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    Those who do not learn from the sins of history are condemned to repeat them.

  


  
    To the Reader


    This story is about the start of the second American civil war. The United States of America has been trending towards separation for decades, with no signs our proud nation will change from its current course of partisan conflict and dissension. At some point, heated debate will yield to action.


    Michael Shaara’s The Killer Angels and Stephen Crane’s The Red Badge of Courage shared history by looking back at the facts and estimating the motivations of the men and women caught in the first American civil war. This provided a far more powerful sense of history than could be painted by a textbook. The American Testament similarly uses characters from both sides of the conflict to help people today understand the hopes and fears of those on the other side of the political spectrum. Much of the rage in today’s politics is because few understand what inspires people with whom they disagree.


    History can, and often does repeat itself. This novel looks to examples from the past for events that plausibly could be replicated and to recycle haunting characters. Every generation has scars from failing to adapt to the new and learn from the old.


    Human egos have already begun to fully embrace a technology-rich lifestyle, but human nature takes time to evolve. If America does finally implode, technology will be at its peak compared to any point in its history, and the advanced weaponry will amplify the heartache.


    The motivation for writing this novel is to appeal to all Americans to do whatever they can to help bridge the gap, to foster peaceful dialogue, and teach our children a united America is more important than any individual issue. War is not yet our fate but, once the fire is ignited, it will be too late for many.

  


  
    Foreword: America, 2084


    1. The Country


    America has always been a work in progress. Progressives will list how she has failed to evolve quickly enough. Constitutional conservatives can share how she has failed to maintain the fundamental tenets to her creation. Both can point to examples where change was needed and successful. This novel takes place in the year 2084. The changes that take place in America in the decades leading up to this story further divide these two factions and thus the nation.


    The federal debt crisis realized in the middle of the 21st century leads to many substantial changes in an attempt to re-start the financial system, but further erodes the republic. The package of compromises to recover from the crisis was similar to those made years before the first American civil war in that they changed the country overall while not healing the divisions.


    The change that most affected every American was the consolidation of many of the powers of the states into three American districts. The Eastern District became the base for the future Democratic Party who never committed to substantial economic socialist policies, but did embrace widespread liberal social transformations. The Western District became the home of the future Socialist Party with a top-down social construct that prioritizes entitlements for all citizens over a capitalist economy. The Southern District became the sanctuary for the Republican Party which retained little of the true republican philosophy, but still prioritized personal responsibility and the free market over government entitlements. Most of the American population lived in the Eastern and Western Districts and thus the federal government officials were almost entirely elected from the Democratic and Socialist Parties. On any typical day, federal government officials are in conflict with the Southern District Republicans.


    Technology advanced from the early 21st century to 2084, with similar profound impacts as any recent jump of several decades. Day-to-day life is organized and optimized by Artificial Intelligence (AI) and machines perform most functions that had been served by mankind. Advances in computers, power systems, robotics, and manufacturing has led to android and electric self-driving vehicles that provide substantial infrastructure for American citizens, but leave few opportunities for individuals to contribute given the lack of paying jobs. The leaps in technology over time led to government entitlements for citizens to simply not break laws and bonuses for having children. Virtual Reality (VR) technology advanced and became commonplace thanks to AI enabling communication via brain waves. VR fills the time of many citizens to compete as their primary reality.


    The combination of technology advancements and ever-increasing political conflict eventually reaches a breaking point as vile rhetoric finally turns to violence. America is still a work in progress but, given what you see, hear, and feel, do you believe she is progressing towards union or divorce?


    2. Citizens of the Southern District


    Sara Chamberlain – Mother, wife, and Texan. Sara does not look to be swept into the national spotlight, but is dragged into it. Named for the Biblical character Sara from the Old Testament, she helps humanize the struggle of the Southern District. Sara is a distant descendent of Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain, a hero for the Union in the first civil war.


    Governor Cyrus Young – Governor of the Southern District based in Houston, Texas. Cyrus oversees the twelve remaining conservative states; a calm man who finds himself unable to control his environment. Cyrus is cast as the enemy to all that is good by politicians and media in the Eastern and Western Districts. As a fierce politician, Cyrus believes that a strong response is the only way to deter future challenges.


    Angel Vega – Advisor to Governor Young for issues that require more than diplomacy. Former military and deeply loyal to his district, Angel works hard, but is a lonely man due to the early death of his wife. Angel oversees an intelligence and security team for the district and his role grows as the chaos unfolds.


    Samson Gamble – A colossal man and a true warrior. Samson’s long hair, tattoos, and scars set him apart. Former Special Forces, he is now part of the Texas National Guard. Inspired by the story of Samson from the Old Testament, his strength is matched only by his lethality. In the shadows, Samson also leads a mercenary team at the tip of the secessionist spear.


    Lucilla Swift – Young, tough, and beautiful. Lucilla was divorced early in her marriage and just before the death of her mother. Lucilla lives with her father and is a member of his militia based in Carthage, Missouri. Named for the daughter of Roman Emperor Marcus Aurelius, her honesty and bravery are pure and unadulterated.


    General Moon Tzu – An experienced general from the 3rd Gulf War and an expert in defensive warfare. General Tzu is called in to organize and centralize the Southern District National and State Guard units as the political leaders pour fuel on the fire of discontent. General Tzu is a disciple of the doctrine that battles should only be engaged if one has overwhelming capabilities.


    Carrina – America in the late 21st Century is reliant on the capabilities of AI. The Southern District AI for security and defense is named Carrina. State of the art, Carrina can match the power and wit of the federal AI systems.


    3. Everyone Else


    Zander Brown – A simple family man caught in complicated times. Zander is a security manager at Workerbee Robotics based in Los Angeles, California. Zander’s advanced development plant is caught up in the early violence and he is forced to make decisions that manipulate the fate of the nation.


    Dexter Durden – An entertainer by trade and rare neutral political analyst by choice. Dexter is the host and star of the Party of One Virtual Reality (VR) show. The show features leaders debating current affairs with the audience getting to vote for the winner of the debate. Dexter and his crew are eventually forced outside of entertainment and into activism.


    Anna Lee – One of the fundamental changes in America following the debt crisis was the creation of the deudor system (Spanish for debtor). The system was set up to punish non-violent criminals, and allow willing impoverished Americans to submit to mild indentured servitude in a process to slowly pay off debt while realizing a comfortable minimal lifestyle. The debt could be based on a sponsor providing basics of housing, food, and entertainment, in exchange for elementary labor. The federal government provided substantial tax relief to sponsors of deudors in response to machines taking the lead in most industries leaving fewer jobs than citizens. Anna Lee is a teenage deudor working for a wealthy family in New York City.


