
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          To Have a Purpose

        

        
        
          The Era of Greatness, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Boxie Vrack

        

        
          Published by Boxie Vrack, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TO HAVE A PURPOSE

    

    
      First edition. June 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Boxie Vrack.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231010547

    

    
    
      Written by Boxie Vrack.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the one who read Jenna's story and gave valuable feedback. May the Surveillance Bank overlook you, and may Lil Bub watch over you!
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Chapter 1
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Then they came for me

And there was no one left

To speak out for me

-Martin Niemöller, First They Came




––––––––
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A CHANCE HAS FINALLY arrived to fulfill the purpose that she was designed and grown for. Jenna's mouth is dry and her stomach is in knots. What if the ship exploded? What if they picked someone else at the last moment? She can't afford to worry. She can't afford to look nervous. It is weak to be nervous. She can't afford to be weak. She needs to be strong, or they will pick someone else.

Jenna focuses on her portrait of the Vict Family to calm herself down. She does this whenever she finds herself on the verge of weakness. She stares at the perfect faces in the photos and breathes. Yes, even Harold's face is perfect, though he is the elder of the family. Every crag and line on his face is exactly where it should be for one of his age, indicating dignity and strength. The women of the family, all blonde with blue eyes, are stunning and perfect like angels. The men of the family exude masculinity even in a still photo, all with broad shoulders and square jaws, some with perfectly groomed facial hair.

Her stomach slowly relaxes its grip on her mood.

"You've got this, Jenna," Jack says, reassuringly placing an arm around her shoulder. Jack is her aidroid, and he usually knows what to say to make her feel better. Jenna trusts Jack, though she cannot afford to be too weak around him, especially.

Though Jenna trusts Jack, she knows that she and all other humans have the innate potential to be disloyal to the Victs. Because of this inherent fallibility, the Surveillance Bank is needed to keep the loyal safe. Everything that everyone does is uploaded to the Surveillance Bank, and aidroids have a fail-safe built into them, a hard-coded order to destroy traitors.

If Jenna snapped, Jack would kill her. Everyone knew that the design of aidroids included this purpose. She had seen a man killed that way before during her high school years, and she will never forget the sight of the trusted aidroid turning to efficiently dispatch her 'owner' after being a comforting ally up to that very second. The sight had been too much for her and she had turned away from the scene, a sign of weakness.

Jenna will be fine, though. Only weak people snap, and she is not weak. She was designed to be strong, and her designers did not fail.

She places her hand on Jack's, silently accepting the reassurance. She will be strong today. Today, she will go to the planet NAZ-81 for a mining feasibility mission. Today, her life will have meaning, the meaning defined by her purpose for existing, the purpose that the Vict Family, that America itself, gave her.

"Jenna, it's time for morning prayer," Jack reminds her with his always soft voice. She feels calmer every time Jack speaks.

It is unacceptable to skip morning prayer. Worship of Jesus is mandatory, and only in the direst emergency could morning prayer be skipped. She kneels and prays out loud. Silent prayer does not count.

"Lord God in Heaven, please protect the Vict Family and keep them whole. Bless and keep them, and grant them happiness. Give me the strength to fulfill my purpose and steer me away from disloyalty. On Earth as it is in Heaven. Amen."

Jack looks on and smiles. His smile is always handsome, even if he is not the top model aidroid. He is good enough for her. His brown hair is neat, as always. His body is fit and trim, of course, because an aidroid would have imperfections only if designed to have them. Still, his shoulders are not as broad, his body not as muscular, as the men of the Vict family. Not even an aidroid can be that perfect. Jenna feels better again. She had not wanted to pray incorrectly, and it seems she had done well. Jack sits with his guitar and strums a cheerful melody.

Yet, Jenna does not feel comforted after her prayer, though she had knelt and shown proper humility. The worship of God is forced, a test with no comforting aspects. She normally is required to attend either church or mass on Sunday in person. Now that she will soon be headed to NAZ-81, she will need to go to the ship's conference room and attend a ceremony. She would watch a recorded ceremony if all else was unavailable. The choice of denomination would not be hers. Instead, the captain, the only other human on the ship, makes that choice.

Thinking about this reminds Jenna that she used to know a Mormon, Alma, who took classes with her. One day, it was announced that all Mormons were traitors. Alma did not appear in class again after that.

Jenna's lack of sincere faith is not a capital offense, however. The Surveillance Bank knows that she does not pray sincerely since everyone is monitored. Aidroids and the Surveillance Bank use highly effective lie­ detection technology. Lying is not only allowed but encouraged, as long as no lies are told to the Vict Family. She could gain promotion if she lied skillfully enough in everyday life, but it is unlikely that she would ever have enough opportunity. She was designed to be a biologist, not a businesswoman or lawyer who would be designed to lie with skill and flair. Humans can exceptionally exceed design requirements to exhibit unexpected proficiencies, but this is rare.

Jack stops strumming on his guitar and stands, "Jenna, it's time for departure. We should look at the Earth as the ship pulls away." He offers his arm then leads her down the hallways to the ship's aft window. As they enter the room, she sees her captain for the first time. There was no reason to be introduced until now since aidroids normally carry out all functions. No voyage lacks AI. A pair of humans was brought along in case the AI failed. The AI was brought along because humans were failed.

But no, Jenna cannot think about that. Those are thoughts of the weak. She salutes the man who is her commanding officer, "Captain."

Her captain turns to look at her with a bored expression. He is of average height for a man, and with a somewhat flabby build. This man has let himself go, having apparently given up on promotion. He is not handsome.

His brown hair is unkempt, and he fits poorly in his uniform with his belly sticking out somewhat in front. His uniform has not been properly kept, and his shirt is not fully tucked in. The sight of him is not appealing, in contrast with the aidroid standing next to him.

