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				CHAPTER 1
			

			
				PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION - MINUS THREE MONTHS
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Beijing, People’s Republic of China
			

			
				1430 Hours Local Time
			

			
				 
			

			
				The most powerful man in the People’s Republic of China looked cautiously at the figure bowing deeply before him. He knew this man was his most valuable servant and, conversely, his most dangerous threat. He contemplated the man for several more seconds before speaking.
			

			
				“Lao, when will our renegade province be returned to the China?”
			

			
				“General Secretary,” Lao said respectfully and quietly, “there has been no change since our last meeting, however, our special source has revealed a strong likelihood of a Fontaine Presidency. When she is elected, it will expand our options.”
			

			
				Nodding his head, the General Secretary used a similar quiet voice to say, “And the probability of this dangerous operation becoming known by the Americans? Will this penetration lead directly to war?”
			

			
				The tension in the air was palpable. With both men knowing the stakes involved, however, it had long ago been determined the rewards were worthwhile.
			

			
				“The assessment from our handler in Washington and by my small hand-picked staff overseeing this operation shows confidence that if she wins the Presidency, which seems likely the threat will be surprisingly low. I chose the Charm School girl myself and she has proven to be superbly effective.” In hushed tones Lao continued to provide details, which brought a very rare smile to the lips of the General Secretary.
			

			
				“Keep me informed, Lao.” With that, the General Secretary turned and walked away.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Washington, D.C.
			

			
				2300 Hours EDT
			

			
				 
			

			
				He couldn’t take his eyes off of her silky, black hair moving over his chest and lap. His excitement had been growing since he had arrived at the hotel room. In that time she brought him three fresh drinks while she delighted in hearing silly stories from the campaign. With each drink, her robe slid open a little more. Her beautiful China-doll skin and imprints of her nipples in the silk made it difficult to focus on what he was saying. Pouring out his frustrations from the campaign over the first fifteen minutes, resulted in her cradling his head between her magnificent breasts in one of the many special ways she used to make his troubles go away.
			

			
				She listened eagerly to his forty-five minutes of rambling, and he had to admit to himself, he liked to talk, before she plopped herself down in his lap, quickly and skillfully opening his pants. In his mind, all he could think about was how he would best use her outstanding talents tonight, or maybe he would just let her take those matters in hand without his guidance.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Mountains of Eastern Afghanistan
			

			
				1930 Hours Local time the next day
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Great Leader,” Hadi said with sorrow and a hint of fear in his voice, “the men you sent to attack and gather weapons from the Afghan Army patrol failed and paid with their lives. I found their bodies and one badly wounded survivor four hours walk to the West. The survivor claimed they had killed at least two of the soldiers before a drone spotted their positions, quickly followed by death raining down on them from above. He believed there must have been a Godless American with the patrol that brought about their deaths.”
			

			
				Hadi bowed his head and looked at the ground, feeling the penetrating gaze of the Great Leader bore into his head. Expecting to feel a bullet plow through his brain, it surprised him to hear only a resigned sigh.
			

			
				“Hadi,” the Great Leader sighed, “we have not been kept alive by Allah, his most merciful, for this many years only to be killed, a few men at a time, until we are all blood soaking into the desert sands. I will pray, and opportunity will come to us. We will bring great glory to Allah and kill many infidels. Allah Akbar!”
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				CHAPTER 2
			

			
				PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION - MINUS TWO MONTHS
			

			
				 
			

			
				Fontaine Campaign Headquarters
			

			
				Washington, DC
			

			
				1330 Hours EDT
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You fucking son of a whore,” shouted the enraged, high-pitched voice of the first female presidential candidate to be leading in the polls in U.S. history. “How in the hell could you not get those numbers? Can’t you see how important they are before this next speech?” Showering spit had escaped her mouth as she shouted into the face of her campaign manager. Almost two years on the campaign trail had hardened him to these tirades, including her propensity to use profanity.
			

			
				“Katherine, please keep your voice down,” Stetson responded quietly. “There are press people right outside the door who would just love to smear your image.”
			

			
				Silently to himself, Stetson said, “Either the conservative news channel or on talk radio.” It had been a very close call a few years earlier when the attempt was made by the newly elected Democratic Congress to impose the “Fairness Doctrine” on the radio waves. After all, it hadn’t been liberal commentators’ fault that no liberal talk radio show had successfully competed for audience share. Several had tried and failed miserably to attract either a steady audience or adequate investment in the form of advertising.
			

