinister going to happen, they would find Debra Lennon was not easy
prey.

*

Out front of the hotel
Debra was escorted to a black stretched luxury car of a make and
model she was unfamiliar with. The car was designed to resemble the
automobiles of old, even with old fashioned real rubber tires. Then
there was an actual person driving it. Debra had learned to pilot
many different vehicles during her life, both in the Wastelands and
the Rocky Mountain States, but here in the big cities of
Corprotopia, no one drove. Debra had looked into getting a license,
but the requirements took years to complete. She had to settle for
letting A.I.s get her from place to place. To hire a human driver
was a true luxury.

Marco opened the door and waited for
Debra. The spectacle of the car had attracted a crowd. Debra felt
awkward at being stared at as she got into the vehicle.

The passenger section was
roomy, with a mini fridge and small food cabinet, as well spouts
for dispensing chilled drinks and an interactive media
screen.

Marco got into the front of
the car with the driver. He turned towards Debra and said “Help
yourself and get comfortable. Depending on traffic, it could take a
little while to get out of the city. Once we are over the river, it
should be a quick enough trip.”

“Where are we
going?”

“Payne’s office, just
outside of Albany.”

“A little bit more of a
drive than I pictured.”

“If you need anything, just
tap on the glass,” Marco said as the tinted separation rose into
place.

Debra dispensed herself a
cold glass of water and started scanning through new feeds and
internet with purpose, as she felt the car rise from the ground and
join the hovering traffic on the street.

Once the vehicle left the
city, there was a distinct change in pace. Debra turned off the
tint in the windows and took in the scenery. Away from the chaos
and noise of the metropolis, the powers of Corprotopia had
maintained the natural beauty remarkably well. Having spent so much
time in the heart of one of the largest cities in the world, it was
hard to imagine such an incredible natural landscape just a short
drive away.

Once through the open
space, they were passing through new groupings of houses. The
farther they drove, the more distance there was between one house
and another. The houses themselves became bigger and the lands
around them more vast. These were clearly what one would call an
estate. While Debra had dealt with the wealthy before, this was one
aspect that was new to her.

As there was still time, Debra
returned to her research.

Debra felt the vehicle turn
and come to a stop. She peaked out the window as they started up
again. She got a good look at the open elaborate iron gates they
were passing through. A large “P”/Griffin emblem, just like the one
from her letter, dominated the artistic ironwork.

“Looks like we’re
here.”

Lush, well kept, green
lawns that took up the area of a standard city block led to a dark
tan brick three story house, with maroon overhangs and a gray tile
roof. Debra had seen traditional, old fashion cottages in her
travels and this house felt like a much larger version. From the
window count, including several bay style extensions, the structure
held at least twenty rooms. Rows of well-trimmed shrubs bordered
the bottom of the house. Just past the house, several smaller
buildings of the same style lay scattered throughout the grounds.
Unmanned security towers littered the area, most likely filled with
high quality monitoring equipment, from powerful cameras and audio
monitors to relays and recharge points for perimeter drones that
were subtlety patrolling the grounds. These towers were well
camouflaged and most likely would have gone unnoticed to untrained
eyes.

The vehicle pulled up in
front of the house. Debra was escorted inside then led through the
spacious hallways into a room on the first floor.

Upon entering, Debra's eyes
fell on the subtle marble fireplace with a quaint fire crackling in
it. Above the mantle were a half dozen military rifles of the past,
prominently displayed with bronze plaques summarizing their
history. The over-all decorating style seemed to be focused around
firearms. Guns from every era were on display, either hung on the
walls or resting in display cases. The dark wood bookcase that sat
behind a well built, practical desk, was filled with books on war
and military strategy alongside firearm encyclopedias.

Debra
found herself looking through the display cases where she found a
pair of old flint lock pistols with a plaque stating:
Wogdon dueling pistols used by Aaron Burr and
Alexander Hamilton for their famous duel.

“Hope the ride here wasn’t
too boring,” a relaxed voice said. Debra turned to find a woman
entering the room through a door she could have sworn had not been
there before.

The woman stood at just
above five and half feet tall. Her raven black hair swept down her
back neatly, swaying ever so gently when she walked. She wore a
loose-fitting blouse with only half the buttons done, leaving
little to hide regarding her shapely chest, with her black lacy bra
prominently on display.

“I really cannot tell you
how excited I am to finally meet Debra Lennon face to face,” the
woman said as she reached out her hand towards Debra. “I am a huge
fan of yours.”

“I’m flattered,” Debra said,
taking the offered hand. “But I’m fairly sure you’ve over-hyped my
reputation.”

“Modest of course,” the
woman said with a knowing smile as she sat on the front of her
desk. “I was not sure, but so far I am charmed.”

“I’m not big on
pleasantries,” Debra replied. “I am however curious as to why
Serenity Payne, heir of one of the great families of Corprotopia,
has gone to so much trouble to complete the mundane task of permit
renewal.”

“Straight to the point,”
Serenity replied. “I expected nothing less. My guess is you did
some homework on the way here.”

Debra gave an agreeing nod.

“The first thing you found
concerned my family wealth and my odd rise to the head of the
family. Outside of the rumors and speculation, I can assure I had
nothing to do with the accident,” Serenity took a pause. “I adored
my brothers and would much prefer to be free of the
responsibilities they actually were ready to embrace.

“So, while I can be cold
and calculating, I am not a murderer. “

“Do you give this speech to
all permit applicants?”

“As you are my first, I
guess I do. My family has regularly had at least one member holding
an official position in the government for generations, just in
case, but we never really follow through with any of the associated
duties. So this is a true first, not just for me, but for my
family.”

“That doesn’t answer my
questions.”

“You are here because I
wanted to meet you and felt like being a little naughty with
abusing my power.”

“If you were hoping to
seduce me, you’ve wasted your time. I’m not interested.”

“An intriguing prospect I
am sure, but that was not my intent,” Serenity gestured at her
outfit. “This is my casual attire. I'm not really into dressing
formal if I have the choice. The same obviously goes for you,
although your casual clearly runs to different tastes than
mine.”

“Well then, we’ve met. I
hope it was all you dreamed it to be. If you could approve the
permit, you can get back to your life.”

“As is in my authority, I
am going to require testing before I give my approval.”

Debra did not hide her frustration.
“Are you serious?”
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