    Camilla – The nationwide systemic AI for most public purposes. Camilla is present in homes, most businesses, self-driving taxis, and in public areas. Citizens could say her name almost anywhere and she would answer and obey.


    President Nero Thorne – A tall man with a photogenic smile that is always the center of attention. His success in business, while contributing substantially to the Socialist Party, led him to become governor of the Western District and eventually President of the United States. Nero has never worked a day of manual labor in his life, but has genuine empathy for the working class.


    Governor Simone Dubois – Governor of the Western District based in San Francisco, California. A self-made woman from modest means blessed with the gifts of gab and leadership. Simone restores California from financial ruin as State Governor, to eventually be elected as leader of the largest district in the union.


    Governor Asa Katz – Governor of the Eastern District based in New York City, New York. Asa inherited his fortune and business which gave him leverage to find allies to work his way up Virginia political circles. The leader of the most vicious anti-Republican coalitions, Asa helped push the residual conservatives out of Virginia and into the Southern District.


    Corban Cruz – National Security Advisor to the President and chair of the Security Council. Corban is a retired general who helped win two wars, as well as the nation-building that followed. As the only non-politician in the inner circle of the Thorne Administration, he is often at odds with the other leaders. Corban is forced to make choices he regrets as he sees the peace in America wasted.


    Naya Garcia – Head of the White House Office of Communications and member of the Security Council. Naya is as beautiful and fit as she is cunning and ambitious. A natural talent at reading the currency that drives individuals or groups, Naya uses that talent to become one of the President’s most trusted confidantes.


    Harris Keitel – Four-star General of the Air and Space Force and member of the Security Council. Harris is a hard man who should have retired years ago, but loves the authority of being in charge of the most powerful military tools in the history of man.


    Alexandra Soaring – Secretary of Homeland Security and member of the Security Council. Alexandra is a direct decedent of George Soros; whose family changed their last name to Soaring after declaring victory in transforming America. Alexandra loves America and is willing to do anything to see utopia realized.


    Ariella – Federal government AI and member of the Security Council. Ariella provides intelligence, carries out commands, and is often asked by the council for options and advice. Her importance to the security team leadership cannot be overstated.


    General Mori Tortan – Experienced general who was critical to victory in the 2nd Korean War; he also earned respect in overseeing the reunification of what remained of the peninsula. General Tortan is assigned to lead the task force to help bring the Southern District back under federal government control. A true believer that the future of warfare is based on machines with humans at best playing a supporting role. This is considered a radical position given wars to date still needed the vast numbers of humans to take and occupy a country.


    Cain Vasquez – Vicious, brutal, and disciplined. A tool any government would value and use to solve problems that words and money won’t rectify. Inspired by the story of Cain from the Old Testament, he is able to penetrate any defense and efficiently perform his assignments.


    Judith Strong – Strength, beauty, compassion, and, if needed, savagery. Another tool of the federal government that could single-handedly change another government’s policies. Judith is also loosely based on her namesake from the Old Testament and makes as large an impact in the American Testament.

  


  
    Prologue: Lukas


    The sky was the color of fire, the air was hard to breathe, and Lukas Page was scared as he walked out of the church. In front of the 4th Baptist Church of Greater Houston was a sea of protesters. The conservative conference had just concluded inside the massive church complex. Lukas’ school group was going outside to meet the bus to transport them back to Reagan’s School for the Gifted. Walking outside felt like entering an emotional sauna.


    It was February 11th, 2084 and a cold front was rolling through the south. The cool air and impending storm were driving many of the conference participants to leave despite the angry mob outside. Lukas looked west and could see dark rolling clouds and the flash of lightning.


    “Mr. Robertson, why are they protesting us? Why are they so mad?” Lukas asked one of the two chaperones for the high school’s annual field trip.


    “Well Lukas, they think they are protesting people who are hurting others. They believe organized religion and the conservative movement leave too many behind. They want the Southern District to go socialist,” replied Dennis Robertson, Lukas’ seventy-year-old social studies teacher. “Of course, they are being misled as everything we heard today was about protecting our freedoms. Socialism takes, capitalism creates.”


    Lukas watched the line of automated vehicles inch forward as another group departed. The crowd of people protesting throbbed in the distance. “I don’t understand. They look so mad. How can anyone hate someone for an idea? Or for a religion?” He saw a young man on a bus driving away put on his Halo Virtual Reality (VR) headset. Lukas wished they were driving away as well.


    “Camilla, how much longer until our bus will be here?” Dennis asked.


    “The transport to Reagan’s should be to the front in thirty minutes. The protesters are slowing the line and all vehicles are behind schedule,” Camilla replied from one of the communication terminals outside the church. “After pick-up, it will be approximately forty-five minutes from here to the school.”


    Camilla was the name of the “intelligent assistant” that was in nearly every civilian vehicle, home, and office in America, as well as public areas. There had been competitors, but Camilla’s company had reached the Artificial Intelligence (AI) technology ceiling that the government would allow in the commercial sector and shut down development for advancements beyond her. Camilla’s smooth, sexy voice was every average American’s best friend.


    “Camilla, is it safe here outside or should we go back into the church?” Lukas asked.


    “Security system analysis indicates the protesters are loud but there are no warnings of hostile intent,” Camilla replied. “If groups begin to go back inside, then the time required to evacuate the conference will grow exponentially.”


    Lukas looked north and could see the busy Interdistrict Highway 10. Most traffic was heading east trying to leave the city. Traffic jams and auto accidents were a thing of the past with systemic AI controlled vehicles plus fewer jobs that required working downtown. Lukas then turned back to examine the protestors. “Mr. Robertson, do you see those signs? I am not sure I agree with Camilla.” Lukas did not wait for an answer as he pointed. “That one closest to us says religion equals control and control equals fascism. That other one close to us says conservatives want to bring back the chains with a picture of slaves.” The inflated signs utilized electronic displays, hover technology, and remote Halo control. There were dozens of small signs spread over the one-hundred-meter line of demonstrators, plus a few large ones controlled by the protest organizers.


