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  Prologue


Good fiction, like a good lie, requires an element of truth.

Tim Trott








  
  Chapter one
Static


WKPX overnight disc jockey Brian Reed was coming to the end of his show. 
"Playing the oldies for you on a Thursday morning here on WKPX radio. Coming up at the top of the hour, Talk of Maple Ridge with Dave Daniels."

[image: image-placeholder]

Reed pressed the key for the computer to sequence the scheduled commercials before returning to the automated music program. 
He glanced at the clock. Taking the headphones off and laying them next to the control panel, he got up and walked to the window, expecting to see Daniels' car in the parking lot. There was enough daylight that he could see Dave's car wasn't there. 
The staff phone numbers were listed on a bulletin board by the studio door. Brian repeated the number listed beside Dave's name to himself as he returned to the "air chair". He reached for the studio phone and dialed the number. 
Getting no answer, he called the station manager. After several rings, Greg Owens picked up the call. Greg was not what you would call an early riser. 
"Good morning. This is Brian."
Greg coughed and cleared his throat as he answered. 
"Hey, Brian. What's up? Is there a problem?"
"Yeah, we have a problem! The Talk of Maple Ridge starts in three minutes and David Daniels hasn't shown up. What now?"
"If he's not there, I guess you'll have to fill in. That's not like Dave, though. Did you call his cell phone?"
"Of course I called his number. It went straight to voicemail. I didn't bother to leave a message. Hey, gotta go. The automation is about to come back to me."
The on-the-air light lit up as Brian flipped on the mic.
"That winds up my show, but I'll be filling in for Dave Daniels for the Talk of Maple Ridge, right after the national news at the top of the hour." 
He punched the button on the control console and pushed up the volume slider as the network sounder began the network newscast.
Brian watched the minutes ticking by on the studio clock until the end of the news. He switched back to the automation for the show opener for Talk of Maple Ridge. As the recording faded, Brian opened the talk show.
"Good morning, Maple Ridge. I'm Brian Reed, still here. Looks like Dave Daniels is a little late today, so I'll be filling in. Let's see what you want to talk about today. Hello, caller, what's on your mind?"
"Hi, this is Margaret Riley. I'm one of Dave's favorite callers. Where is Dave?"
"He might be stuck in traffic somewhere. I'm sure he'll be in any minute. Is there something you want to talk about today?"
Margaret didn't, so Brian went on to the next caller, and the next, and the next, along with five commercial breaks from the automation system. By then, it was noon and time for the local news. From the other side of the control room window, the newsman signaled he was ready. 
"Well, that will do it for the Talk of Maple Ridge. I'm sure Dave Daniels will be back for tomorrow's show. Right now, it's time for the local news. Here's Phil Grant."
Brian switched to the newsroom and took off his headphones.
At that moment, the light on the request line phone lit up. He turned down the control room speakers.
"Sorry, no more requests," he answered, without waiting to hear the caller. "Call me back tomorrow morning." 
He was about to hang up when he heard a gruff voice on the other end.
"Bet you wonder where Dave Daniels is, don't you."
"Who is this?" Brian was annoyed. "If this is a joke, it's not funny."
The caller spoke louder this time.
"If you want to see Dave Daniels again you better listen. We want fifty thousand. Get it ready and wait for my call with instructions this time tomorrow."
The caller hung up. 
Stunned, Brian looked up to see the newsman's frantic gestures. Greg waved back and switched to the automation for the syndicated music broadcast. He leaned back in his chair and ran his fingers through his hair, smoothing out where the headphones had been for the last twelve hours. 
The newsman poked his head through the studio door. 
"Where's Dave?" Phil asked. 
"Some guy just called." Greg stared at the newsman in shock. "Said he wants fifty thousand dollars if we want to get him back. I thought it was a crank call."
"Did you call the police?" Phil looked worried. He and Dave had been with the station for ten years. 
"Not yet. That should be the station manager's decision."
"Did you check where the call came from?"
Brian stretched to see the display. "It says 'not available.' How can that be?"
"Anybody can block the display with star-sixty-seven. I don't think that was a crank call. Don't wait for Greg. You need to call 9-1-1."
After Brian finished telling the police about the threatening call, he left the control room and went to find the station manager. 
Brian knocked on the office door. 
"Yeah," came the reply. 
"Hey, Brian, Dave never showed up?" Noting the expression on Brian's face, Greg stiffened. "What's wrong?" he asked.
"Somebody called demanding fifty-thousand dollars. I think Dave's been kidnapped."
"Did you tell the police? It should be pretty easy to trace the call."
Brian had to explain. "No number. The display said 'not reported'. Phil says it's easy to block out a number."
Greg's mood turned somber. "Does Marty know about this? He and Dave have been friends since high school."
The station sales manager (and only salesperson) was Marty Coleman. The sales manager's desk was in an open area next to the receptionist. Greg was hoping to find Marty at his desk, but he wasn't there. Brian figured he was seeing an advertising client.
Looking out the door at the front office, Brian noticed two officers talking to Susan Mills, the receptionist. Susan pointed toward Greg's office and the officers headed that way. 
Greg stood behind his desk as the officers entered. Brian followed them in.
One officer pulled out a notepad while the other showed Greg his badge and ID.
"We understand one of your staff may have been kidnapped, is that correct?"
"Our talk show host, Dave Daniels didn't show up for work today. Then somebody called demanding a ransom."
Greg gestured toward Brian. "Our early morning DJ took the call. I'll let him tell you about it."
"What time did the call come in?" the officer with the notepad asked. 
"We just went to news when the call came in on the music request line. It must have been just a few minutes after noon. And before you ask, the number was not on the display."
"What did the caller sound like? Young, old, male, female?"
Brian thought for a moment. "It was a gruff voice, definitely male. I think it could have been somebody trying to sound older than they were."
"What did the caller say that made you think it was a kidnapping?" asked the officer with the notepad.
"He said if we want to see our friend again, we better have fifty thousand ready."
"Did they say how they wanted the money delivered," the second officer asked.
"He said he would call back with instructions."
Greg interrupted. "We're a small operation. I'll talk to the station owner, Myron Wells, but I see how he could come up with that kind of cash."
"We'll need to talk to your staff," the police officer with the note pad said.
"Not everybody is here at the station. The sales manager is out meeting with clients and the engineers at the transmitter run the automation by remote until Brian gets in at midnight." Greg gestured at Brian as he spoke.
Turning to Brian, the officer asked, "Did the caller say when they would be calling back?"
"He said he would call back at the same time tomorrow."
The two officers glanced at each other as if communicating a secret message. 
"Let the caller think you have the money and find out how they want to make the exchange."
The officer handed Greg a card. "When your sales manager gets back ask him to call this number." 
With that, the officers left the station.
Greg turned to Brian. "I'll come in and handle Dave's show. I don't know what I'm going to say, but I want to be here to take that call from the kidnapper. And where the heck is Marty?"
As if in response, Marty Coleman walked into Greg's office.
"I hope you made a big sale, because we need to come up with a lot of money."
"What are you talking about?" Marty asked.
"In case you haven't heard, Dave's been kidnapped.


