
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_59bb53d713c00980eedbd173dc203d1d_FKkcw2_html_19b2c60f.jpg]

 



Published by Evernight Publishing at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


 


Copyright© 2012 Kelly Yeakle and Sonia
Hightower

 


 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77130-130-5

 


Cover Artist: Sour Cherry Designs

 


Editor: Natascha Jaffa

 


 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 


 


 


WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.



 


 



DEDICATION

 


 


To all those who still believe that love
prevails through any storm.

 


 


 



 


INTO THE CROSSFIRE

 


Kelly Yeakle and Sonia Hightower

 


Copyright © 2012

 


 


 



Prologue

 


 


November 2011

 


“Is the plan ready to be set in motion?” The
man at the head of the long, mahogany table had a clear and
commanding voice. His very presence was dominating, his attire
impeccable. He wore a black suit with a blue tie. A matching
handkerchief poked out of his breast pocket, and a single gold
wedding band adorned the ring finger of his left hand. Everything
about him emitted control, money, and a man in charge. Graying
sideburns on either side of his piercing-blue eyes added the
appearance of wisdom.

All bantering and murmuring from the
similarly attired, but obviously less-significant men seated around
him, came to a halt. The man leaned forward in his seat and,
one-by-one, stared each man in the eye as he glanced around the
table. His salt-and-pepper eyebrows rose in a question. He wasn’t
going to repeat himself.

To his right, a middle-aged man with a ruddy
complexion and a slight paunch spoke up. “Senator, I’ve been made
the CEO of Wolf Network just this last week.” There was a hint of
pride in his voice, and his face grew even redder as he cleared his
throat and discreetly tried to see if anyone was reacting to his
words.

The Senator betrayed no emotion. His face
remained stoic as he perused the blushing and stammering man. He
nodded and focused his gaze on the man one seat down from Wolf
Network’s new CEO. “Patterson?”

Patterson straightened in his seat, preening
under the attention. “Senator, CNN is on board. We’ve got an
insider working on it. Any day now.”

There was the barest twitch of the Senator’s
lips. “Excellent. With those two networks, we can’t fail. We’ll
have the rest in no time.” His gaze went to the other side of the
table. “Watson?”

Watson, a bald man with glasses and a bushy
brown mustache, looked up from the open folder in front of him.
“According to the data gathered this past year, Americans are
discouraged and defeated. We have a fifteen trillion dollar debt.”
Watson began to tap his fingers on the side of the folder as he
narrated his incriminating list. “Suicides

are up twenty percent from last year, there’s
a sixty percent unemployment rate, and if the daytime talk shows
are anything to go by, morals are at an all-time low.” He peered
over his glasses at the Senator as he closed the folder. “Why, just
a week ago, people stabbed each other over Black Friday deals, over
DVDs.” He shook his head. “America has gone to Hell, Senator. They
need a guiding hand. I would say,”—Watson paused dramatically as an
expectant hush descended over the room—“the time is now. America is
finally ready for that guiding hand.”

The Senator sat back and nodded his head, a
pleased and smug look gracing his handsome features. “Indeed,” he
purred. “And gentlemen, I think we all know who will have to
provide that guiding hand. It’s time to put the plan into effect.”
He stroked his blue tie as he spoke. “The Americans need us, The
Latter Day Apostles. The Americans need God, and God speaks to me
so the Americans,” he paused, “need me.”

His proclamation was followed by a series of
bobbing heads all around the table. There was no arguing his
decision. The time was now.




Chapter One

 


Eleven months later…

 


“…so tune into Wolf Network Saturday night
for the final presidential debate as we gear up for the 2012
presidential election.” Sasha Jones scoffed at the pert and
perfectly coifed blonde woman blabbering on the flat-screen
television. “Fuck that,” she followed with a bellow, partly just to
hear herself, and partly because she simply loved to curse. Sasha
would take any excuse or reason to curse

‘cause it wasn’t ladylike, ‘cause it was
against the norm, and the two things Sasha Jones was not is
ladylike or normal. That’s just how I roll.

She raised a cigarette to her lips, took a
long drag, and squinted through the halo of smoke forming around
her head. What the fuck is this? Her eyebrows shot so far up her
forehead, she worried she was creating more unnecessary wrinkles.
This shit on the television is disturbing.

The blonde news reporter had been replaced by
a commercial. A preppy family consisting of a man, a woman, and
holy shit, was that eight grinning children beamed at her from the
box. The man wore a suit and tie, and his wife wore a dress that
looked like it came from the 1950s era. The little, smiling demons
surrounding them all had reddish-yellow hair and polo shirts with
either pants or long skirts. Truly sickening.

Sasha was curious and revolted both. The only
thing she hated more than preppy people was religious people. With
her free hand, she grabbed the remote and cranked up the volume.
“Join us in the Latter Day Apostles. Find God.” The man placed his
arm around what appeared to be his wife. His smile was so large it
threatened to jump off his face. His red-headed wife offered the
camera her own timid smile. “Find happiness taking care of your
family and home.”