    “Lukas, for as long as I can remember, we have been cast as the villain. It is always a vague charge with a specific punishment,” Dennis replied. “Long ago, persecution was clearly by the powerful against the weak. The lines have been hard to find in America the last few decades. We feel like our rights are at risk. If we speak up, we are accused of being oppressive.” Dennis paused. “I find it helps to talk to those who oppose us one-on-one instead of public settings. It keeps the socialists from just mirroring our concerns back on us. If you can talk specifics, then the conversation has a chance to establish a purpose and reach a conclusion. This demonstration, however, is just madness.”


    “But why would they think we are bad when we are just trying to be good?” Lucas asked. “We should be on the same side, even if in debate on how to fix our problems.”


    “Don’t underestimate the damage that a one-sided media can inflict on society. Individuals are too often stuck thinking within the confines of their environment. Good people with bad information can make terrible decisions,” Dennis answered.


    “Isaac, what are you doing?” Lukas asked his best friend.


    “Dude, we are on the news!” Isaac nodded at the news drone circling over the area. “I’m going online to watch!” He replied, as he finished placing his headset on. The insanely popular Halo VR unit communicated directly with the user’s brainwaves and was used by nearly everyone worldwide. It could deliver a crisp virtual experience and receive basic commands. Halos utilized hundreds of sensors in a wide cap-shaped ring to tap into the brain and then communicate with the matrixed community AI. “I can see the crowd from an aerial drone above! The news people are talking about the conference now.” Isaac paused as he watched and listened. “Boss. This is so boss!” Isaac paused again. “Boy, those people are pissed. What a bunch of assholes.”


    “Isaac, language!” Dennis snapped. “And please take that off. We need to pay attention to our surroundings naturally. I don’t want more of you to plug in just when we may need to…”


    “Hooouuuuston, we got us a problem!” A woman shouted as she walked onto the crude protestor stage. She was wearing skin-tight black pants and muscle shirt with a psychedelic lion on the front. “This swine is plotting against you and everyone you care about! My name is Cat Croly, and we are going to set these fascists straight!” Cat’s voice was blasting from the sound system with now a steady militant beat in the background. A new speaker to welcome the people exiting the conference. “They say they want peace, but they push for war. They say they want freedom, but they hold back those in need. They say they want love, but their hands are covered in blood!” The protestor crowd roared, and she continued to feed them.


    Lukas felt the hair stand on his arms and a shiver run down his spine. “Isaac, this is getting out of control,” Lukas said as quietly as he could and still have Isaac hear him. He wanted to be home more than anything. He thought to himself that his mom had been right about just joining the conference virtually, the thrill was now gone.


    “Man, this is loco. I mean off the charts!” Isaac replied. “Dude, you don’t need to fuss, the security here is scarier. It’s just noise from a bunch of libtards.”


    Lukas looked down at the barrier holding back the protestors. It was a series of two-meter-high hollow red perforated metal spheres that were delivered and set up by machines. Security droids, aerial drones, and policeman patrolled on the church side of the barrier. The closest point of the barrier was about thirty meters from his school group. Cat Croly was on a short stage another twenty meters beyond. A crack of thunder in the distance made Lukas flinch. The storm was closing in.


    “…all of you here to protest these monsters are the heroes this country needs. To fight these monsters, we must rediscover the lesser angels of our nature. You are the soldiers who must stop these pricks. We must exterminate those who would protect the system of classes that has locked so many of us in poverty. They asked me to come in and be the closer, and we are going to give it to these bitches, ain’t we?!” Cat crowed to the delight of the crowd. Many of the electronic protest signs changed their messages to match her firebomb charges. The military cadence from the sound system gave her speech a pulse. “AntiCo is here to force change! Stand up! Yell! Let them know you say enough is enough!”


    “Students, I think we need to go back inside,” Dennis tried to yell over the noise. As he and a few of the kids turned around, they saw the exiting flux of conference goers had not yet slowed and they had no path back into the church. Dennis was getting very scared as there were some leaving the conference who were now yelling back at the protestors.


    Lukas could not take his eyes off them. The protest signs, the energy, and the rage were intoxicating, even being on the receiving side. He watched the largest aerial protest sign above Cat Croly change to show an image of an enormous American flag. After a few seconds, the bottom right corner showed the flag on fire. Being a digital image, the fire did not grow but did have a crisp snap to the flames that looked as real as any ignition. Seeing the flag made Lukas remember the hat he was wearing. As a big fan of the Southern District Governor, he wore the campaign theme hat almost everywhere. For the first time, he was truly afraid to have it on as the media often talked about it as divisive even years after the election. The “Dixieland Rising” hat was navy blue with white letters and a small American flag on the left side. Lukas looked around and saw about ten others wearing them throughout the conference crowd. One of them was a middle-aged woman who, far to the right of Lukas, was yelling over the barricade at some young men dressed all in black, the AntiCo dress code. Lukas was about to turn away when he saw a rock come flying out of the crowd and hit her in the head. She fell stiffly, like a manikin, as blood burst from her face; the protestors nearby cheered.


    “You know what really sets me off is their hypocrisy,” Cat continued. “They say work hard and do your best and anyone can be successful, but we all know with the machines they created taking all the jobs that you gotta have a good ol’ boy to help ya out to get anywhere these days. These fools didn’t make it green by just hard work, they had tons of help. Someone helped them get that cushy education. Someone gave them a break and a job. The government developed the AI to connect it altogether. None of them made it on their own and they have no empathy for any of us on the outside! Check that, they despise us as inferior because we are on the outside. Well, here is what I say to them.” Cat flapped her left arm like a pump and slowly extended up the middle finger of her right hand as if it required inflation. The crowd burst into a mix of cheers and laughter.


    Suddenly, blue and white fireworks shot off from the top of the church and the crowd parted to clear a wide path at the front doors. Lukas nearly fell over from the shock. He turned to see a man with a red top hat and coat, plus sunglasses, exiting the church. The man had both hands stretched out and an earpiece connecting him to the church sound system. Lukas smiled as one of his favorite firebrand commentators was busting out to counter Cat Croly. The protestor music stopped, and Cat dawned a predatory smile.


    “Woe to you, oh Earth and sea, for the Devil sends the Beast with wrath because he knows the time is short. Let him who hath understanding reckon the face of the Beast. It is the face of every socialist leader, race baiter, and zombie protestor.” The man began with his deep voice commanding the attention of everyone within three hundred meters. “Cat Croly, you’re not the only one with a microphone. You want to pick a fight? Oh lord, you’ll be a daisy if you do!” From the church sound system, a disturbing version of the classic Genesis song Land of Confusion pounded the atmosphere. Most music in the second half of the 21st century was AI recycled from decades past and handpicked for the audience. This trick was learned from the movie and gaming industries that had been reinventing the same material each generation for decades. In particular, music that boils blood can resonate with any era.