			
				“Damn those bastards in the media, demanding a profit be made when our message is so critical.” Stetson thought bitterly. It was only right and proper that Congress muzzle those conservatives by directing the Federal Communications Commission to make radio stations give equal time to the right-minded, more intelligent people.
			

			
				“Katherine, your numbers are up, and the plan to highlight Donnelson’s massacre in Afghanistan has, like, totally given you the lead.” Don Stetson spoke in a hushed voice in the vain hope that by his use of a quiet tone, it would persuade Katherine to follow his cue. Stetson was referring to the brilliant, of course it was brilliant, since he had been the one to make it happen, the media campaign highlighting the interviews of Taliban widows. The series of interviews described how a special operations unit, led by Republican Presidential nominee James Donnelson, had “massacred seventeen unarmed and innocent men” from an Afghan village during an insurgent clearing mission.
			

			
				At the relatively young age of forty-nine, Stetson was well versed in handling of prima donna candidates. “You know how effective those Taliban widows were in front of the camera. Not to mention how it was the European media that has been pushing this narrative. Now please, let us do our jobs,” Stetson hissed. The point about what had caused the spike in Katherine’s popularity was calculated to soothe her out of her tirade.
			

			
				“Don’t you hush ME, you fucking little weasel,” she hissed back. “I still can’t believe Donnelson’s people haven’t been able to expose what I presume was al Jazeera’s doctoring of the videos.”
			

			
				Grudgingly giving credit, Katherine said, “My God, it was impressive to come up with the footage… then to get the Euro-media to sweep away the objections… the way they could completely ignore the obvious… masterful! Add playing up the sympathy from Walter’s stroke…” Katherine’s husband, Walter Fontaine, had been Vice President when he had suffered a stroke two weeks before leaving office.
			

			
				Pausing, Katherine seemed to come to another decision, turning to Stetson with her most penetrating gaze, “And tell me again exactly who it was that planned this whole operation?” Stetson seemed to pale, just a little. He could feel in his gut that Katherine was intent on drilling until she exposed his earlier embellishment about his own part in the “truth dissemination” campaign.
			

			
				“Well, Katherine, um,” and he sucked upon his teeth, just like he always did when caught in a subtle lie. “You know that my whole staff works as a team. We all contribute. We brainstorm,” he said in his most weasely voice. Stetson had long ago concluded that at his relatively young age, this tone of voice sometimes took the worst of the sliminess out of his words.
			

			
				“Cut the shit, you miserable worm,” she stormed back at his meager attempt to explain. “Goddammit, I told you to tell me who originally came up with the plan!”
			

			
				Katherine spouted the last phrase with the characteristic mist of spittle, for which she was privately dubbed, ‘Katherine the Great… Spitter.’ The original designation Katherine the Great was a throw-back to the Russian Tsarina of a similar name, mostly because of the Tsarina’s reputation for utter ruthlessness. Since it became popular within her staff to use the moniker, shortened to TG, for “The Great,” (at least in her own mind), the different bastardizations of the phrase quickly followed. One of the brighter staffers was secretly recording each of the new nicknames in chronological order–probably as juicy tidbits for a future book.
			

			
				“Katherine,” Stetson said with a little less of the sickening whine than he had just used, “I told you the new kid, Marc Baxter, came up with the idea. But I’m the one, well, maybe with a little help from Towanda in our media section, to take the idea and make it truly effective. Baxter never would have taken the idea to the point of using footage from al Jazeera, or sending out a carefully picked film crew to get the additional interviews and footage.”
			

			
				Almost under his breath, Stetson continued, “He’s so young he’s still wrapped up in all of those damned journalism ethics courses.” Then in a more confident and less conspiratorial voice, “He just doesn’t understand that we must do certain things to insure a win before the very best candidate for President can do any good!”
			

			
				Stetson had changed to his soft, forced, and almost hoarse voice he used to most adamantly drive home his point.
			

			
				“Oh, please,” Katherine uttered in disgust, although she felt more than a bit of appreciation for Stetson’s stroking. “You know I get annoyed when you do that.” Stetson bowed his head in what he hoped looked like a genuine sign of contrition while astutely observing that “she who protesteth too much” had dropped her voice and had visibly calmed.
			

