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The light of democracy is growing dim, the light of truth has faded from sight while the light of justice has been all but extinguished. The walls of a new society have been built and the enemy of the people is inside with us. As was always predicted, the fall of the United States would occur from within, most are just too ignorant to see it. Which, of course, was also prophesied.

"Good morning gentlemen. I have two topics to discuss with you today. The project sheets are on the table in front of you," said the middle-aged man with short dark hair seated in the manager's chair. Martin Shamus was the new head of joint NSA-CIA operations. Known as a maverick, he planned on rewriting the book of operational procedures. Shamus intended to bring surveillance of American citizens to a whole new level.

"I see one new plan and a longstanding thorn," bristled Harold Bibs, old school black ops director, now serving as deputy director of NSA surveillance techniques.

"Hell, I thought Jessica Marlow had been silenced once and for all," said Jamison Plymouth, CIA Deputy Director and former MI6 operative.

"Well she ain't and I cannot tell you how sick I am of knowing she and her team still walk the planet with us good people," grumbled Shamus.

"Really Shamus, a fucking drone strike on Canadian soil, that's your answer? We tell our neighbors to the north what?" said Bibs.

"A navy seal team failed, actually joined them. A rouge officer led an army company in a poorly planned attack, the soldiers were wiped out. This way no one but the bad guys get hurt. We can say the drone got away from us."

"I agree with Bibs, this is crossing the line. With that fucking moron in the White House we don’t have many friends left out there," said Plymouth.

"Sorry you feel that way but it’s about time you get with the program. We are making America safer. Yes, we watch the good people but we get to catch more bad guys. We stop terrorism, that's job one. The rest is collateral damage. If the people want to be safe they need to understand that they must give up some of their personal freedoms. Besides they are too busy living in their own little worlds, they don’t even vote anymore," said Shamus.

"True, they don’t take their noses out of their smart phones for more than five minutes a day. A terrorist could creep up behind them and they'd never even notice. I guess it has to be done," remarked Plymouth.

"Then it is agreed, the attack will be this Sunday," said Shamus.

______________________________________

"Billy, I need five minutes."

"Senator Allison, the committee meeting is in fifteen minutes."

"I'm aware of that Jean, here bring my papers inside," said the Senator handing his PA a small stack of file folders.

"What do you need Jim?"

"We are ready to proceed, are you sure he's on board?"

"Hell, as long as the President can keep making piles of cash he'll go along with anything. Bless the greedy bastard," chuckled Allison.

"Great, then Operation Correction will soon commence," grinned Senator James Motley.

_______________________________________

"Are we ready to leave?"

"Five minutes," said Jess.

"You sure this is going to work?" asked Jodi.

"It has to," remarked Gail.

"It's the best shot we came up with, otherwise C.C. is going to be stuck in prison," said Jess.

"Why did we ever listen to him?" complained Gail.

"You know as well as I do, if we had not split up at the Canadian border crossing we most probably would all be in jail. As there is no justice in the U.S. anymore we'd never see daylight."

"But Jess, this is so hairbrained an idea," groused Jodi.

"That's why it will most probably work."

Later that Saturday afternoon, Jess, Jodi and Gail left for their road trip to Kansas. The next morning while the three women were just waking up in the Midwest, back at the JAW estate ten minutes after five brought the sound of an alarm in the below ground operation center. Cindy Atwater was notified immediately. "What do we have?"

"I can't believe it, the bastards are actually sending a drone at us, it's like they never learn," remarked Grace Edgeman, Operations Manager.

"How do we proceed?"

"Well we can shoot it down or reverse it."

"You mean send back at them?" asked Cindy.

"Yep."

"Sounds good to me, let's see where it explodes."

Within minutes the drone had been hacked and ordered to impact at it's place of origin. The JAW networks were able to track the device for over two hours then noticed it disappeared over a small town on the east coast of Florida. "Drone destroyed, along with its launching location," smiled Grace.

"Nice. Teach those fuckers to screw with us. Any idea who?"

