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    This book is dedicated to science communicators such as Carl Sagan, Michio Kaku, and Bill Nye the Science Guy. At its core, this story is about pseudo-science in the hands of influencer culture, and it's helpful to remember that there are still voices championing evidence, inquiry, and transparency.
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​Chapter 1
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​Thursday, February 12th, 2026

Time always slowed when the cutting began.

Brittany Varon concentrated on maintaining her breathing, counting her inhales and exhales to keep them steady.

“You’re doing great, honey.” Ian cut through the fat and into muscle, sending white-hot pain through her nerves.

A faintly sweet aroma underscored the metallic scent of blood. Brittany didn’t scream or cry as she had the first time when Ian took just ten grams, only going an eighth of an inch deep, not even getting all the way through skin and fat. Today he would take three ounces and cut a half-inch into her thigh. Those first few sessions had been long and messy, but his practiced hands made quick work of it now.

She sat up and looked at what he’d taken from her, allowing a few tears to trickle down her cheek as she smiled for the cameras. He moved briskly, placing her flesh into the waiting cooler before tending to her leg. The ointment and bandages he applied did little to stop the familiar burning sensation. They had fried up that first session's bounty like a pork rind, barely a nibble for each of them, but now they had full meals to share with each other...and their audience, of course. Sure, it wasn’t something you’d order from a restaurant, but they would season the tiny flank steak and then flash-sear it.

“We have to edit this.” Ian’s touch soothed as he ran his fingers through her hair.

“I need to meditate first.” She shivered, cool air covering her skin in goosebumps. “And I need a blanket.”

The knitted blanket Ian draped over her calmed her almost as much as his touch. She lay back and closed her eyes. Her heartbeat slowed, and the adrenaline that had flooded her brain dissipated into the mellow afterglow of endorphins. The pain in her leg was there, but distant.

Brittany tossed off the blanket and allowed Ian to help her to her feet, a little shaky, but not bad. Together they walked to their office. He sat at his desk, the editing software already up on his laptop. She sat down next to him in ‌matching office chairs and watched four simultaneous angles of the Leveling Session.

“I like camera three the best,” Brittany said.

He nodded, clicking.

On-screen, Ian drew the tip of a felt pen across her leg, marking a square that looked smaller than it had felt.

“Pause.”

Video Ian had switched his felt pen for a scalpel and held it just above her thigh.

She looked at the runtime. “Go back twenty-nine seconds and cut to camera one.”

Ian performed his magic in the editing software, then resumed the video.

“Okay, now back to camera three,” she said.

“What time was that?”

“Three twenty-two.”

Ian tapped on the keyboard. “Got it. Hey, check out camera four.”

“Ugh, no. It’s a terrible angle.”

“Not there, it wasn’t.” He rolled back the video. “See?”

She laughed. “I see the angle is terrible.”

“It’s more of a technical shot.”

The back-and-forth went on for an hour, whittling down two hours of footage from multiple cameras into a perfectly edited thirty-minute clip.

Brittany stood and stretched. “What’s left?”

“I have the full show storyboard finished. How are the segment scripts coming?”

“Done.”

“You’re amazing!” Ian leaned in to kiss her cheek. “I’ve already written the blurb and hashtags for Spectra and TruthCast.”

“I saw it and scheduled the social posts that link to the blog, which is done...well, except for the links. We’ll have to update the links after the video actually uploads.”

“So we shoot the Reclamation Session tonight. When are you doing the guest?”

She tapped her phone to bring up their calendar. “Two.”

“Let’s get some lunch first. Who is it today?”

“Tatyana Brigam.”

Ian smiled. “This is going to be our best show.”

They enjoyed smoked salmon and avocado toast for lunch. Afterward, Ian did the dishes before he announced, “I’m going to take the Ducati out for a bit.”

The money the channel brought allowed him to fulfill all his gearhead fantasies.

#
[image: ]


BRITTANY DIALED PROMPTLY at two o’clock. The video chat connected, playing a pleasant eight-note melody. 

Tatyana waved. “Hey.”

“How are you?”

“So excited, but a little nervous.” She flashed an exaggerated grimace before switching back to her on-air smile. “It’s such an honor ‌to be on your channel.”

“Oh my God, thank you.” Brittany put a hand to her chest. “But I can’t tell you how many of my viewers have asked to see you on the channel. You’re growing fast, girl.”

“That means so much coming from you.” Tatyana’s cheeks flushed, and Brittany wondered if she could do that on cue.

“Let’s jump right in. For those of you who haven't met her yet, Tatyana is one of the rising stars of the Autophagian world! In just a year she’s grown her channel by fifteen million viewers. Tatyana, tell me how the Autophagian practice has helped you.”

“Thank you, Brittany. My journey started five years ago when doctors diagnosed me with acute myeloid leukemia. I was going to school and only working part-time, so I had no health insurance. My medical debt started with that first diagnosis, and the treatments they suggested were so expensive.”

“And terrifying, I bet.”

“Absolutely. I slipped into depression, which affected my work, and they eventually fired me. I lived out of my car while I was sick, panhandling for money, going to shelters when they had spots open.”

“That’s so terrible and says a lot about the broken healthcare system. Sorry,” she wiped her eyes. “Had you heard of Autophagia at all at that point?”

“No, but somewhere in the fog of hopelessness there was a fighter in me, a driving call to pull myself up and fight. Fight for myself.”

“Self-advocacy.” Brittany smiled. “I love it.”

“I spent a lot of time in the library, and it was on those computers, researching self-help, that I came across Patrick Greene’s channel.” Tatyana sighed, as if just the name were overwhelming.

“The first Autophagian. To think how much we owe him.”

“So much of it just made sense, you know?”

Brittany nodded. “But how difficult was the practice while homeless?”

“One of Patrick’s shows talked about attunement through nature...”

“Ian loved that episode. We’ll put the link to it below.” Brittany pointed down.

“Plus, I was so sick of the city. When Dr. Greene spoke about carcinogens in the air, ultra-processed foods, and horrific tap water, everything he said rang true. I went to the woods and camped. I bought a .22 long rifle and learned to hunt.” Tatyana had perfected her story’s tone and pacing.

“One of Patrick’s best getting-started strategies. Everyone should learn to hunt and live off the land.”

“Finally, I made the leap and performed my first sessions and felt better after only a few days. I was still living at campsites and performed everything there. My strength returned, and my depression went away. I ended up getting a job as a secretary for the state park service. Finally, I had health insurance‌, so I faced my illness and scheduled treatment. I went to the doctor for some initial tests, and that’s when I got the news: I was already in complete remission.”

“Wow!” Brittany had read Tatyana’s testimony before setting up the interview, and it was impressive. Hearing it directly from her reinforced everything their channel—and the movement—was about.

“I got a second opinion, and then a third: two weeks' worth of sessions and my disease had vanished!”
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