			
				“But, whatever, I think you should plan to put the boy, Baxter, on the staff. Fresh young minds are just what we need in the White House,” pausing briefly to look at the ceiling. “Now,…” giving Stetson an appropriate pause for effect, “this boy has shown no propensities, for, you know, letting those ethics get in the way of getting things done…” Katherine let the phrase drop off. She was a master of saying things without saying them, which gave her plausible deniability.
			

			
				“Of course not,” Stetson hissed under his breath. He thought at the same time this was another of the thousands of details he should have followed through to resolution, but he couldn’t tell Katherine. Instead, like most of his assurances to Katherine, he tried to be just like the doctors that had assured his father his mother would quickly recover from the infection she received during minor elective surgery. They had been so sure, and his father believed them, until twenty-four hours later when her fever spiked to 104 degrees. She died on the way to the hospital. At least, he thought, those bastards had also paid dearly for their incompetence. It may have killed his father with grief, but his mother’s death had allowed Stetson to collect enough money to assure his place in politics with the settlement from those arrogant assholes. Like the doctors, however, Stetson had learned most people–sometimes even Katherine–would appreciate a calm, assured voice in response to their fears. He just had to be careful not to use the coveted voice-of-assurance too often.
			

			
				Stetson continued, “Katherine, I have already spoken with the boy, and he understands how nothing matters more than getting the right person elected. He’ll play ball, all right. But yeah, sure, it’s a great idea to keep him available and primed for a place in the Press Secretary’s office.”
			

			
				“Of course he does have a nice, tight little ass,” Katherine mused before plunging into other details, such as putting on her public smile and checking her underarms for sweat stains. “Everything must be just right before going out to greet my adoring fans, I mean my voters.”
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				CHAPTER 3
			

			
				PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION - MINUS TWO MONTHS
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Mountains of Southeast Afghanistan
			

			
				1830 Hours Local Time
			

			
				 
			

			
				A light wind blew cold across the rocks and scrub that made up the hillside in Eastern Afghanistan. The few birds were quiet as darkness descended upon the gray, rugged canyons. Stars were gleaming through the cold, clear air. The sun position was just right for the phrase “Allah be praised” to be intoned, as it sank below the farthest mountain peak.
			

			
				Ahmed loved and hated this time of night, sitting upon his prayer rug kneeling to Allah and Mecca. At the same time he kept a wary eye on the sky, watching for any potential plane or the American CIA’s Predator drones. The drones were known to bite as hard, or harder, than the planes with human pilots. It seemed even more evil to have a fighter killed by a machine rather than by a man pulling the trigger. Although it was also somewhat fitting. How better to guarantee that Allah will be merciful and provide the virgins in heaven than to die in glory at the hands of the great Satan, by way of accursed cannon fire from a machine?
			

			
				The two shivering figures were surrounded by Ahmed’s “revolutionary guards,” who were so named to reflect their status as similar to Iraq’s former dictator Saddam Hussein’s elite troops. They had waited over an hour for Ahmed to finish his last meeting and then his required worship of Allah. This wait was fitting for unbelievers. It was especially appropriate for those that were not just unbelievers, but not even considered “people of the book” - Christians and Jews - who were present on the earth before Mohammed. Godless scum, and worse than camel vermin these infidels might be, but they may yet be useful. The Jihadists of the Prophet, or JOTP, continued to have many needs. The taller one had the black eyes of the devil, but those, too, could be used, if properly guided, to do the work of Allah.
			

			
				Like most evenings in Afghanistan, the wind not only continued to blow but seemed to pick up strength. This must be yet another test from Allah to insure the faithfulness of true believers, Ahmed thought. It was necessary to suffer in this life, to earn the glories of the next one. Fine grains of sand flew through the air, eating away at the smooth skins of these infidels’ slant eyed faces. It caused them to look away from him and his oneness with Allah the Merciful. Either these infidels could not grow the required beard of a true man or chose to keep their child-like faces. Just one more example of why they should be scorned and ignored, possibly even killed to incite the infidel masses.
			

