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        “I am the Way, and the Truth, and the Life: no one comes to the Father but through Me.”-JESUS (John 14:6)
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        This novel is entirely a work of fiction. As a fiction author, I have taken artistic liberty to create plausible experiences for my characters void of confirmed scenarios. Any resemblance to actual innovative developments in any scientific area is purely coincidental. My writing was thorough, and editing accurate; hence active depictions of any kind in this book are attributed to creativity for a great story. It was my pleasure sharing these stories with you! ALL glory to God.
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      DISCLAIMER: This book and series is a work of fiction and does not endorse or support any political party, affiliation, ideology, or thought. No political parties were mentioned specifically for this reason. Any resemblance to a party, affiliation, or tenet is fictional and purely coincidental. Thank you, relax, and enjoy Freedom :).
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      “For who is God save the Lord? Or Who is a rock besides our God?”- Psalm 18:31

      

      Mrs. Ruby Towers buttoned up her creamy pink cashmere-woolen coat and gripped the glistening rails of the Boeing 737 staircase, wet from the drizzling rain. The fast-receding evening rainfall still sprinkled cool drops onto her black pointed-toe heels as she took her first step down from the chartered Towers Presidential campaign plane, whose landing was flanked by eager staffers, toward the crowded base. But they weren’t alone.

      She blinked several times as cameras yielded flashes of blinding light from the numerous reporters surrounding the base. Several of them leaned on the railing for a better shot of her. Their camera flashes emblazoned her vision with multicolor reflections against the spring twilight.

      Today was her first time stepping out fully in public since the campaign started. Maintaining their family’s privacy for as long as she could was her priority, so she’d remained behind the scenes. But eventually, those walls would have to come down for people to see them as they were—genuine and regular, just like everyone else—except they were on the front line of politics now.

      Considering the general public’s overwhelming interest in who she was, she wasn’t completely surprised by the number of people who showed up here. But she was here to see only one person. Her dear husband, Captain Robert Towers—the presidential candidate.

      Clutching her creamy-white Gucci Sylvie purse in one hand halfway down the steps, and curving a supportive hand beneath her growing belly with the other, she took ginger steps as she climbed down, each descent leading to a new, very public life.

      She stylishly lifted her eyes to heaven and prayed. Lord, take over this journey, for me and for Robert. Let Your will be done. Please protect us, in Jesus’ name.

      “Hello, ma’am, how are you doing today?” A swarm of reporters stepped up and rushed toward her as she neared the last couple of steps.

      “Mrs. Towers, welcome to the campaign trail. How do you feel about your husband’s presidential candidacy? Do you support him?” another asked, jutting a microphone near her face.

      She glanced over and offered what she hoped was a warm, brilliant smile, pushing stray hair off her face with a slender, leather-gloved hand and tucking it behind her ear. “Of course, I do. I support Robert’s candidacy. One hundred percent.” That seemed to satisfy his curiosity as he stepped back down to the wet ground.

      The campaign’s assistant press secretary, Lizzy Baker—a bold young lady in her early thirties—sprung open a large umbrella over Ruby as she stopped on the last step. Lizzy moved a few steps ahead of Ruby to urge them back as more reporters served up a battery of additional questions until she couldn’t decipher where one started and the other ended. So, as tutored, Ruby smiled and waved to them. She turned to the person who’d first asked her how she was doing, obviously referencing her pregnant status. “I’m fine, thank you for asking.”

      His coat seemed damp, and his teeth chattered as he posed to ask another question on the heel of her answer.

      As he shivered a little, her motherly instinct kicked in. Her brows furrowed even as she’d already reached out for a handshake and gripped his hand. Oh yes, he was shivering. He could catch a cold—or already did—all to perform his job at a risk to his health?

      No, she couldn’t have that, at least, not for her sake. Compassion washed over her as more cameras flashed to capture the handshake, and his chill fingers encased her warm gloved hands. She frowned as she released his hand and dug through her purse. Where was…? “It’s too frigid for you to be out here without gloves, mister,” she gently rebuked, not caring who listened.

