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    For all our supportive and loyal fans - 


We write and publish these only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of this story...)

      

    


At the beginning was The Games. Because they were running out of people.

The gangs were killing each other off too fast. And the city was running out of money to keep them all on free food and free medical.

The Games put everyone in the city to work. They competed with each other for production bonuses. Citizens that didn't work, hardly ate. There was a Plan, and the Game was part of the Plan.

In this plan, the cities were going to rise up into space, and remove almost all humanity from this polluted planet when they did.

While into this scene, two healers showed up. Someone needed their help. Or several someone's. But their deadline was coming up. Soon that city would lift off, forever.

And those healers were told they had to be out of there before 'Cagga did...
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IT WASN'T HARD TO GET into, or out of, 'Cagga. It was impossible. 

Unless you were built from the impossible. 

And it was simple when you could walk through walls – or float through solid floors. The ones in 'Cagga tasted OK, nothing out of the ordinary. The outer force shields left an after-taste, though. Kinda minty, a sour kind of minty.

Someone here needed us. And there wasn't much time to help whoever it was.

Their Plan had the cities leaving on their schedule. And it was just Betty and me this time. They usually didn't send two. So this was something special, I guess. Of course, maybe it was because it was Betty's first time.

That damned schedule. Get in, fix whatever, come back. Don't let the city take you away with it. We're too valuable for whatever is coming. But that was where they ended. No more details. 

I'd never had instructions that specific before. Didn't need them. Get the call, go help. 

They'd always worked out. I did my job and I was good at it. 

Top of my class, so to speak.  But not good enough for this one. So I brought a trainee. One of the originals. Something to do with her raw talent. And one helluva defense if we needed it.

Healing or killing wasn't the issue. It was saving.
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I WAS GOOD AT CODING, but I hated being plugged in. The Jackers were always pasty white and blinking at any hard light when they came out. And they were made to come out and get some exercise every day. Mostly, that was shuffling around a room where the lighting was indirect and muted. And the air was kept warm so they couldn't get chilled, much less catch a cold. 

Jackers had their one-piece suits for this. Most were soiled and grimed up at all the use and touch points. If they weren't wrinkled from just laying on the floor all day, they had vertical creases where they were hung on a pole or hook somewhere. They didn't need their one-piecers in their code-rooms. And I never understood why they called them "rooms" as they were mostly just immersion tanks. The only roomy thing about those tanks happened after you jacked in and got into the VR. Plenty of "space" inside there. And all your food and stimulant-bonuses. 

Sad to look at, sad to be one. In my opinion, anyway. 

I quit trying to talk to Jackers. Because they mostly mumbled. And they didn't know any good jokes that made sense. They'd start saying, "No, Jeannie, you just don't get it..." and then repeat the punchline again. All based on that weird alternate reality inside the Game.

That's what life had become for them - a big VR Game. MMO or something. The Independent Cities were all connected and they played against each other by solving coding problems. 

It was like that big video they showed every time you jacked in - cities flying off the planet to new worlds, leaving the polluted mess behind, along with the Deplorables who were "unenlightened" enough to want to stay out in the boonies with their guns and Bibles. Scratching for a living out there while all the 'Leeters were “leading the core of civilization toward greater heights.”

My Ma didn't see it that way. Like me, she didn't have a choice when the walls went up. They'd decided that for her when they seceded from the rest of the country. And soon after that, no one was allowed in or out. So we wouldn't get “contaminated" by the Flyover ideas and diseases. The politico's had chosen for us. 

And now I had my own new baby to add to this mix. She was a darling, with cute blond hair and the brightest smile. While I worked, my Ma took care of her the most, good days and bad. Because Ma had something wrong with her, and so did my little Sue. 
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