			
				But no, thought Ahmed. Allah the Most Powerful had brought the two men here for a purpose, and it was necessary to tolerate their ungodly presence. These men had suffered nearly enough in the cold to earn a small cup of boiling tea, strong and bitter, before he heard what they came to say. Ahmed’s chief lieutenant, Hadi, had told him the two infidels had come with important news and useful materials in the fight against the great Satan–America and its surrogates, the Zionist pigs in Israel.
			

			
				Ahmed wrapped his face against the wind and blowing sand. He could not but think of the hard thirty-one years that had passed since his mother had born him in a refugee’s tent. Maybe Allah was bringing better opportunities to kill in His glory.
			

			
				Ahmed faced the two men, sitting cross-legged by the fire near the main entrance to one of their less frequently used caves. Hadi had just served tea to the infidels, which was cradled in their hands for warmth, but had not been tasted. Good. They were cautious. After a full fifteen minutes of looking each in the eyes, Ahmed felt the taller one, who was obviously the leader, would not break his gaze after two weeks of such treatment. Ahmed slowly turned to Hadi, and said, in his best, somewhat unschooled Arabic, “Have them tell me what they offer us in our fight to bring Sharia-law to the world. And be quick, so we do not have to suffer their unclean presence any longer than necessary!”
			

			
				Hadi turned to translate what Ahmed had said, and was interrupted by the larger of the two Chinese men, who spoke directly to Ahmed in flawless Arabic, “I am happy to meet someone that so clearly understands Mohammed’s directions as to the treatment of strangers, even if they are, in fact, unbelievers.” The momentary expression of horror that spread over Hadi’s face was quickly masked in response to Ahmed’s intense scowl.
			

			
				“So you lied to Hadi about your ability to speak the true tongue? What other lies have you told, and what lies do you intend to tell, to the desecration of Allah? Allah Akbar!” Ahmed boomed across the fire.
			

			
				Both he and Hadi rose, and they could hear the guards bringing their AK-47’s to their shoulders, some toward the infidels and some toward the outer perimeter.
			

			
				The tall one remained both seated and calm, despite the tiny beads of sweat appearing on the face of his companion. He then bowed his head toward Ahmed while maintaining a faint smile. “I did not intend to offend, mighty warrior,” the tall one continued in his cultured Arabic. “To the contrary, I have great respect for both you personally and your men, who have showed their cunning and abilities to kill and survive in their fight against the Americans.”
			

			
				The tall one paused, letting the meaning and courtesy of his words sink into Ahmed and those around him. The words, the calm presence, and the subtle, personal air of command had the desired effect. At a motion from Ahmed, safety levers were returned to the safe position on the AK’s, and even Hadi uttered an audible sigh of relief.
			

			
				The tall one continued, “As Allah is merciful, he is also wise in allowing us this opportunity to discuss the future of the world.” Pausing again, the tall man politely asked, “Did you find the AK-47’s, ammunition, and four trucks to be useful?”
			

			
				Ahmed sat quietly, battling within himself to summon the fire and hatred he was certain should be present when dealing with this man. All he could think about was the incredible courage and air of command on display. The man neither bowed down in fear nor displayed any show of concern. Such arrogance should have brought Ahmed to a killing frenzy, and yet, it didn’t. The sheer force of the man’s personality, even with his slanted eyes, made everyone at the mouth of the cave want to believe this man was the benevolent leader in charge. Him!
			

			
				A few more moments passed before Ahmed could summon a slightly gruff voice to say, “They should be useful and are what has, so far, allowed you to live.”
			

			
				Over the past five years, Ahmed’s word, which was the practical application of Imam Abdullah Muhammad’s scriptural interpretations, had the effect and power of Allah’s law. A simple word had resulted in the death or torture of countless pawns of the Americans. Yet before this tall man, his words sounded hollow and tentative. This very fact should have driven him into a rage only sated by the beheading of both these infidels! Yet, his only thoughts were how reasonable and beneficial this man was. While these thoughts whirled around his head, the man spoke again.
			

			
				“I, too, believe Allah works in mysterious ways. Allah truly wants not only the American infidels to suffer for their crimes against His will, but also those decadent and undisciplined Europeans. These weapons I bring for your fight against the American infidels are a small token of what I can do for you.” The man’s voice rose. “Only by crushing the American infidels will you cleanse the Earth of their arrogant taint!”
			