      There they were. Her fingers clutched the spare gloves she typically had in her purse for her husband in case he forgot his. She doubted he’d be without the two she’d packed for him from home earlier, so she could give this set out.

      She held the pair out to him. “Here. These should keep you warm for a while, and I’d recommend you take care of that sniffling so it doesn’t turn worse.”

      Surprise lit his face, and after a moment’s delay, he accepted the gloves and slid them on. “Thank you very much, ma’am.”

      After a quick nod, Ruby spotted her driver weaving through the press, and she twisted toward his approach. He reached her just as the rain stopped and Lizzy snapped the umbrella up and away.

      Movement in her belly had Ruby rubbing it, releasing held breath as she and Lizzy followed her driver through the human maze. The flight, though comfortable as a flight can be, had left her exhausted and craving rest due to the pregnancy. But at the same time, she was looking forward to reuniting with her husband.

      Their daughter, Ritz, was in Silver Stone with a middle-aged female nanny who’d served with them for a while, and Eva kept an eye on Ritz daily in-between her bridal appointments.

      So for three days while Ruby and Robert were both away, her family was covered. And as she entered the limousine and they took off toward Robert’s hotel, she appreciated having President Jacobson and his wife, the former First Lady, on hand to stay with Ritz too, who was excited about their visit.

      She chuckled and slung her purse into the limousine seat as they rode along, weaving through nighttime Atlanta city traffic. This had become more of a community effort for them. This campaign wasn’t just for or about her and Robert alone. God had raised help for them indeed, and she couldn’t be more grateful to Him.

      Her driver rolled down the partition window and met her gaze through the rearview mirror. “Sorry I didn’t get there in time to rescue you from the mob.”

      Oh, he referenced the media she’d met at the base of the descent from the plane. Ruby shrugged. “Actually, it wasn’t that bad. They were nice.”

      He switched on to her favorite radio station and played it from a mobile device through to the limo speakers. Ah, the soothing worship rhythm filled the atmosphere, which she noticed her baby loved too.

      The baby grew calm whenever worship music played. It was amazing how babies responded to external noise and music, and she could hardly wait to meet her child. She smiled, slid lower on the seat, and rested her tense shoulders on the back.

      Her driver reached over the partition and handed a file to Lizzy when they halted at a stoplight. “Captain Towers had this for you. He said to ask you to meet him at the hotel in the morning at ten a.m. He wants you to read that file tonight to prepare for your scheduled meeting tomorrow. He said he wasn’t comfortable forwarding this online.”

      Lizzy nodded as she accepted the file. She flipped it open and began skimming the documents. Her degree in Communications, along with her experience serving at the United Nations, made her the perfect candidate. Hiring her for this job had not been a tough choice.

      “How’s the baby doing, ma’am?” her driver asked. So typical of him. He always cared.

      Ruby smiled and took a sip of water from her bottle. “It’s kicking right now.” She smoothed a hand over her belly.

      A few ooohs sounded from him and Lizzy.

      Lizzy faced toward her. “I love babies. I used to babysit when I was in college. It wasn’t much pay, but I loved it.”

      Ruby patted her arm. “And I know that one of these days, by God’s grace, you will meet an amazing guy who will love you. And you’ll both have beautiful babies together.”

      “Amen,” Lizzy said and returned her attention to the files. Lizzy’s faith in Christ was another plus. A few moments later, she showed Ruby a photo on her phone that was already making the rounds. “They’re talking about your arrival, and news about the gloves you gifted to the reporter has stolen the show. All the networks are discussing it.”

      Ruby peered at the photo, an image of her handing the reporter the spare gloves. “Oh my, Lizzy. My belly looks huge.”

      Lizzy laughed and nodded. “Don’t worry about your belly’s size. This is campaign gold, Mrs. Towers. They love you and your baby. I know you’re a super private person. But this is politics, and you never know which way things might turn, especially if you’re new. I’d say you’ve inadvertently made quite a good start.”

      “I appreciate that, Lizzy, although I was simply caring. And thanks for preparing me. I’m not sure I could’ve handled the situation so gracefully without your help. It pays to have the right people.”