Sasha laughed. Is this some hidden message
that all us women should look like that with the long hair, demure
smiles, and skirts down to there? Oh, and of course, we should all
be content to stay at home and raise children. The message wasn’t
lost on Sasha, but it was certainly wasted. Her laughter became a
coughing fit, but the commercial wasn’t done yet. One-by-one each
of the eight—yes, it was eight little demons—spoke up in cute,
nauseating, child-like voices.

“Find com-m-munity,” a tow-headed boy
stuttered. “Find morals.” A little girl showed a gap-toothed smile.
“Find hope,” one boy said before hiding his head behind his
mother’s arm.

“Find joy,” another little boy spoke
solemnly.

Yea, Lots of joy radiating off of that little
twerp. Coughing fit over, Sasha swung her foot back and forth where
it hung over the side of the sofa. She kept one eye on the screen
and admired her Doc Martin boot with the other. I have good
taste.

“Find healing.” “Find a future.”

“Find fulfillment.” That came from the oldest
of the snot- faced kids. That was a big word.

“Find Heaven.”

“Okay, that’s enough.” Sasha promptly hit the
channel button on the remote and took another drag of badly needed
nicotine. Her hand was slightly shaking. Was there nothing good on
TV anymore? Everything was either reality television, politics, or
propaganda trying to get people to go to church. What’s church ever
done for me? I can come up with an entire list of things it has
done to me, but for me? Best not go there. An involuntary chill
went up her spine. Shit. And there was no doubt there was more of
this propaganda everywhere lately.

She settled on CNN and adjusted herself into
a more comfortable position on the threadbare couch. Her cut offs
rode up into her crack, causing some discomfort. She tugged on them
and placed her hands behind her hair, musing to herself. I don’t
give a rat’s ass what the rest of society does or expects. They can
all be stay- at-home moms with generous, child-bearing hips or they
can all go jump off a bridge.

The cigarette continued to pollute the living
room as she began to fantasize, visualizing little Mary Sues with
hands clasped in front of them and sickly sweet smiles pasted on
their faces as, one-by- one, they walked off the Golden Gate
Bridge. She snickered. That’s funny shit. I’ll do this instead of
counting sheep next time I have insomnia. Words from the television
box invaded her daydream.

“Find happiness in taking care of your—”

“Oh, gimme a break.” She breathed out a good
cloud of smoke along with the words. That commercial was on CNN
too? What the hell? “Those people are taking over the world!”

No longer in a relaxed pose, Sasha pressed
the red button and glared at the TV as the picture became one thin
line before disappearing altogether. I’ll have to Google this
Latter Day Apostle group and see what I can find on them. Something
is really fucked up here. They seem to have the television networks
in the palm of their hands. There was no longer any doubt in her
mind. Their commercials and propaganda had definitely doubled the
last few months.

Hopefully, their membership hadn’t increased
as well. There’s already too few of my type, the heathen type left
in this country. And hey, if we all become Mary Sues, the world
would become a really dull place. Plus, no one knew more than Sasha
that all kinds of bad things go on behind those pulpits…

Sasha considered it important to know what
was going on around her. Be prepared, not surprised. Know a little
bit about everything, but don’t let on that you know a little about
everything. Do the surprising. She’d know. She got immense pleasure
from surprising the hell out of people, watching their faces
register disgust at the sight of her. All they saw was the funky
hair, rebellious clothes, the piercings in her nose and ears, and
they thought, “punk.” So quick to judge. Then the look of disgust
turned to surprise when they discovered the “punk” had a college
degree and they were in need of her help.

The cigarette began to burn her fingers, and
she realized it was down to the butt. She lit another one and rose
from the couch. The computer didn’t sound appealing to her right
then. Those

commercials had brought dark memories to the
back of her mind, and she didn’t feel ready to think about them
yet. She eyed the desk in the corner of the dimly-lit living room.
Smoke trailed up into her eyes as she tucked her tank top into the
waistband of her shorts and sauntered over to it, reaching for a
shoulder harness on top of it. She slipped it on across one small
breast and under the other before buckling it. That accomplished,
she discarded the smoke in the ashtray on top of the desk and
reached for the top drawer. It made a rolling sound as it slid
forward. The beauty within made her lips curl up into a smile.

She lifted the stainless steel nine
millimeter to her lips. The six-inch barrel felt delightfully cold
against the warmth of her mouth.

Yes, there were better things to do than sit
around and watch politics on TV or Google nutty religious
organizations.

She’d go to work, work being the police
station. Creekside being a small town



















































cover.jpg
Evernight Publishing

k3
KELL”EAKLE e

SoNiA HIGHTOWER





tmp_59bb53d713c00980eedbd173dc203d1d_FKkcw2_html_19b2c60f.jpg
Evernight Publishing

T
KELL’! EAKLE |

SonNIA HIGHTOWER