			
				The tall man’s words echoed against the hillside. All who were present could not help but be swayed and driven by them. He continued in a calm, almost soft, but powerful voice. “In order for this cleansing to happen, we knew we must find not only true believers in this cause, but those that could also achieve great things.”
			

			
				The man’s spell drove all present to feelings of glory not felt since the successful massacre of the American-led patrol ten months earlier. He then lowered his tone until it was barely audible. Only to Ahmed he said, “But exactly how this great action will occur will require private discussions between only the two of us, and will require the patience I know only you and your followers have in abundance.”
			

			
				Again, Ahmed was swept along with the man’s conspiratorial tone. He dismissed all except for Hadi away from earshot. The three men moved closer to the small fire.
			

			
				Sitting quietly by the fire, Ahmed studied the tall man again with new respect. Infidel, yes, this man was. He stared at Ahmed with his slanted, black eyes, eyes that were both foreign and exotic. This was a man whose presence spoke of confidence and automatically drove one to believe, or want to believe, that great things could be accomplished if one would only follow his vision. The high cheekbones showed some aristocratic background, but his face also showed some Chinese peasant blood. It was the eyes, however, and the voice that commanded respect. His eyes saw right into a man’s soul, shining a brilliant light on one’s core beliefs. They left the recipient of his penetrating gaze with the feeling of having been measured, and in this case, of having passed the test.
			

			
				The tall man spoke again, smoothly in the true tongue for a moment, before Ahmed’s somewhat dazed mind deciphered the words, “… and the blow you need to strike against not just the Americans, but all who would exploit your people should be swift and devastating on a scale not seen since the time of Mohammed. This blow should come with the severity of retribution for all the killing of believers, worldwide! Do you know how Allah has designed this blow to fall? This plan must not,” he emphasized, “be discussed openly, even among the most trusted true believers. The blow will come in the form of one of the greatest plagues of all time. It is fitting that the smallest cell, a simple virus, will bring down the mightiest evil empire of this time.”
			

			
				Once again, the tall man paused for effect. “But like all great events, great leaders and great patience will be required. Realize that it will take up to a year, or possibly two years, before preparations can be made, but there is much to do in the time you have.”
			

			
				The tall man stopped to look up into the sky, appearing to appeal to Allah himself for inspiration. “In this war against the infidels,” (overlooking temporarily that both he and his subordinate were also infidels), “just how many of them do you believe Allah would have you kill?”
			

			
				Ahmed’s eyes shone with the beginnings of fervor for which he was well known and responded, “All of them!”
			

			
				The tall man paused for several seconds, seeming to contemplate the enormity of what Ahmed had just said. He then asked, “Do you have twelve men, of the strongest faith, who are both dedicated and capable of learning to move about in the decadent West?”
			

			
				He then continued with the broad outlines of the plan. It would require patience and strict secrecy for there to be any chance of success. Ahmed again found the true strength of his convictions running through his veins. While the plan was being described, he thought about just the right man to help make it even better–all without the knowledge of the tall man before him.
			

			
				Ahmed had only three wives, even though custom allowed up to four. His first wife was old, in her mid-40s. She was uncertain how old she really was. He had been prevailed upon to take her as a wife by his Imam many years earlier. She had needed a husband to take care of her. His third wife was only twelve. They had been married for three years. Again, the Imam had strongly suggested he take her, supposedly to care for him when he became old and frail. She had proven to be not too ugly and was learning to be a proper, subservient wife.
			

			
				Ahmed’s second wife had attracted him with her flashing, challenging eyes. Jasmine had to be periodically beaten when she spoke out of turn. She had eventually learned to save her sharp tongue until times when he had her exclusive company for the evening, and no one else was listening. It had taken two beatings before she learned not to speak out, even before his other two wives. She had learned these bad habits from having attended school. He tried to forget she had nearly graduated from college in Baghdad. Jasmine’s brother was finishing his studies in the United States, and with the right incentive, just might have the ability and knowledge to make the changes that were necessary.
			

			
				The tall man finished his business with a promise to supply two additional trucks of untraceable plastic explosives requested by Hadi to make roadside bombs. To go with the plastic explosives, he also promised 1,000 untraceable cordless telephones for use as triggering devices.
			