      Lizzy waved. “Oh, you’re a natural at this. Some people just have the right personality to do well, and I believe you and your husband have that. So I’m glad I could help smoothen the journey for you.”

      Ruby had been a little worried about what they might ask her at first. But clearly, tonight didn’t go badly for her first media contact on behalf of the campaign. Matter of fact, it was a win. She’d been warned that it might be ugly. Thankfully, so far, it went well. Thank You, my Lord Jesus.

      They arrived at a small hotel where Lizzy and other staffers were staying and dropped her off. “Goodnight, Mrs. Towers. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      Ruby smiled. “Bright and early. Goodnight, Lizzy.”

      Now, on to see Robert. Her face melted into a warm smile at the thought of him as the limousine pulled to a stop in front of the hotel a half hour later. She slowly stepped out and entered the hotel through a private entrance.
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      Former SSPD Detective Mike Argan stared at the words on his cell phone and blinked against the brilliance of natural daylight wafting into the cockpit through the windshield of the Towers campaign plane. They should’ve lifted off four minutes ago, but he couldn’t move. No. Not with this message mocking him:

      I KNOW YOUR SECRET. AND I WILL EXPOSE YOU. The message glared at him.

      He sank into his pilot’s seat, grateful to be alone in the cockpit. How could he have managed this if his copilot, Julie, had been seated next to him when the message entered? The gasp that escaped his lungs minutes earlier would no doubt have drawn her attention. And he would rather not explain this to anyone.

      His hand grew heavy and dropped on his thigh as he threw his head back and groaned. This couldn’t be real, can it? I mean, no one knows about it except the two boys whom I told those many years ago, and they all swore never to breathe a word to anyone. He knew he hadn’t. But…did the others talk? Or did someone dig it up and find out? He’d hoped the secret would stay buried forever. That he’d never have to cast his eyes back. What was gone was forgotten. He guessed, not so fast.

      He lifted his hand and read the words again, achingly slow. Yes, they said what he saw them say the first time. There was no changing it, and the reality sank deeper in his heart. Someone out there knew what he was hiding. And they were about to spill it. So, what could he do before the world heard it? Before it all blew up in his face?

      The door squealed open behind, and he jerked, gripping the seat’s handle with trembling hands. “Mike, can we make a pit stop in Philly prior to arriving in New York? A buddy of mine teaches at the college there. Ruby and I grew up with him at the orphanage, and he’d really like me to speak to a group of students this afternoon about my candidacy.”

      Mike slid his cell phone into his pocket, schooled his face, before twisting to face Captain Robert Towers fully. The captain was his erstwhile boss, now a presidential candidate whom he’d gladly quit his police job to continue serving.

      But a good number of them had done so, after training replacements at the SSPD to take over their positions. “Yes, sir.”

      He still addressed him the same way as when they were at the SSPD, respecting his seniority and swallowing down his problems momentarily. “We can do so. We’ve got fuel and time. All I need to do is to clear this with the airport tower to be sure we can land the plane there. Alternatively, we could land nearby in another city and charter a ride for you to the location. Easy breezy.” But the observant captain wasn’t fooled by sweet talk.

      Captain Towers’ eyes narrowed, and he released his grip on the cockpit door, shut it behind him, and perched on Julie’s copilot chair. Mike faced forward, but not before seeing the captain push up his sleeves and curl his arms. “Are you all right, Mike? You seem…bothered.” He waved. “Of course, if you’re stressed and this detour puts more pressure on you, I can shelve Philly, so we can get to New York City faster. We don’t need to go there right away. We can reschedule the trip to another time. I’m sure my friend will understand.”

      Mike said nothing, trying to grasp how to handle the way nothing slipped past the man.

      The captain continued after a moment. “Mike, I know you don’t rest enough so how about this? You go to a hotel and catch some sleep while we run around town campaigning in New York City. I really need you in top shape and healthy too. I can’t trust these chairs to anyone else’s hands but your expert ones and Julie’s. However, I’d hate to be the reason you get stressed out. I’m sure the other guys, or Julie, wouldn’t mind stepping in for you for a couple of days even. In fact, she asked for an upgrade. This could be the best chance for her to show initiative. You never know when it might become handy.”