"Not really but that location is long suspected to be an NSA-CIA black ops center."

"Looks like those assholes are up to their dirty little tricks again. Let me know if anything else happens. Full alert for the next twenty-four hours," ordered Cindy before leaving the operations center.

_________________________________

"There is the prison, you ready?" asked Jess.

"Guess so."

"Ah, shit!"

"What is it Jess?"

"Just got a text from Cindy. Apparently our old friends are screwing around again. They just sent a drone to attack the JAW estate."

"What happened?" asked Jodi.

"They sent it back home with aggression," smiled Jess.

"Bet they ain't going to like that one."

Jess made a call. "How's it looking?"

"They are loading our boy into the truck."

"Alright Gail, we will pick you up in three minutes," said Jess starting up the car. After driving less than a mile, Jess stopped the car and waited for Gail to enter the backseat, before flooring the accelerator.

"Alright, once we are in position we will have just one quarter of a mile to take out the front tires. With jammers that we secured to the four utility poles last night, we have created a total dead zone, no radio, no cell service, but we have to keep them within the electronic gird. Anyone gets away we are cooked," said Jess.

Jodi sat with the engine running just beyond the quarter mile dead zone, while Jess and Gail took up pre-planned locations to be able to shoot out the two front tires. Jess and Gail were in communication via cell phones outside the grid they had set up. "When I say three, we fire. We need to take out the tires almost simultaneously in order to avoid the truck flipping," said Jess.

The prison truck slowly advanced along the desolate country road. "One, two, fire!" The front tires went flat almost perfectly together and the truck ground to a stop. One of the guards exited the vehicle and began to shake his head. The second guard exited the driver's side and started to curse, first at the tire then at his useless cell phone.

"Gentleman, on the ground!" ordered Jess who donned a black balaclava mask. Both guards reached for their guns only to hear Gail from behind them. "Not a smart move."

"Toss them to the ground and get the prisoner out here," ordered Jess.

"Goddamn, it ain't even my birthday," yelled out the prisoner accessing the scene.

"Shut the fuck up or you won't see your next one," grinned Jess. "Now," said Jess into her cell phone. Suddenly everyone could hear the sound of tires chirping as Jodi brought the car around at high speed. "Inside prisoner."

"The befuddled man got into the back seat still wearing hand and legs cuffs. After cuffing the two guards to their truck, Jess and Gail joined Jodi and the prisoner in the rental car.

"You ladies don’t have to fight over me, it's been a while, I could do all of you," laughed the man.

"One more word and I will put a bullet into your nut sack," smiled Jess pointing her 9mm towards the rear seat.

Jodi drove around four miles to a dirt road where a SUV had been hidden. They switched vehicles then the women switched off driving for the five hour ride to just outside St. Louis. Arriving at the rented rural farm house, the vehicle was pulled around to the rear along an old weathered barn. The three ladies with the prisoner held at gun point proceeded into the farm house. Gail started dinner while Jess picked the lock of the man's leg shackles.

"Can you tell me now what's going on?" asked the man politely as Jess pulled several beers out of the well stocked fridge and handed him one.

"Here is the deal. In a few hours after we wash up and get something to eat, we are going to video chat with your wife. She will verify that she has received one hundred thousand dollars and new ID's and passports for you, her and the two kids. Then you will be going back to prison," explained Jess.

"Excuse me, but that does not make much sense to bring me back to that hell hole you just got me out of this morning."

"I said prison, but not that one," smiled Jess.

"Huh?"

"In a few days there will be a work detail at a federal prison not too far from here. You will be hiding in the brush. One of the inmates will meet up with you. You will hand him a bag of clothing and you will put on his prison garb."

"Ah, he stays in the bushes and I go back inside as him."

"Right. Let a few days pass then ask to see the warden. Tell him you got kidnapped, held at gun point and told we'd kill your family if you didn’t do the swap. Needless to say you don’t mention anything about the money," grinned Jess.

"I get it, but why me?"

"Well you are about the right size. He is a big man like you."