			
				Back on the road toward Kabul in the noisy truck, the tall man, Chinese Major Cho Chong, looked at his assistant and commented in a Cantonese dialect, “I think the lizard dung sitting next to you will likely become very uncomfortable upon his return to his superior.” This statement was made with a smile and nod, before informing Hadi, in Arabic, that he had hoped no offense was taken concerning his ability to speak Arabic. Since his assistant did not speak Arabic, it was only polite to request Hadi translate into Chinese Mandarin.
			

			
				Hadi returned the man’s smile, commenting in Arabic, “It was a surprise, but anyone who speaks the true tongue, by implication understands the true people much better.” Hadi maintained his smile, despite thinking how much better this arrogant piece of camel’s dung would look with his head on a pike, while his entrails seeped into the desert sands.
			

			
				The truck drove away back toward the mountains after dropping off Cho and his assistant. Cho walked a circuitous route toward their hotel, allowing them a few minutes of uninterrupted conversation in Cantonese. “Cho you were masterful, as expected,” gushed the assistant as they moved down the muddy street. “They were as pliable as your informant had said they would be,”
			

			
				Cho responded, with a rare tone of approval seeping into his voice. “General Lao and even General Hu will be quite pleased with the outcome.”
			

			
				Cho’s assistant couldn’t help himself once again overly complimenting his superior. Many in the People’s Republic of China’s Ministry of State Security considered Cho to be the most brilliant talent to appear in many generations. Both knew this was the double-edged sword upon which Cho teetered. Because of his abilities and sheer brilliance, they assigned him only the most difficult tasks. Conversely, such tasks reminded him he was both expendable and susceptible to termination should his ambitions not remain firmly in check.
			

			
				Cho wondered if the difficult work was done in this case. Now it would be up to the scientists, Lao, and his ability to keep the General Secretary on track. It would also require the strictest secrecy seen in the People’s Republic of China since Chairman Mao had closed the doors to the West.
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				CHAPTER 4
			

			
				PRESIDENTIAL ELECTION - MINUS TWO MONTHS
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Fontaine Estate
			

			
				Outside of San Francisco, CA
			

			
				1700 Hours PDT
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the Fontaine estate, former Vice President Walter Fontaine felt the familiar thrill after replacing the telephone on its cradle. He prided himself with refusing to submit to the popular craze of technology that seemed to sweep the country and insisted the household telephones be no more cutting edge than mere cordless. The Secret Service seemed to hate his cordless telephone. Something about security, he thought absently. They were always griping about something involving security. He had just been informed by his Chinese business contact that a certain lovely lady had been asking about his health and whether she might have the honor of polite conversation with him. Looks like his trip back to Washington would indeed have a happy ending.
			

			
				“Damn,” he thought, remembering how wonderful the lovely lady had been during the last year of his Vice Presidency. She had replaced the previous girl with even more beauty and delicious expertise. In the beginning, it had been so easy to arrange for meetings. While serving as junior Senator in California there were no Secret Service, or “knuckle draggers,” and Katherine had always been out-of-town working on some legal deal or other. The first girl had been young and supple, and she was almost like an innocent little girl, which were the very traits that appealed to him. Most importantly, she did whatever he wanted her to do, including the rough stuff. They had assured him nothing was off limits and there was no chance of any media blow-up. It wasn’t until the last year of his Vice Presidency that the girl returned home to China. For three torturous months, there had been no one to rub his neck and listen to his problems in the dark of night. Then he was introduced to his current lovely little China doll.
			

			
				It had been a major operation, using the talents of a trusted aid and quite a bit of ingenuity, for him to meet his new China doll the first time. She was older than the first girl had been and was a Master’s Candidate at American University in Biochemistry. She was also somewhat taller than the first girl, with a rounded figure and elf-like features. Her lips were full and could do the most exquisite things.
			

			
				Sam, the head of his Secret Service protection detail, had never forgiven him for ditching the four-man team that evening. It had been reported to the President who briefly mentioned it in passing. It had been unfortunate he had to remove Sam and make it clear to his replacement that bad things happened to those who messed with the Vice President’s privacy.
			