    “I must’ve dreamed a thousand dreams

    Been haunted by a million screams

    But I can hear the marching feet

    They’re moving into the street.


    Now did you read the news today

    They say the dangers gone away

    But I can see the fires still alight

    There burning into the night.


    There’s too many men

    Too many people

    Making too many problems

    And not much love to go around

    Can’t you see

    This is a land of confusion.”


    “Bill Blackstone, I never thought you would have the courage but, then again, you have never been very bright,” Cat began. “You and your fascist cronies are plotting how to keep your own in power and the rest of us on the outside. We’ve had enough. We are here to show you…”


    Bill cut in. “Cat, you couldn’t come up with an original thought if your life depended on it. You come to our conference at a church with a bullhorn screaming violent rhetoric at peaceful people. Didn’t your mamma teach you right and wrong?”


    “You are the last person to lecture on right and wrong. You mislead people into thinking their own welfare will be better if they don’t care about their neighbor. If I had the power, I’d make sure you never poisoned this country again!” Cat screamed and the protestor crowd cheered.


    “Exactly,” Bill began, as he walked confidently from the church doors to the first steps that led down to the parking area. This let him look down on the protestors and Cat Croly. “You and the other communists are always after more power. After scratching and clawing to take national power slowly over the last century, it would be ridiculous to think you would just stop. If your purpose of existence is to gain more power you don’t just stop. The next source from which to draw power? The individual. Your imagination in how to take this new source of power is thankfully still limited to promising handouts and attacking those who dare question you. We would be in trouble if you were good at your job.” Now it was the church crowd’s turn to cheer.


    Lukas looked around as the back and forth continued. There were few police officers and androids in the area, and all were now watching the larger than life debaters. He told himself that if this escalates that he would be ok.


    “Students, this is why the districts are at each other’s throats.” Dennis Robertson said. “These two are entertainers painting with venom. This is no way to solve any of our problems.” He looked but still did not see a path to get back to the church.


    “Cat, this is not helping anyone and can only lead to someone getting hurt and, unfortunately, it almost certainly won’t be you,” Bill said to more cheers and laughter from his supporters. “Why don’t you go back to the projects and find a real job?”


    “I’m trying to set your people free to join our revolution. You can’t keep them all down forever. Sooner or later the Southern District will see the light and finally put the working class first!” Cat called back.


    “Charlatan!” Bill Blackstone said back coldly. “We know why you never look to reduce government to give people more freedom or liberty. We know why you see more government as the fix for every problem. We know why you demand our hard-earned money instead of taking some personal responsibility. We know why you create chaos to manufacture problems. It is as clear as ever that you will not rest until your masters have complete power over us all.” The music from the church ended as Bill started to back up towards the entrance. “Go back to the land of Oz you freeloader!”


    “Without the right to make chaos, no-one is free. Sometimes words are not enough. Sometimes it takes an act of irreverence to reach nirvana. The sacrifice is on tonight!” Cat shouted, as the protestor sound system began to blare a shrill rendition of Rage Against the Machine, Sleep Now in the Fire, from their AI band called Utopia Now. The lyrics were modified to attack capitalism and religion. Bill returned to the church with cheers from his crowd, and Cat moved to the barrier with her audience showing their support.


    “The world is my expense

    The cost of my desire

    Nero blessed me with its future

    And I protect it with fire

    So raise your fists and march around

    Don’t dare take what you need

    I’ll jail and bury those committed

    And smother the rest in greed

    Crawl with me into tomorrow

    Or I’ll drag you to your grave

    I’m deep inside your children

    They’ll betray you in my name


    Sleep now in the fire!

    Sleep now in the fire!”


    Lukas looked to the sides of the stage as young scantily clad women and men began to go on the protestors’ stage and dance to the music. It quickly became more grinding than art as an open taunt to the church. The girls’ tops soon were lost with only glowing nipple covers and skin-tight shorts left behind. The men soon were down to leather collars and tight shorts to the knees. The lead android singer came on stage and she was also moving to the music. A new hit started about the daughter of a preacher turned savage.


    With the new show sucking the attention from anyone who could see it, a teenage girl slipped past a gap in the barricade. She looked around the church conference crowd and saw Lukas’ group and smiled. She walked to them slowly with the intention of giving them the business.


    “You spoiled self-righteous little pricks!” She began. “Who the hell do you think you are?! In case you are confused, I’ll fill you in.” She saw Lukas’ hat and scared stiff smile and went right up to his face. “You are the scum of society! You need to wise up before we wise you up!” Several men from the protestor group were now watching with interest.


    Lukas was so scared he could barely breathe. He smiled trying to save face with all his friends now watching, but had no idea what to do or say.


    “Yo cunt, get the hell out of here!” Isaac yelled at her.


    She spit in Isaac’s face and got right back in Lukas.’ “What, you too pussy to even defend yourself? You know you are guilty. That’s why we are so mad!”


    Lukas could feel the crowd all start to watch, including people outside his group. His own anger was starting to grow. “I’ve done nothing to you. You know nothing about me. My friend is right. You need to go back to your side!” Lukas said, and pushed her backwards.


    The girl moved back slightly and then suddenly flew back landing wildly. “Help me! Help me! They are attacking me!”


    “No! We just want to go home!” Dennis Davidson tried to say to everyone.


    Cat Croly, still with her mic, interrupted the music. “Did you all see that?! They just attacked that girl from our side! We see your true colors now. No justice, no peace!” She yelled, and the crowd followed her to the barrier closest to Lukas’ group. The Utopia Now band switched to a rusty version of Guns N’ Roses, You Could Be Mine.


    “I’m a cold heartbreaker

    Fit ta burn and I’ll rip

    your heart in two

    An I’ll leave you lyin’ on the bed

    I’ll be out the door before ya wake

    It’s nuthin’ new ta you

    ‘Cause I think we’ve seen that movie too


    ‘Cause you could be mine

    But you’re way out of line

    With your bitch slap rappin’

    And your cocaine tongue

    You get nuthin’ done

    I said you could be mine”


    As the crowd approached the barrier, the security guards countered but there were simply too many protestors. More than half were able to jump the barrier and start walking towards the school group. It was roughly two dozen men and women dressed all in the black of the AntiCo movement. They each had different livid graphics on their shirts and the trademark wool caps. AntiCo was not officially defined as it could mean anti-conservative, anti-corporation, anti-constitution, or anything that served the purpose of the moment.


