

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

    
    

    
      A TASTE OF THE MADNESS VOL. 9

    

    
      First edition. March 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 J Alan Erwine.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233923784

    

    
    
      Written by J Alan Erwine.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


A Taste of the Madness

Volume 9

By J Alan Erwine

​Contents

Harvest of Debts

The Progenitors

Awakening

Lost in the Dark

The Ancient Ones

The Magenta Equations

R-Complex

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Harvest of Debts


[image: ]


A knock brought Adam Jensen out of his sound sleep. He began to get up to open the door, but stopped as the last remnants of sleep left his body. He couldn’t open it. What if it was them? But he couldn’t know if he didn’t look. Adam quietly walked towards the door, trying to will the floorboards not to creak. Carefully, he peered through the peephole. It wasn’t the police, or the senior patrol. Rather, it was a young couple, about the same age as Adam, 25. Adam felt a deep sigh escape his lungs.

He opened the door a couple of inches. “Can I help you?”

The woman stuck out her hand. “Adam Jensen? I’m Katrina Buell, and this is my brother, Robert Buell.” Hearing that Robert was her brother sent Adam’s heart racing again. Why would a brother and sister be coming to see me? Calm down, he told himself. They’re not with the senior patrol. He felt like laughing, but a nagging fear kept the laugh stifled.

“Hi,” he managed to say as he examined each of them. Both were about average in height, and both were quite attractive, probably gene modified. Robert having collar length blonde hair, and his sister having long, wavy blonde hair. Adam started to notice more about Katrina, but stopped himself as he thought of what their presence might mean. “I’m busy. What do you want?” he asked a little more rudely than he’d intended.

Robert pulled a small metallic object from his pocket that looked to Adam like it might be a small tube of toothpaste. “Mr. Jensen,” he said, “We understand that you’re behind on your payments to the First Bank of Western America.”

Adam felt his breath catch as sweat began to pour profusely from his pores. He tried to speak, but his throat was suddenly too dry to form words.

“We’re here to collect.” Adam heard the words from a distance, but his brain couldn’t comprehend them; didn’t want to comprehend them. They’d found him, and there was nowhere to run. Adam slowly turned away from the door, but a sudden sensation of energy passing through his body stopped him. He tried to scream, but his muscles were frozen. Just as Adam’s amygdala and his adrenal glands were preparing for the flight of his life, he blacked out.
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Kim Le was just applying the last of the purple dye to her hair when her doorbell rang. “Damn, he’s early.” Kim threw the tube of dye into the sink and then applied one more coat of lipstick. As she was leaving her bathroom, she stopped and reached into the drawer under the sink, pulling out half a dozen condoms. “Just in case,” she said to the mirror with a sly grin.

Kim ran to the door as the bell rang again. “I’m coming, damn it,” she yelled. One last look in the hall mirror and she’d be ready. She adjusted the tight leather top and skirt, making sure that nothing was completely covered. She then pulled the door open slowly. “You’re pretty eager tonight,” she said in a husky voice as the door creaked on its hinges. “Oh!” she said with a gasp when she realized it wasn’t Roger. Instead, a young couple stood on her doorstep smiling.

“Miss Le?” the man asked. “I’m Robert, and this is my sister Katrina. May we have a few moments of your time?”

“Well, I was just on my way out...”

“This’ll only take a few minutes,” he said, pulling a small metallic object that looked like it might be a tube of toothpaste from his pocket. “We understand you’re behind on your payments to the First Bank of Western America, as well as several other banks.”

“Oh shit,” Kim gasped. Before she could say anything else, she felt a static surge pass through her body. Her last thought before losing consciousness was that all the work she’d done on her hair for her date was going to be ruined. Then there was only blackness.
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Adam Jensen awoke and found himself staring up into the smiling face of a man he guessed to be at least 70. “How do you feel, Mr. Jensen?”

The question seemed like a joke to Adam. “Like someone’s turned me inside out. What’s going on?”

Adam now noticed the man was wearing a white coat. He was obviously a doctor of some kind. “In a way,” the man said, still with a smile. “You’re right. You have sort of been turned inside out, but you shouldn’t look at it like that. I’d say you should be happy your debt’s been paid off.”

Adam felt his heart skip a beat. “You mean...”