      Mike’s face sharpened. Julie did what? She wanted a pilot’s chair? No, she wouldn’t. She was already a copilot. But then, why not? No one stayed at the same spot forever. Moreover, he’d trained her well at the SSPD. She definitely could do his job well.

      He released held breath and gulped down the anxiety clogging his throat. “I’m all right, Captain. No need to worry. Matter of fact, I should be able to get some rest tonight. So we can proceed to anywhere you want.” He hoped he’d kept his voice level enough. More importantly, he wished his boss would simply drop it. Things were still too raw, and he was trying to wrap his head around what all this meant for him.

      But Captain Towers didn’t move. The man knew him long enough to know when something didn’t seem right. So Mike made concerted efforts at assurance with a forced smile and a convincing glance in the captain’s direction. “I’m not plunging us into the Hudson River, sir. I’m fine.”

      He nudged the captain’s elbow. “Go. You said Ruby was coming with us, right? I’d like to say hi to her and the bump once we land at Philly. I’m sure she’s looking for you right around now. We’ll get to New York safely, in Jesus’ mighty name. Go, Captain, unless you simply want to watch me pilot the plane, and that gets boring fast.”

      That did the trick as Captain Towers straightened and twisted the door open. “If you say so, Mike. But let me know if you need help, okay?”

      Mike began working the controls and forced another smile, far from what he felt. “Will do, sir. Go strap in, relax, and enjoy the flight. If you see Julie, please let her know I need my copilot in her chair now.”

      The captain smiled widely as he glanced beyond where Mike could see. “I see her chatting with my wife. I’ll be sure to send her your way soon. See you later, man. And thanks again for accepting this job. I know it’s not easy. I’m glad you have my back.”

      With those words the captain stepped out, shut the door, and Mike settled his head on the control board, heaving out a whoosh of relief. That was close. Clearly, getting through this day without blowing it would be hard. And Julie wasn’t even here yet. Her keen observant eyes rivaled the captain’s and would be tough to deceive.

      Mike exhaled, sank into his pilot’s chair, and hung his head. God, please, what do I do? He was used to living a transparent, honest life. This was strange territory. A place of secrecy he’d hoped never to find himself, but here he was embroiled in one. Mike shook his head. He couldn’t bring anyone into this news. No. Even spilling this secret would cost him his job, and likely, his reputation.

      What about your relationship with Me, My son? prodded in his mind, and he jerked his head straight. Mike shook his head once more and pressed his lips tightly. No, he wouldn’t go there with God yet. This was too much to handle all at once.

      He’d examine the message later when he had some privacy and think of how to move forward from here and trace its source. Maybe he could manage the situation on his own. For now, he had to get his head in the game and do his job—one that had become a pure joy to him. He would get Captain Towers’ campaign team to Philly, to New York, and then figure out who found out his secret, and handle it then. God, please hide my secret. You can’t let it get out, please….

      The door creaked open, pulling him from his thoughts.

      Julie slid into her chair and gave a jaunty salute as their eyes met. “I heard you were looking for me. Let’s do this.”

      He nodded without saying anything, still trying to curb his emotions.

      “Mike, are you okay? You look flushed.” She stilled halfway to clicking across her seatbelt.

      “I’m fine. Let’s go.” He picked up his headset and clipped it on to avoid further discussion. She got the message and proceeded without another word. This was going to be a long flight. He inhaled sharply, got his mind into focus, and revved up the plane. Within minutes, they were airborne.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      On Monday afternoon, Robert crossed his arms and assessed the man seated in front of him. What made the man choose to come see him at his campaign headquarters office in downtown Silver Stone? Ruby sat in a golden-brown leather love seat on one side of his large office, while their guest occupied the plush middle chair.

      “You have to move.” Pete Zendel, pastor of the Living Faith Bible Church, hired to serve as their IT director for the campaign due to his expertise in the field, coolly met his gaze. “You need to get a new place to live. It’s a security step—very necessary or I wouldn’t have made this trip across town.”