    Lukas was now officially terrified. He turned to run, but the crowd was a wall. He now saw several large men had joined his group staring strong at the approaching mob. This gave him a little confidence, but the security guards were all stuck at the barrier. Out of the corner of his eye he saw one of the big guys behind him wink at the girl who flashed a brief smile in return.


    “Get out of here you tramp!” Isaac yelled at the girl. “Are you trying to get people killed?!”


    The girl finally stopped yelling and looked up from the ground. Her upper lip curled, and the boys saw a flare in her eyes. “Hell, yeah I am,” she said calmly, as the group of AntiCo flowed past her like a wave and the students’ focus now turned to the men and women squaring off against them.


    “You. It was you, wasn’t it?” One of the AntiCo asked Lukas.


    “I, uh.” Lukas hesitated. He wanted to look around, but his eyes were locked with the front man for the mob approaching. “She was screaming in my face and pretended to be hurt. She…”


    “My name is Sol Blitz, and I don’t believe you.” The man said, with no hint of humor or compassion. He was wearing a tight black muscle shirt with a bloody upside-down crooked cross on the front. He had a scar across the right side of his face and tattoos down both his arms. “I think you came to the same conclusion I did. All this talk isn’t fixing anything. We need to work this the old way.”


    “Now wait a minute mister,” Dennis inserted. “We are a high school class in front of a church on our way home. We are not your enemy. Don’t waste your energies on us. I’m sure…”


    “The way I see it, we have a score to settle,” Sol cut in, seemingly not listening to anything that Lukas or Dennis had to say. “There was an attack by your people in North Carolina on a rally asking for workers’ rights in the district. It’s time for some payback. Blood for blood. Sangre por sangre.” Sol and his AntiCo group took a few steps closer. The conference goers moved back with several of the bigger guys permeating to the front.


    “But we had nothing to do with that. Those weren’t even Texas citizens!” Lukas said in great frustration. His fear was on the surface and the hounds could smell it.


    “You really don’t understand us. You have so much given to you. You take so much for granted and give back so little. The racist talk with words like citizen makes our blood boil. I am going to…” Sol said before being cut off.


    “Sir, please believe us when we say we mean you no harm and we do not want conflict,” Dennis said, moving in front of Lukas. “We can help you find those you do need to talk to; it would be our honor to help you. Please don’t hurt my students. They are just children!”


    “Mr. Davidson, we are eighteen!” Isaac said. “This scumbag doesn’t scare us.”


    Sol turned to look at Isaac with his head tilted slightly to the right. “Old enough to join the military. Old enough to fight for your country. And old enough to die for your district.” He turned back to Dennis and Lukas. “You are part of the problem. Their parents protect the class system. The children of the rich are the children of the damned. The juice is definitely worth the squeeze.”


    Dennis had studied enough history to see where this was going. He stood tall and looked straight into Sol’s eyes before kindly speaking. “Friend, this is a needless misunderstanding. Everything will be alright. Everything is alright. You have won the victory over yourself. You truly love big brother.”


    “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Sol barked, but didn’t wait for an answer. “Doesn’t really matter does it. I am glad I am from New England of the proud Eastern District and north of this hell.”


    “Sir, this entire country is currently south of heaven,” Dennis replied. “I would ask one more time for you to consider the circumstances. Security is on the way, we did you no harm, and you have clearly been brainwashed to see us as the enemy. We came to talk solutions, not to cause trouble. This is not a game, and we need to be calm for anyone to come out stronger.”


    “You should have stayed home old man.” Sol started to move forward again. Some of the AntiCos near him were growing restless and one in the back let out a grim howl. “This is the game. It’s not about getting stronger, it’s about redemption. I want to play.” Sol pulled his black hat down to show it was really a ski mask. All the other AntiCos did the same, with several now taunting the students and other conservatives.


    The huge aerial sign with the American flag began to show the lower twelve stars, the same number as were states in the Southern District, now blood red with one star in the middle dripping. Fire spread to the entire bottom edge of the flag. The protestor music changed a militant cut of the Megadeath classic Symphony of Destruction. The AntiCos began to move and jump wildly and shift around. Lukas lost track of Sol Blitz in the sea of black rage.


    “You take a mortal man

    And put him in control

    Watch him become a god

    Watch people’s heads a-roll


    Just like the Pied Piper

    Led the rats through the streets

    We dance like marionettes

    Swaying to the Symphony of Destruction”


    A couple of security guards finally made their way into the group to try and break it up. “Citizens, return to your homes. The rally permit is terminated.” A robotic soldier said in a loud calm voice. “Be safe, be calm, and obey the law.”


    Lukas looked around and thought the security was moving in slow motion. “They are too late,” Lukas said to Isaac, seeing fear in his eyes for the first time.


    The AntiCos had come prepared for a fight. Their black gloves were laced with a titanium micro weave memory braid that, when stretched tight in a fist, acted like brass knuckles, except for the entire hand. Two of the AntiCo soldiers took from their backs high current stunt sticks, a cheap effective weapon to slow the androids.


    The girl started yelling again at Lukas and Isaac. Lukas tried again to back up, but there was no escape. Out of nowhere, from behind Lukas, a huge man punched the girl straight in the nose as she was screaming at the top of her lungs. She flew backwards, even coming off her feet, and Lukas saw blood leaving her nose and mouth, as well as a tooth. She was out cold. For a few eternal seconds, there was silence as even the music stopped.


    The big guy saw everyone looking at him and shrugged. “She just wouldn’t shut up.”


    All the AntiCos screamed together and charged. The music cranked back up and helped energize the attackers. Hell and fire were spawned to collect the dues.


    Lukas saw to his left a protester with dreadlocks tackle Isaac and start pummeling him on the ground. To his right a protester with the figure of a female athlete did a leg sweep of Dennis Davidson who fell backwards cracking his head on the ground. To his front, a huge man with hairy arms moved to grab Lukas by the shirt before an android grabbed him and used an electric staple to pin the man to the ground. The man tried to move and was given a bolt of current unless he stayed still.


    “Help my friend!” Lukas yelled to the android pointing to Isaac and the android moved swiftly to pull the AntiCo off Isaac. Lukas saw Isaac’s face covered in blood and a cold lifeless stare into the sky. He wondered to himself if this was for real or some kind of hell.