			
				But my God, Walter thought with distinct pleasure, it had been worth it! She was exquisite in every detail. From her perfectly formed breasts to her supple, slim but rounded hips, she could practically make him come simply by stretching and gracing him with her delightful little giggle. He found that he enjoyed receiving some pain-pleasure treatments she devised. She could even hold an intelligent conversation. The woman knew biochemistry, but she was also interested in politics. He was careful, however, to never talk about things that were too sensitive.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Mike Broehm Residence
			

			
				Outside of Cronin, Kentucky
			

			
				2110 Hours EDT
			

			
				 
			

			
				Mike Broehm could only sit and listen patiently as his wife Lauren vented her frustrations from the homeowners’ association meeting. Long ago, Mike realized a husband’s primary duty was to listen whenever Lauren needed to vent about the trials and tribulations of her various projects. She had left her job to become a dedicated housewife after the doctor’s report on the probable cause for her severe abdominal pains. The doctor had been almost sheepish when he spoke to Mike in the waiting room following Lauren’s laparoscopy. He asked whether she was under a lot of stress. The doctor had evidently forgotten Mike was a research biochemist with enough education to be aware of the horrendous toll stress can take on a person’s health. The doctor explained his little camera, wandering through Lauren’s belly button into her abdomen, had found nothing that could have caused her pain. All of her organs were healthy, even the neatly tied fallopian tubes. At least they were certain she wasn’t suffering from any of the dozens of female-related problems that could prove fatal. Instead, the doctor seemed to believe stress, probably due to work, had been the main culprit in her discomfort. For Mike, that was simple enough. He walked into the recovery room, and after finding a blanket for his shivering wife, he announced to her he thought it was time for her to retire.
			

			
				Obviously, Lauren’s retirement had not resulted in her slowing down, nor had she suddenly spent more time doting on him. Of course not, he mentally sighed. Instead, she had jumped into one project or charitable group after another, leaving even less time for maintaining the house and taking care of him than before she “retired.” Listening, he reflected on how the homeowners’ association was just another example of her quest to feel needed. “Just like all of us,” he mused to himself.
			

			
				“I just couldn’t believe Kerry DuBois,” she said again for the third or fourth time.
			

			
				“He keeps hammering on the idea the neighborhood should contribute to the Howards and Perrys, just because Alan and Jerry have lost their jobs. As if that is what the association and what little money we have is for. And that isn’t the only thing he keeps pushing. He’s so damned liberal, he’s just hell bent on finding someone else to pay for helping out people he thinks are in need.” Lauren continued to fume.
			

			
				“And then,” Lauren continued, having just caught her breath, “he tries to tell everyone he couldn’t possibly contribute fifty or a hundred dollars to the families personally, because his job is looking shaky, too, and he doesn’t have any savings, and…” Lauren paused again and seemed to see her husband for the first time since he arrived home.
			

			
				The torrent suddenly stopped, and she took in a deep breath, then sighed. “I’m sorry, Mike. I know you weren’t there and really don’t think Kerry should be able to upset me like this. But, damn it, he just does! He’s so sanctimonious! He tries to paint everyone but himself as a heartless person, while he’s some voice of reason for the poor or something.”
			

			
				This last phrase was uttered with a resigned, but frustrated string of words. “Over and over,” Lauren continued, “he keeps trying to paint anyone that doesn’t support his personal crusade to help anybody and everybody as someone that doesn’t care about anyone but themselves. If he keeps this nonsense up, he’ll be having us all fighting each other while he comes out looking like the good guy instead of the one causing trouble.”
			

			
				Years earlier, Lauren had taken a college course on Marxist theory. For a short time, she had been willing to believe the utopia painted by Marx and his dialectic theory and Proletariat Revolution. She had even attended two American Communist Party meetings. Fortunately, she was awakened by her military theory instructor the next semester. With a military intelligence background and a Ph.D. in Soviet Studies, Dr. Bishop had the right credentials to go with a brilliant mind. He could interpret exactly what the Soviets, later to become the Russians, were doing and why. Mike was sure Lauren was bright enough to have seen through the rhetoric over time, but Dr. Bishop made it crystal clear. On the first day of his class, he explained there was a logical reason virtually no one wanted to get into the Soviet Union and most wanted to get out. This thought was followed by a well-articulated description of what total control over the press could do in the hands of a cold, motivated group of tyrants. Total media control was even more effective when you added a professional active measures, or focused propaganda campaign. Insert nearly unlimited funding for control of the masses, at the detriment of all but the most basic necessities, and you got the Soviet Union.
			