"Your husband I suppose," smiled the man.

"No mine," said Gail placing a plate before the man with a steak, mashed potatoes and string beans.

"Hell for this kind of food I'd kill all the guards," laughed the man.

"No worries, one of the guards has been paid off. Seems he got into to some serious debt. As long as he has someone going back into the prison with the same number on his shirt as one that went outside, the guard is covered," said Jess.

"So what happens to me?"

"You being in jail for fifteen years minimum for possessing a half a key of grass is absurd. We will fix that injustice. In about a month after you are returned to your original cell back in Kansas, paperwork will come through for your release. At which time we will get you and your family out of the U.S. and to South America. As your wife is Hispanic she'll have no trouble fitting in with the locals. I suggest you spend what time you have left inside, learning Spanish."

"Why can’t we just stay in America?"

"Well the papers that are going to get you out are not exactly legal," smirked Jess.

"So if I don’t take the deal, I'll have to do the remaining eleven years. Yes, I can see getting out of the country is the better choice," laughed the man.

"Thought you might see it that way," smirked Jess.

"So, who the hell are you guys. I mean you ain't the normal everyday people one meets in life."

"Let's just say we do work for and against the government and they don’t like it when we beat them at their own game."

"I take it Gail's man got screwed over during the last assignment."

"Something like that," said Jess.

A while later the man had a brief visit on line with his wife, they both understood what was expected of them and agreed. Then a few days later outside a rural federal prison the man squatted in some brush and waited for the work patrol. The man stretched as best he could in his crouched position as the sun began to rise and the prison came to life with the sounds of inmates moving about as the smells of coffee and bacon blew out across the farm field. Within ninety minutes a pickup truck with nine inmates slowly exited the main gate and rode along the dirt road to the spinach field.

Men jumped off the pickup bed and lined up while a guard handed out tools. Some got hoes, while others were handed shovels or rakes, they knew what work had to be performed. C.C. made his way over towards the brush and hit the ground as soon as he got behind it. It was comical to see two men around 6' 3", 230 lbs. struggling to change clothing without standing up and risk being spotted by a guard. The guard that had been paid for his services was sweating bullets hoping it would all come off without him getting into trouble. The replacement prisoner took the garden rake from C.C. and sauntered back to the assigned location C.C. was at and began to weed the spinach crop while the real C.C. hunkered down in the bushes.

A few hours passed and finally it was time to bring the work force back inside the prison walls for lunch. C.C. nodded off as he waited for the visitor hours to begin at 1 PM. When cars pulled into the vast lot and parked he waited for the crowd of people to make their walk towards the main gate. He got up from behind the shrubbery and gradually meandered towards the park cars. Locating the black SUV with Jess behind the wheel, he climbed into the rear and slid down on the leather seat. Slowly Jess started the vehicle and made her way out of the lot towards the main highway. Everyone practically held their breath and said nothing until Jess had the SUV up to 70 MPH on the interstate. "Yahoo!" shouted Jodi, as C.C. and Gail hugged and kissed. Jess laughed aloud and wiped tears from her eyes as she exited one highway to gain access to another, attempting to leave the state as soon as was possible.

____________________________________

After several days of relaxation at the JAW estate, C.C. was back to his old self and anxious to do some work. "You have a lot of energy busting to get free," chuckled Gail.

"I thought I was a goner stuck in that place forever. Now being back with my wife and the crew I need to do something lest I feel like I'm back in a prison again," said C.C.

"Have no fear, soon you'll be wishing you were safe behind prison walls again," joked Jess.

"What's up?"

"Well this afternoon we have a meeting with the JAW staff and a special guest."

"Who?"

"Bob Philo, he's the CEO of Telstar Works."

"Not like us to welcome someone from the corporate world," said C.C.

"There aren't many, but there are a few good ones."

"What's his claim to fame?" asked Jodi.