    Lukas kept trying to move backwards when he saw the large man who punched the protest girl holding an AntiCo by the throat and shaking him. Two men in black jumped on his back and held down his arms so a third could beat his head. He saw another man from the conference who had taken an old man’s cane, snapped it into two sharp short spears, and was trying to skewer as many AntiCos as he could.


    Lukas finally saw it, his path to the church. There had been a stampede as soon as the violence started. He started to run, but was horse-collar tackled and his heart sank as he heard a familiar voice.


    “Not so fast my young friend,” Sol Blitz said. “You and I have unfinished business.”


    “You are evil, aren’t you?” Was all Lukas could think to ask as he laid on the ground pinned under Sol.


    “Am I evil? Yes, yes I am,” Sol said, before punching Lukas in the throat with his titanium hammer fist.


    It was by far the most pain Lukas had ever felt. He couldn’t scream, or even breathe, as the airway was completely crushed. Sol smiled down at him and then did a quick survey around them. Lukas could not take his eyes off Sol’s face.


    Sol looked back down. “This is beautiful. Thank you for your sacrifice.” He watched with joy as Lukas struggled beneath him. The security forces were going after everyone fighting so Sol was left alone if he remained still. By the time security found Sol, he was far from Lukas and crying for help like a victim. For now, he savored Lukas’ doomed effort to survive.


    Lukas felt reality start to drift away. Panic was replaced by calm, the noise was replaced by a blend of countless voices, and the pain started to give way to the pure heartache that he knew his life was ending. The loss of his life was a catastrophic tragedy for Lukas and his family. The deadly fight outside the 4th Baptist Church of Greater Houston laid the seeds for the cataclysmic disaster to soon ignite the nation.

  


  
    Zander


    Zander Brown did not need to watch every day to tell chaos was good for the news industry. Zander was the security manager at Workerbee Robotics in Los Angeles. To say he was the manager may be misleading, given that all his employees were machines, but they did seem to follow his directions. Reports of the AntiCo Baptist church brawl Houston were heard by everyone, including Zander, almost immediately as video footage leaked online. The authorities could not stop it from going viral. Because of all the cameras at the attack site, one could use virtual reality to be at the scene and all but join the fray. Zander had still been at work when he heard of the attack and it made his skin crawl. Being able to watch people be murdered in hand-to-hand combat was haunting. Zander wanted to go home and hug his sons.


    Like most people, Zander did not own a car, but did not need one. Simply asking Camilla, the nationwide public AI, for a ride would get you in a car almost as fast as owning one without the hassle of buying, insuring, and maintaining it. Of course, the typical nasty smell and weathered plastic body was a penalty. Zander was in one such taxi now that had picked him up after work. The robotics production plant was in an industrial area on the south-central side of Los Angeles. The route Camilla had chosen was driving Zander through an endless series of community housing. It was about a forty-minute ride which, in Los Angeles, was about the minimum to get to a real home, even with the traffic system optimization. He looked out the window at the monstrous decaying buildings of small apartments that were free to anyone who could not, or chose not, to afford something a little more private. Most people that lived in the housing complexes had government-issued jobs that contributed almost nothing of value to society, but provided the citizen with the basics to get by. Who cares if you live in a shoebox if you can go online and live in Paris? Those rich enough to buy a large house outside of the city would use the ultra-high-speed underground transit tunnels to reach a station near their home, followed by a short car ride to their home. After a few blocks of the depressing community housing district, Zander donned his Halo and caught up on his favorite sports team, the LA Dragons. After seeing the highlights of the match and hearing about the next game, he was close to home. The car pulled in front of the building, slowed peacefully to a halt, and the lights turned on automatically so Zander knew to remove his headset.


    “Thank you for the ride, Camilla,” Zander said.


    “You’re welcome sir. Four credits have been withdrawn from your account. Have a pleasant evening,” Camilla replied.


    Like most Americans, Zander had a microchip implanted soon after birth with all of his information encrypted. The car read the chip to know to charge Zander. It also knew his address and favorite places to go. As Zander approached the building entrance, the door opened automatically and welcomed him as it also read the chip. He walked down the hall and up the stairs to the second floor. The door to their apartment required the chip to be placed in front of a sensor. After walking in, he scanned the apartment to find his wife, Becca.


    “Sweetie, I’m home,” Zander called.


    “Hey, how was work?” Becca replied.


    “Only one sentry needed repair today, but we had lots of deliveries. Did you hear about the fight in Houston?” Zander asked.


    “Awful. What a nightmare. It’s hard to believe this can happen in our country. Some people really are wicked,” Becca answered.


    “Yeah, I don’t think I will ever understand how or why people kill anyone, especially strangers,” Zander said. “Everyone in this country seems to have developed a toxic frustration at their roots. Even the kindest person can vent on others when their vexation reaches the threshold of their personality.”


    “Well, the Southern District keeps fighting progress.” Becca paused for a moment. “You have to believe the south feels these pains because of their bigotry. Hate is a magnet for vengeance. Their closed borders and sink-or-swim dogma lets tons of people drown, usually minorities. I don’t know if they are all racist, but I’d guess that is why this could only happen in the south.”


    “Don’t think we can say all the people at the church conference were racists, and kids do not deserve to be beaten to death. I can’t get the images out of my head,” Zander said.


    “You’re so naïve. Even if they aren’t consciously racist, their actions have the same impact. People don’t have to be card-carrying Nazis to be a part of the problem. Even just voting for a racist for other reasons is unforgivable if you ask me.” Becca shook her head at Zander. “Maybe this time they will really take a hard look at themselves, but I’d be surprised. The Southern District never seems to learn. They need more options in their politics instead of the lunatics they have running them now,” Becca said.


    “Can’t tell if it’s the lunatics or the sane that are the minority,” Zander concluded, before Becca went to the kitchen.


    Zander and Becca Brown were parents to two boys, Julius aged thirteen, and Tavon aged eight. Zander wished he could spend more time with his boys, but was not sure they felt the same. Money was tight. The family had started taking out credit lines and always seemed to be approaching their limit. The banks had continued to increase their limits so far. If someday they stopped, then the family would be in real trouble. It’s hard to compete with online entertainment and games when you don’t have the credits to go out. That meant the boys often wanted to only go online instead of play with Zander. He tried to not let the pain show.