			
				Dr. Bishop then described a particular Soviet active measures campaign designed to implement the theory of death by a thousand tiny cuts. This description, and a class exercise crushed any further possibility Lauren would be fooled. The Soviet spy network was scattered all over the world. It was tasked with spotting and identifying the young idealists in the journalism schools. First, an “Uncle Ivan” would help a little with a struggling student’s tuition. Then he would pay for a few drinks here and there. All the while, he would feed the ego of his target by saying how powerful the press was. There was a duty to prevent the big money grubbers from having all that power, planes, and the ability to purchase the pretty bubble-headed girls to stroke them whenever they wanted. It was so easy to fan the fires of envy. This message was repeated thousands of times, causing the targets to buy into the Communist Party line to the point they would accept simple instructions. These instructions came from Moscow, but they didn’t need to know that. They just needed to move in the direction where they had been subtly manipulated. They would question or cast doubt on everything from the mental capacity of the current American administration to blurring the line on exactly who really was the bad guy. After all, weren’t the American industrialists the virtual slavers who forced people to work for substandard wages while they lived it up?
			

			
				Dr. Bishop pointed out that if only one or two people were spreading this propaganda, it would have been ineffective. But with first a whisper, then so called open debate shouted from thirty different publications with subtle perseverance, even the normally conservative American people could change their minds. It worked during the war in Vietnam.
			

			
				Mike also thought it was probably the simple idea that truth didn’t matter to the communists quickly doomed Lauren’s brief swing to the left. Dr. Bishop ran a class project to prove just how effective their methods could be. First, he identified and asked one of his best students to write and present the logical theme that his or her qualifications and productivity should determine a person’s pay. Randy, one of the best students in class, willingly took on the task. Then he clandestinely asked four students to tell veiled lies about Randy’s nefarious past and his greedy motivation for giving the presentation. These four moles then suggested the whole reason Randy believed this proposition was he wanted to make only a few people rich to the detriment of everyone else. For three weeks, they worked continuously to defame Randy. When the class was polled regarding their opinions concerning the presentation, they overwhelmingly voted against the proposed system, quickly followed by ridicule targeting Randy. The way Dr. Bishop ended class was Lauren’s awakening and one of the most powerful turning points in her life.
			

			
				Directly following the theory presentation and polling, Dr. Bishop waited patiently at the podium for the class to quiet. He had to wait for the raucous humor and pens and erasers to stop flying in the general direction of poor Randy. One particularly loud woman had even shouted to Dr. Bishop that Randy should be expelled.
			

			
				The crowd quieted, faced with Dr. Bishop’s quiet, friendly eyes. He then posed the first of several astounding questions. “Are you all enjoying your current display of mob mentality?”
			

			
				After a ten second pause, during which complete silence ruled, he asked, “Are most of you now ready to begin using your mind?” Confusion was obvious on the faces of virtually everyone, waiting for what wisdom, or perplexing question, Dr. Bishop would present next.
			

			
				“Tell me, please. Did any of you really feel young Randy here should be expelled for merely presenting a theory?” Again, Dr. Bishop was met with a stunned, confused silence.
			

			
				“Am I correct you feel strongly that what Randy said was both wrong and potentially evil?” Again silence, while the ventilation fans blowing air into the classroom suddenly became very loud. Only a few heads nodded this time.
			

			
				“Now, let’s look at this issue using simple logic. First, let me hear specific, articulate reasons pay should not be based on capability and performance.” Five raised their hands with varying degrees of confidence. Unlike most college courses, Dr. Bishop’s class had always enjoyed widespread participation by the students during class. Two of the reasons suggested were judged potentially valid by class consensus and placed on the white board next to the podium.
			

			
				Dr. Bishop continued, “Can anyone give me a specific, articulate reason pay should be based upon capability and performance?” A dozen hands went up, with additional hands going up to add to the list over the next several minutes. Dr. Bishop dutifully noted over a dozen reasons supporting the theory on the white board next to the two written earlier.
			

			
				“Does anyone still believe the original proposition is wrong or evil?” No one raised their hand or nodded their head. “Does everyone now believe the theory is, in fact, valid?
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