"He runs his companies in a proper manner. Even the lowest paid employee gets double the minimum wage, free healthcare and three weeks vacation per year. He is trying to manufacture a quality electric car and makes home appliances that do what they are suppose to do, work. Hell the last three clothes washers we bought started to fall apart in a few years. They are more concerned with connecting to your appliance for internet diagnosis then making the damn thing like it should be made in the first frigging place."

"I get it. Like these new smart refrigerators that will tell you if you need eggs or your milk has expired. If you don’t know what's going on in your own refrigerator that's because you’re a fucking idiot. You don’t need a smart appliance you need a fucking babysitter," laughed C.C.

"Corporations want to automate the day to day mundane tasks so you have more time for streaming bullshit videos to your smart phone. It's just promoting laziness, along with generational divides. You have millennials who are trying to blame everything on baby boomers because they have to live in their parent's basement. Baby boomer's didn’t cause the rise of college tuition, housing or the price of a new car, that is simply corporate greed. Hell they brought us sex, drugs and rock n' roll," laughed Jess.

"As a millennial I find the fact that many millennials don’t use a top sheet in bed, totally disgusting," remarked Jodi.

"Anyway, Philo is trying to help. He also is a large contributor to the JAW cause. He understands his competitors and government are not in the business of actually helping or caring for people. He comprehends that too much money is like too much religion and that develops into a mental illness."

"Good afternoon everyone," said Cindy. "Today we have a heavy agenda plus a very special guest. "Let's start off by welcoming Bob Philo, CEO and founder of Telstar Works."

"Thank you for allowing me to speak before your group today," said Philo. "Justice and Women has spent over twenty years fighting for equality as well as protecting and educating women. I am personally glad to be a small part of your efforts. In our own ways, we are both trying to make our world a better place for its people."

"My main topic for today is trying to find a way to get the country back on track for proper basic food production. There is at present so much toxic food in the average supermarket that if the truth be known of exactly how bad the food actually is, the public would demand that the stores be shut down. Basic food production has given way to expedient garbage and of course the general public has accepted it. The decline of health and the ever increasing rise in disease is mostly traceable to poor food quality. This trend must be stopped."

"The scary part is corporations having obtained a wink and a nod from the federal government, has given way to the beta testing of even more toxic food for the future. Today in order to fool the consumer they call genetically modified food Bio-enhanced. Plant based meat which sounds like it is vegan/vegetarian but it is anything but, typical ingredients include various chemicals and additives not fit for human or animal consumption. Then there is the newest rage in corporate greed, synthetic meat or cell based meat. They basically grow meat in a laboratory environment. The defensive spin is that cow farts pollute the air and grazing cattle is expensive. What they are not telling you is that the CO2 that is produced by the manufacture of such fake meat pollutes also. Cow methane is in the air for up to twelve years, CO2 is in the air for thousands of years. In addition the energy to produce this factory meat is astronomical. Not to mention, it is not real meat. Yes it may come from the basic cell of a cow but that doesn't make it a cow," said Philo.

"As you can see we have our work cut out for us, if these ideas succeed in the market place, human beings are doomed. Unfortunately the light of humanity is failing at an excessive rate, all of which can be traced to greedy corporations and government officials. Thank you."

When the applause stopped, Cindy Atwater took to the podium. "Thank you Bob. Obviously, our work is laid out for us. I would like to thank you for your continued passionate and financial support of Justice and Women." The clapping began to rise once again as Philo made his exit. "As Bob Philo just said we need to take some action regarding the destruction of American food sources. Yet an even more pressing issue has surfaced. Drapper Communications is yet another insidious corporation spying and gathering info on the general public."

"How is this one any different than past scumbags?" asked Jodi.

"Because the data gathered is not just an over all view of the public sentiment, like a sudden attitude change towards legalizing marijuana or the rejection of a new state or federal law. This company ties their spying directly to the individual for use against the individual. For instance, they know who you voted for and if it is not for the 'Right' candidate there will be repercussions. Your mortgage or car payment will be recorded as being paid late, even if you have direct payment from your checking account. It will be a nightmare to straighten out. Then
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