“Yes, Mr. Jensen, your debt has been paid off with the extraction of an organ. To be more specific, you donated your liver to a needy person.”

“My liver? How am I supposed to live without a liver?”

The doctor put his hand on Adam’s arm in an obvious effort to be reassuring. Adam didn’t find it very reassuring, however. “Mr. Jensen, we’re a civilized people. We didn’t just pull your liver out and give it to someone else. We’ve simply traded your liver for a less healthy one that belonged to an elderly gentleman.”

Adam couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He’d been kidnapped from his own home in order to have his healthy liver yanked out and given to someone with one foot in the grave. “You can’t do that,” he sputtered. “I have rights.”

“Please, Mr. Jensen, don’t get excited. You’ve just come out of surgery, remember. And you really shouldn’t be speaking of rights. This operation is completely legal. Congress has allowed the elderly to claim organs from those in debt for over a year now. Nothing we’ve done has violated the law.”

“The law? What about my rights as an individual?”

“Mr. Jensen, when you failed to make payment on your credit cards, you gave up those rights. You should count yourself lucky. You were only indebted enough to cost you a liver. It could have been much worse.”

“He’s right,” a voice said from the other side of the room. It was the first time Adam noticed that he and the doctor weren’t alone. In a bed close to the soundproofed window was a young Asian woman. She was small framed and had dark hair, with a tinge of purple in it. Adam thought she’d probably be very beautiful, if she didn’t look exhausted. “I was so deep in,” she was saying, “I had to trade my heart, a kidney, and my pancreas. Now I have the heart of a 90 year old man that probably won’t last me more than two years, less if I use it like I’d want to,” she said with a grin that somehow seemed to turn Adam on, but of course there wasn’t time for that.

“This is insane,” Adam blurted. “I’m a citizen of this country, and I have rights.”

At that, the doctor pulled out a piece of paper. “This is your agreement with your credit card company. If you look at line 72, you’ll see that if you fail to make payment, organ donation can be used as an alternative form of payment, and it doesn’t have to be voluntary.”

Adam sat and fumed for several minutes. The doctor and the young Asian girl tried talking to him, but he refused to hear either of them. He’d known about line 72 of his agreement. That was why he didn’t usually open his door to strangers. Of course, he never expected people his own age to be working for the fogies that ran the country. “How’d you get young people to work for you?”

“Simple,” the doctor said with his ever-present smile, a smile Adam had decided needed to be knocked off the man’s face, even if he was old. “Those were the great-grandchildren of a certain wealthy business tycoon. You traded your liver for his, and Miss Le traded her heart, kidney, and pancreas. Now those young people get to keep Grandpa around for a little while longer.”

“Once you release us, we’ll tell people what you’re doing. This stunt won’t work much longer. What’ll you do then?” Adam felt a surge of hope at his sudden insight. Of course, they might just kill them. Maybe he wasn’t helping things.

“No doubt you’re right. Young people won’t accept it, and it will get more difficult to obtain organs. I suppose the government will have to begin storming homes and arresting people on the street.”

“The government wouldn’t do that,” Adam said, but he knew it was a stupid thing to say.

“Please, Mr. Jensen, don’t be naïve. The average age in congress is 82. The president’s older than that, and the Supreme Court justices are even older than him. The elderly are the only political power in this country.” He smiled one last time before he left the room.

“God damn it,” Adam shouted, punching his pillow several times.

“You shouldn’t be so upset,” Miss Le said. “At least you’ll have several years left. I don’t.”

Adam looked at her. He wanted to say something compassionate, but he wasn’t feeling all that compassionate at the moment. He just rolled over and tried to act like he was asleep, trying not to groan at the intense pain coming from where his liver had once been. Now there was just some withered, possibly diseased organ there. Death seemed to be a pleasant option at the time.
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It was two days later when Adam finally had the strength of will to turn the computer screen on to watch the news. The entire east wall glowed to life showing vivid pictures of soldiers covered with blood and body parts of their fallen comrades. Adam turned up the audio:

“As more American troops were sent into what was once Yugoslavia and Hungary, youth rights groups in the U.S. protested the latest demand by the government to send another 100,000 troops, saying that this was yet another attempt by the aging
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