      Robert gave a curt nod to acknowledge him. He’d heard him the first time. “You heard the man.” He spun to his wife, Ruby, not completely convinced but not doubting the man’s competency either. “Honey, what do you think?”

      Glowing brown eyes met his, even as a tired slant thinned her lips. “The mere thought of packing up and moving anywhere with a baby on the way scares me. I mean, we’re safe at our place, Pete. Why should we leave?” She craned her neck toward their visitor.

      Pete leaned forward, clasping both his hands and settling them on his thighs. He glanced at each of them. “You have to give your enemies something.”

      Robert rubbed his temple. “Plain language, Zendel.” The man’s mind zapped through facts too quickly.

      “Give your enemies a target.” He spread his hands out, palms raised. “Show them somewhere to send their impressions. Give them a home address to ship their mail to—love or hate mail or neither. People need a place to express how they feel about you as a candidate, and you have not given them such a place yet.”

      He tapped a hand on the large desk, eyes pinned on Robert. “If you want to keep where you live secret, permanently—which I’ve never searched about because I respect your privacy—you need to move into a publicly listed address.”

      The door cracked open, and Charlie stepped inside with a file crooked under his arm, halting their conversation. His gaze traveled across the three faces and paused at Robert as he sank into the seat on the opposite side. “I was on my way across town. But I’d chatted with Pete earlier while you were away, and I have something for you.” He gave Pete a file, which Pete handed to Robert. Then Charlie continued, “If what you’re discussing is what I think you are, then you need to take a look at these properties because, from a security standpoint, the man is right.”

      Robert groaned. Was Pete ever wrong these days? The man had changed so much from the criminal he’d been, that he was virtually unrecognizable—thanks to his conversion to Christ. Robert took the file from Pete and flipped through it then looked up at Charlie. “Is that your expert opinion, Charlie, as well as personal? That we need to move?”

      Charlie folded his arms and inclined his head. “Yes, it is. Based on the explanation Pete provided, it would be best if you did. After discussing this with him, I figured you might need a place sooner rather than later. So I drew up a list of possible options. I did this as a friend.” He glanced at both Robert and Ruby.

      Robert nodded and smiled. “I know and thank you.”

      Charlie gave Ruby and Robert each a measured gaze, and his brows drew together. “You both know how hard we’ve worked to keep your housing a secret. I’d hate to spoil all of our work unnecessarily. But soon, doors are going to get knocked on—talk about Ritz’s school that has your address and such—and pretty soon, people will know or it will seem odd to have an unlisted address on file.”

      He pointed toward the file on Robert’s desk. “So, if you chose a place and you moved in now, then you can change the official address at Ritz’s school and with your doctors and such. Then your permanent home address information should remain secure.”

      Charlie grinned. “Of course, after the election, you would either be moving to the White House or back to your real home. Heaven knows, I need that huge grill at your backyard for those summer barbecues.”

      A chuckle escaped Robert’s lips. Then he straightened up and redirected the conversation—they’d momentarily forgotten that they had company. “Okay, guys. I’m getting sold on the idea, but as Ruby said, we’re not eager to move. However, your reasoning is quite practical and tough to argue with. So,” he twisted toward Charlie, “for how long would we be living in this, leased place?”

      He couldn’t get himself to call it home. It wasn’t—not to him and Ruby, and certainly not for Ritz or the coming baby. It was more like a stopover place, if he could call it that. Although he saw reason with both men, he just didn’t like the actual prospect of moving.

      Charlie shrugged, stood, and leaned against the white wall. “Two years, I figure. Maybe longer if you like. Either way, it won’t matter to the public by then anymore. In that case,” he glanced from Ruby back to Robert, “what do you say?”

      Robert forced himself to meet her steady gaze again—was it too much? This whole campaign, at such a time in their lives, was it asking too much of her? If they hadn’t received such clear guidance, he’d consider withdrawing for her. “Red, I know this is far from what we need, but the reasoning can’t be argued with. What do you say? Can we do this now?”

      She rubbed the tension in her neck and adjusted in her seat. Then she
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