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TRANSMISSION ONE


CASA BLANCA OF NUEVOS ANGELES





In the Year 2161 World War III was at an end. From the brink of extinction, we've come a long way as a species. Hydrogen bombs dropped from every corner of the earth, thick clouds blocking out the sun for much of the world. We have valleys of sunlight for those lucky enough to be in those areas of the world, others are not so lucky. They say we won't be here for long, but for now, we are still standing strong as a species. 

We are no longer divided into countries as we once were. We are now colonies, and our cities are divided by ideals. Race and color are no longer an issue, most are dependent on whether you believe in social communism or The New Faith. The religions of old are but a learning tool that we have used to evolve into what is now "The New Faith." All of this out of our will to survive.

My name is Casa Blanca, in the old world I would have been known as a female of Latino descent. My name, Blanca, is Spanish, a language that no one speaks anymore other than the elders of The New Faith. Most of which reside in the colony of Santa Terra. We have a temple here, in the free city, but we know that they are only here to push their ideals on us, and we all know they have no power here. How do I know so much about our history? It might be the only thing I'm interested in other than music. I don't consider music academia though. I consider it my form of spirituality.

I live in one of the last free cities and free colonies of the world that don't abide by The New Faith or social communism. Why are we so special? Because we harvest the one thing everyone needs. Artificial sunlight. No one can argue with us. Whoever can harvest artificial sunlight has the power. I'm surprised the free ideal hasn't poured through like rain on the other colonies.

How did I end up here? My father was a gambling man; he won his ticket for him and my then-pregnant mother in a poker game at the very beginning of the new world. Might be the only thing he was good for. He lost his life shortly after from a bad hand in a game of hold-em at the capitol of our free colony, Western Fold. The name of our capitol has been changed three times, a new name for each time the regime changes. And right now, it's named Nuevos Angeles, but all the while it has maintained the same colony name: Western Fold. Maybe because of its geographical position against the sea. Funny enough, about a century ago our capitol had been named "Los Angeles."



Year 2179 - 18 years after The Holy Wars



"Hand over those goggles, yeah," I asked my friend Maya as she fumbled through the top drawer of my dresser.

"You're going to get deemed again, Casa?" she asked as I lay down on my own personal sun tanning bed. She hands over the goggles with a look of longing in her eyes. Not sure if she thought she would try out the bed first. 

"How were you able to get your own sun bed? This totally beats using the shared rave beds," Maya asked as she undressed, ready to take her turn. I suspected she only came over to also be transported into euphoric bliss. 

"I will be re-deemed," I answered as I lay nearly nude on the sun bed, nothing but a thin cloth covering my privates. "I traded five large canisters of Proxy for it at that club behind the mortuary, the one we went to last month." I wanted her to know the integrity of the bed.

"You're gonna break that thing as much as you use it," Maya snapped back, her tone betraying a lack of confidence in her retaliation.

"You know, these things last forever. They don't break. What is hard to get is a good canister of Proxy these days," I shot, full confidence riding my voice.

We were both right and both wrong. The tanning bed wasn't going to last forever. I was just addicted to the artificial sunlight it provided. I had a huge supply of it because of my boyfriend, Karo, who dealt it illegally. But I avoided bringing up Karo as much as I could because I knew Maya had feelings for me.

This sunlight I had was fair. It wasn't as good as "Proxy," which was so good that we all called artificial sunlight Proxy, even if it was a knockoff. This substitution was called "Rye Fire." In comparison, Proxy was about 20% stronger in luminance and irradiance. I guess Karo named his black-market knockoff Rye Fire because he has such a fascination with grains and salts. It reminds him of home. The odor from Rye Fire wasn't enough to bother your nostrils, just a hint of it lingered like the breweries of Old Town. 

As far as I'm concerned, Rye Fire was gonna give me exactly what I wanted, and that was to feel high. If anything, maybe I preferred the smell of burning grain. Maybe Rye Fire was the real heaven. Either way, it felt exquisite to my senses.
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Maya leaned down and kissed me on the lips before closing the lid on my tanning bed. It served as a temporary goodbye to this world, like a kiss from the skies. She ran her fingers through my hair and then released the canister of Rye Fire into the reservoir.

"Easy does it," Maya whispered as the sunlight gathered on the right side of the bed.

"Make sure it pressures at 120 Luxors, last time you released it at 118 and it didn't feel the same," I told Maya as I popped in my ear pods. I longed for the feeling of sunlight to seep into my skin, lighting me up from the inside. To feel the euphoric floating sensation as though my body was no longer in the sun bed and dancing among the clouds. But that was only achieved at the right pressures.

"What are you going to listen to while you're being re-deemed," Maya asked, we shared the same taste in music, but I was always searching for the new stuff and sharing it with her.

This time around, I was going to listen to experimental Eastern music mixed with ambient electronic. This song specifically was named "The Levanter." It sounded like Eastern chants drowned in reverberation. Something to take me that extra mile.

Who knew that the most natural resource, sunlight, could get us this euphoric in a time of such darkness? It wasn't all black, though. We still received some natural sunlight, being lucky enough to be in a valley of it. One of the few areas where it wasn't completely blocked out by radiation clouds. But it wasn't like before. The cloud layer still diffused the real stuff. Far below the amount we needed.

"117, 118, 119, 120, boom," Maya counted as she released the valve. 

"Ah, there you are," I spoke preemptively, as I knew what I was soon to feel. I turned my head to the right side of the bed. There was something about seeing it released through the translucent tubes that gave me a sense of something real.

"Ah, there you are," I said again, "I see you coming on the right side. I can see you falling." I spoke to it like a lover I hadn't seen in a while.

"I can see you coming down," Maya spoke back to me as I closed my eyes.
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