    Decades ago, the number of traditional families plummeted and the government set up a system that mothers would receive family pay until the children turned eighteen. This had helped America begin to grow its population again. The elderly outnumbered the young two to one; something had to change. Becca had not worked since Julius was born, and sometimes Zander thought she forgot what it was like to work all day and want to find peace at home. He was very worried about how they had no savings, no retirement, and Becca showed no signs of ever returning to work.


    Zander walked down the short hallway and checked in both boys’ rooms. They exchanged the usual ‘How was your day? It was fine’ routine. The boys were plugged in with their Halo headsets, hopefully doing homework. Zander slowly walked downstairs to the kitchen.


    Becca had made lobster kale ravioli again. Every home included an automated food machine that required power, water, and food packets. Like nearly all modern American homes, supplies were delivered each day by drone who also took away the waste. Becca was always into the latest health fads and trendy brands. It bothered Zander that they were struggling financially, yet she was insistent on top-of-the-line food packets. Zander opted for a couple of mango and peanut butter sandwiches.


    “It’s about to start. I bet they are going to talk about Houston tonight,” Becca said, knowing Zander would not want to miss the start of his favorite show.


    “Thanks honey. I’ll join you in a minute. I hope Dexter challenges the south tonight. Seems when the subject is tough, he is too soft on them.” Zander gulped down the food, took his evening pills, went into the living room, sat in his reclining chair, and put on his Halo. Becca was already online and he could see her breathing slowly, already relaxed.


    There were many ways to be immersed in Virtual Reality (VR) technology. Nearly everyone in society used Halos daily and, if one could not afford a Halo, then the government provided one for a debt to be worked off later. Halos allowed general connectivity between the brain and the program of choice of the user. Control was crude, but getting better. The revolution of the device was the two-way brainwave connectivity that allowed the user to issue commands just by thinking them, and receive information for essentially a digital sixth sense. In addition, the Halo provided sensations like pleasure and pain to the user. The advent of Halos had dramatically reduced the number of overdoses, unwanted pregnancies, and other side effects of bad behavior. Many of the poor or mentally ill still had problems, but nothing like earlier in the century before VR took hold. VR technology greatly assisted the blind, deaf, and paralyzed, and was heralded as a blessing. What began as simple sandbox platforms in the 2010s had evolved to VR systems where companies or individuals could create endless realities to login and join in an instant. With easy digital tools and devices, the average user was a junky for the endless options for social online VR connectivity.


    There were also other less portable VR technologies for intense users, often attached to a chair or table to keep the body steady with larger devices all engaging the user’s head. These would further tap into the nervous system to allow more advanced engagement. These advanced tools were very good for sports, combat training, and other physical deeds. The state-of-the-art VR systems made it difficult to know what was real and what was virtual. Extreme uses included helping users overcome fears by pushing their limits, or even helping users develop high tolerance to pain. The impacts that high quality VR would have on society had been grossly underestimated. The changes had far reaching impacts on people’s everyday activities. Before long, very few people would travel, crippling the airline industry. The use of cell phones, television, and books slowly evaporated. Many simply choose not to work as the temptation to live online with a government stipend was all they wanted to do. For many citizens in advanced nations, if they were not online then they felt out of their skin.


    As the Halo began to communicate with Zander, he felt himself no longer in a bland apartment and wearing dull clothes. Zander was now sitting in the third row of his favorite debate show. One could be forgiven for forgetting the real world as the headset could make you feel you were really transported to a new place or time. Zander was sitting next to Becca who looked smoking hot and she gave him a wink. Zander looked down at himself. He was in excellent shape, wearing the latest fashion, saw a huge dragon tattoo on his left arm, and had a cold beer that would never get warm or empty.

  


  
    Sara


    “Those bloody animals. They can’t get away with it again. This is unbelievable!” Sara Chamberlain said to her husband. “Surely the police can pin it on these monsters. It’s obvious they started it and wanted it to happen. Premeditated all the way.”


    “Yeah, they didn’t just happen to be ready for a scrap when going to a church, and the loons they had egging them on means it was from the top,” Ben replied. “Now the leftists are all asking us to show constraint and to turn the other cheek. They say we are no better if we punish them.”


    “What do these clowns expect us to do? The liberals attack us for being outraged. As if hugs and kisses will make evil men turn good. It’s so stupid,” Sara said.


    “They aren’t all stupid which is very frustrating. Smart people are just stupid less often. What do you want to do tonight?” Ben asked.


    “I guess the usual, but I think it will just make me more restless and pissed off. What are the kids doing?” Sara replied.


    “Jon is finishing his math homework and Emma is working on her Spanish. Both online of course,” Ben answered. “Let’s eat and get ready for the shows tonight. I want to hear any news on the attack. The debate on Dexter tonight should be epic.”


    “All right, I’ll get the food ready, you get the kids.” Sara went to the kitchen and Ben went down the hall to the kids’ rooms.


    Sara and Ben had been married for twelve years. They were slowly working their way towards being out of credit debt, especially compared to the rest of society, but it was tough. Their kids wanted what all the kids wanted, and with school being mostly virtual, it was basically impossible to not provide those gadgets. School for all grades was virtual, except for one day a week, which allowed the schools to keep federal funding. Buying the latest gadgets meant corners were cut elsewhere. Sara had a small business that sold toys, some of which she made herself. The store was called Toys for Tots. Sara’s toys were actual toys, not virtual or video, and so they were considered by most customers to be decorations or fillers for birthday parties. She had taken over the business from her parents who retired five years ago. Ben worked for the Texas Air National Guard, both as a civilian engineer and in the reserves.


    Sara went to the kitchen and took four packets from the cabinet. She put them into a slot one at a time in the food processing machine. A timer started counting down from ninety seconds; the machine had read the barcode and already knew what to do. As the dinner cooked, she wondered what the talking heads would try to feed her tonight.


    The timer went off and Sara opened the door. As she did so, she heard everyone coming towards the kitchen. She took out the containers and put them on the table, plus started to get out drinks and utensils. The spaghetti and meatballs with individual serving cobbler on the side was ready. It still amazed her how the machine-made meals could be so cheap. Sara wasn’t even sure if the meatballs were made of meat, but it sure beat going hungry. Sara and Ben often bought food packets getting ready to expire to help save money.


    “Mommy, mommy, mommy, guess what?! I have a loose tooth!” Little Jon exclaimed. Jon was a very rambunctious six year old.


    “Jon, that is wonderful. How exciting. Let me see.” Jon opened his mouth and pointed in a way that covered the tooth in question, and Sara gently moved his finger enough to see it.