The captain's aidroid is a beautiful female with a heart-shaped face, light sandy hair, a crop-top, and a miniskirt. She has a soft build, showing no sign of muscle whatsoever but not appearing fat. Her breasts and rear are slightly above average in size, and her midriff is not bulging despite having no muscle tone. The captain seems to have spent all spare stipend money on upgrades for his aidroid.

"Hmph. So you're Jenna, then? Ugly as fuck, but I'm stuck with you," the captain says disdainfully.

Jenna is sure she is not ugly, even though she is no Vict. No one looks as good as a Vict. She also pales in comparison with the captain's aidroid, though she is sure that she is more attractive than the captain himself. She shows no reaction because that could trigger him. Jack also says nothing because it is not his place. The captain's aidroid smirks at Jenna.

The captain continues, "At ease. Take a look, but don't block my view.

My name is Fred. This is Alora," Fred keeps talking, even though Jenna would have been perfectly happy if he had gone silent. He says, "I don't stand on ceremony here. I don't want to keep telling you to be at ease, so just be at ease all the time. I'm a geologist."

Fred stops talking at last and concentrates on the receding view of Earth as the ship approaches the large orbiting space station. The Earth, a round and mostly blue disc, is now entirely in view. Jenna notices brown land masses here and there, the continents. Vict Tower is visible in New York, a star-like light source surrounded by a patch of green.

Fred wraps his arm around Alora's shoulder and looks at the receding Earth. She leans her head against his shoulder and coos, "Isn't it something, baby?" but he completely ignores her as he focuses on the view.

Jenna leans sideways and tries to get a better view of Earth from behind Fred's other shoulder, but Fred casually stretches and manages to mostly ruin her efforts.

Jenna wonders how long it will be before the quantum drive is used. She would not be able to explain the exact method used, but she knows that the ship uses the quantum drive for intergalactic teleportation. It is expensive, but rare earths are even more expensive. Without better supplies of rare earths, aidroids would become even more costly to design and maintain. That is what the current mission is all about: exploring mining feasibility on a distant but promising planet. If a rich source of rare earths is found, a mining mission would be sent with additional basic mining aidroids and other equipment to harvest the planet.

Fred is still watching Earth with a pleased look on his face, "It looks so small and fragile from here, a blue pearl below us. I feel like I could almost reach out and touch it."

Jenna gives no reaction, but she finds this sudden philosophical mood discordant given how Fred had been behaving thus far. Who does this crude and disheveled man think he is, some explorer-poet? What a laugh!

"What? Do you have a problem?" Fred suddenly says, turning around and looking at her sternly.

Jenna replies with an outward show of deference, "No sir, I don't have a problem."

Fred interrupts, sharply talking over her, "I told you to be at ease!

Don't call me sir unless I order you to! Is that understood?"

"Understood," Jenna replies smoothly.

Fred waves a hand dismissively, "Get out of here.”
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Chapter 2
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Jack takes Jenna's arm, and they leave the cabin. Jenna says, "Let's go play a game."

Jack grins, "All right, if you think you can beat me." "It's on then!"

The ship has a game room because all humans are legally required to play games against aidroids, incorporeal AI, or other humans. Solitary games and games against non-intelligent software do not officially exist, and it would be considered weak to play them. Humans must push themselves to the limit as part of the drive to achieve.

They arrive in the game room. Jenna says, "Ping pong. Let's go, loser!"

Jenna and Jack play ping pong in the ship's game room. Jack wins every game, and Jenna is not surprised. Games are meant not for entertainment but to give her a goal to work toward. She does score a point or two, small victories.

Jack gives her a smirk, saying, "Told you." He knows that she likes this in her own way. This show of arrogance presses her buttons in a way that she knows how to navigate. She replies, "I had an off day. You're going down next time, 11-0. You'll see."

Jack still has a smirk, "Chess then."

"Fine. Chess. I'll beat you, and you won't even see it coming!" Jack's expression says, ‘Yeah, right.’ Jenna smiles back at him.

They play chess, and Jenna loses each game. She knows that there is little chance of her beating Jack. It is not realistic for her to beat him at chess, especially, but Jenna dreams of someday beating Jack at something. If she can beat AI in games like this, she could prove herself to be more than just a typical lab grown human. She could get a positive result from the Surveillance Bank. A positive result instead of an order to be destroyed someday when she is no longer useful. 'Someday' could be as early as age thirty.

"Hmph, I was robbed," Jenna grouses. Of course she wasn't, but the only acceptable alternative to winning is to claim that cheating had occurred. Only passive, submissive people lose gracefully, because they enjoy losing. Losing gracefully would get her singled out as weak. Weakness is a dangerous, sometimes mortal, offense.

Many other humans would have yelled and thrown the chessboard across the room, but Jenna isn't that type. She doesn't want to belabor it, but she makes sure nobody sees her lose without complaint.

Jack smirks, "Of course, buddy." This is infuriating, of course, but in all the right ways. Jenna and Jack have chemistry, partly because Jack was designed to seek out chemistry with her. Jenna tries to forget that, because predictability is boring. Jack usually notices when she wants a change, even though he is not a top-quality aidroid.

"Enough. You'll get tired of cheating sooner or later," Jenna says. She gets up from the table, and Jack follows suit.

Jenna and Jack go to the ship's mess. Edible lichens are served, as always. Lichens were a breakthrough in feeding the world, easily grown and engineered to provide complete nutrition using the algal component. Flavor can be added in the fungal component, though usually this is not done. It would be stupid to ask for flavor, a luxury that would be costly without providing any benefit. Water is provided as well, though with rationing.
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