    “Do you think it will come out tonight?” Jon asked.


    “No honey, but it might be any day now. How about a bowl of spaghetti?” Sara asked.


    “Yes, yes. I’m starving,” Jon said, as he climbed into his usual chair. Like almost all kids, he was a bit heavy.


    “Hi darling, how is the Spanish coming? Está todo bien?” Sara asked, as Emma walked into the room.


    “Si, va muy bien,” Emma exclaimed, and starting eating to try to avoid any more questions. Emma was a petite and kind ten year old.


    “Business as usual in the Chamberlain household,” Ben said.


    “Do you think they heard of the … incident today?” Sara asked Ben.


    “They heard something happened, but I don’t think they heard any details. I expect they will at school tomorrow. It was really close so I guess someone they know might have been affected. Maybe we should say something to them,” Ben responded.


    “Yeah. We have to at least try.” Sara paused for a few seconds thinking to herself how to start. “Hey kids, something happened today not too far from here that your dad and I need to talk to you about a little. You, uh, might hear about it at school or online.”


    “Ok mommy, what happened?” Emma replied for the both of them, her job as the big sister.


    “Well, there is no easy way to say it, but some people started a terrible fight at a church in Houston. Several people died and many were badly hurt. We think you will hear about it tomorrow at school as it was pretty close to where we live. It really has to do with some sick people who were probably given some terrible ideas,” Sara explained.


    “Was it because they weren’t taking their medicine? And they weren’t watching shows their mommy and daddy said were ok?” Jon asked, with a worried look on his face, looking around. “Where is my medicine?”


    “Yes buddy, that’s probably part of it. If you keep following what we ask you to do then you’ll be just fine. I’ll get the medicine, good idea.” Ben knew it wasn’t telling all of the truth, but this was the version for kids after all. Ben got up and got everyone their pills. The government was very generous with pills for both general and mental health.


    “Ok,” Emma said, and dived back into her dinner, switching fast to the cobbler. “Can I be excused when I am done?”


    “Sure honey. Also, we want you both to know we love you very much.” Sara felt herself start to tear up, but she held it back. “Just put your tray in the trash when you are done and put your cup and fork in the washer.” None of this felt right to Sara. She didn’t even know if there was a right in any of this mess.


    The family all finished eating and the kids went to their rooms and the adults went to the living room. Sara could hear the building going quiet as the last of the neighbors were plugging in for the evening. She thought about skipping tonight, a silent protest, but she knew she would just stew about the attack if left to her own thoughts so she might as well listen in. It would be important to hear any announcements about the attack. Sara decided before putting on her headset that she would drop off if it got too ugly or they were just spinning obvious bullshit. She forced herself to relax in the reclining chair and the headset overtook her. She felt the stress evaporate and all of her senses start to get satisfied as she appeared in the tenth row of a news debate show. Her bland mommy clothes replaced with a tight sexy outfit on her eighteen-year-old body and bright blonde hair with emerald accents. Ben’s chair was empty still, but she knew he would join soon. In the virtual world, high heels did not hurt your feet and no-one could tell you ate your cobbler every night.

  


  
    Dexter


    Dexter Durden was the host of an independently-produced live VR news debate program called “Party of One.” When Dexter started the show seven years earlier, he did so out of frustration because all the popular news options were so inherently polarized. The throttling of free speech started on college campuses as safe spaces and evolved into safe cities and states. Media and entertainment businesses rigidized hiring policies to only bring in those who share the same narrative. By the mid-21st century, almost everyone voted based on the most popular online social networks tailored for their city, state, or district. The views from political rivals were masked as offensive. No-one was getting both sides of the debate as they were just siding with whatever party their local circle supported. Dexter’s show brought opposing views together, which often led to fireworks, and that yielded high ratings from all three districts.


    The dawn of a VR-based internet matrix was supposed to usher in a borderless society where people could connect easier than before and freedom transcended your position in society. Unfortunately, so far, it had only made the echo chambers grow larger with serious divisions growing between the three American districts. As traditional networks dissolved, what was left were fractured and biased news organizations with cultural distaste and distrust for those with opinions from other political spectrums. Dexter was motivated to provide an unbiased unapologetic option that let people hear both sides. It was only through his independent status and not giving into temptation for a payout that he remained neutral. The entertainment of seeing debates from those with very different views, along with the format of his show, made it a unique success. Those that did not watch it usually caught the highlights the next day through the filter of other media and their favorite pundits. Dexter’s high ratings the last five years also helped him book key politicians and famous guests.


    The country had fifty-two states including his home state of Puerto Rico and the District of Columbia which were organized into three districts. The socialist progressives in the west, the originalist conservatives in the south, and the corporate liberal democrats in the northeast. The central northern states were split between the three districts. They were not populated enough, nor driven enough for their own district. Originally, the creation of the districts was to help streamline and reduce the costs of government as part of the Compromise of 2050. At the time of the compromise, the dollar had collapsed and the country could no longer take loans or print enough money to handle the crushing debt. Many painful changes were implemented to right the economy. Over time, the divides between the districts grew as policies, such as immigration, health care, abortion, and welfare, diverged between the three. They changed radically enough that the population started to move to districts they felt best matched their beliefs. What started early on as local travel bans to specific states or celebrities encouraging fans to shun certain areas led to further balkanization. This self-segregation purified the political divide between the districts. Initially, the progressives and liberals battled on issues but, over time, they settled out and began to team up against the conservatives. The media in the three districts were not immune to the political partitions and an opening was left for Dexter to fill.


    Dexter knew tonight would not be a typical program. There had been a savage brawl in the capital of the Southern District. Over the last three years there had been several acts of violence between the two political extremes, but the barbaric nature of the incident that just took place was on a new level. Initial reports indicated that the primary assailants were citizens of the Western District. Dexter’s public relations team had pulled off a major score and landed the District Governors of the south and west just after the attack. This would likely be his highest ratings show ever. He was nervous; both because of the potential to grow his show, but also because the subject of the attack was very unsettling to him. Dexter could not understand how one human could kill another simply because of a difference in philosophy.


    The studio was at a closely-guarded location. Dexter employed several computer and information technology security experts to staff a pretend studio in one location, while he actually operated at another location. The data flowed through the buffer location as well as several other matrix touchpoints. Dexter knew that if he crossed the line with any aggressive political movement in the country, then he would be in danger. So far, most politicians saw him as one of the few ways to get their message to people across the entire country.
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