Just after noon the next day, Greg was in the control room when a call came in on the request line. He turned down the monitor speakers and glanced at the display: "not reported"
He picked up the phone. 
"This is WKPX."
The gruff voice responded, "Who is this? Do you have the money?"
Greg noticed the newsman watching through the soundproof window from the newsroom. 
"This is Greg Owens. I'm the station manager. How do you want your money delivered and when will you release David Daniels?"
"Here is what you do: you create a digital wallet on BitSafe and deposit the money there. Then wait for a message to the station's email that will have a transfer code. Send the money to that code. When we see the money, we will release the hostage. Do you understand my instructions?"
"I understand," Greg answered."
"Remember, no police," the caller emphasized.
As Greg hung up the phone, he turned to see one of the police officers just inside the studio door.
The officer keyed the radio microphone clipped to his uniform and turned his head to speak. 
"Got it?" he asked. 
"Roger," came the reply.
"We got an emergency court order to trace the calls to that line," the officer explained. "We got a hit."
"I thought they blocked the caller ID!" 
"It still shows up at the phone company. It won't take long to track it down.
"Even if it's a burner phone?"
"We assumed it would be. Even a burner phone has an IMEI code and the call has to go through a cell tower. Triangulating on the tower, we should know the caller's location very shortly. We can confirm the phone from the IMEI."
"What good does that do?" Greg complained to the officer. "We don't have the fifty thousand!"  
"We think the kidnapper is operating alone. When we track down the suspect, most likely the hostage will be nearby." 
By now, Marty Coleman had joined the group in the crowded control room studio.
"What's going on?" he asked. 
"The police think they can find where the kidnapper is hiding," Greg volunteered.
The police officer stiffened. "We don't know that for sure, yet." 
Coleman abruptly left the studio and went to his car.
"What the hell do you think you're doing?" he demanded of the person on the other end of his phone call. "We agreed on ten thousand."
"It's all under control," came the reply. 
"No, it's not. You got greedy and sloppy, and by now the police probably know where you are."
Just then, there was a knock on the car window. Greg turned to see a police officer with his gun drawn. He dropped the phone and raised his hands as the officer opened the door.
At the same moment, across town, a SWAT team broke down the door of an apartment, burst inside, and arrested the kidnapper. They also found David Daniels (real name, Charles Hinton), unharmed, hiding in a bedroom.   


Later, the evening TV news revealed the entire story.
"Earlier today, police rescued kidnapped WKPX talk host and radio personality, David Daniels. They reportedly used an emergency wiretap to trace the kidnapper's call. However, upon his rescue, Daniels was immediately arrested. The arrests include the station sales manager, Marty Coleman. According to police, Coleman confessed to concocting the kidnapping scheme with Daniels to make headlines for the radio station. They convinced twenty-three-year-old Dylan Hayes to act as the kidnapper. All three are currently free on bond."
The next morning, there was a new commercial running on the air at WKTX.
"WKPX is currently looking for an experienced talk radio announcer and a sales manager. Contact the station manager, Greg Owens, online at the station website at WKPX Radio dot com."


      ***






  
  Chapter two
Mind Reader


“Robbery in progress: Signal eleven: silent alarm, twelve thirty-eight Emerald, cross street Maple.” 
The radio call came in as Frank Hayes and his partner, Bradley Smith, were on a routine patrol. Frank recognized the location, only a few blocks away. Reaching for the microphone, he let the dispatcher know he was responding. 
They pulled to a stop across the street from a jewelry store. The area was a mix of high-end boutiques and run-down tenements.
“10-97: Officers on scene.” 
Frank and Bradley arrived and quietly approached from across the street with guns drawn.
Suddenly, the heavy commercial glass door of the jewelry store opened, and two masked figures rushed out. One carried a dark bag, the other spotted the officers and opened fire. 
[image: image-placeholder]
Frank instinctively ducked as a bullet struck a metal pole just inches away from his head. 
Smith returned fire. The shooter fell backward, his gun flying from his hand as he fell, motionless, to the ground. The other criminal dropped the bag and raised his hands. 
Officer Smith turned to look for Frank. 
Frank wiped blood from the side of his head where shrapnel from the metal pole had struck him. At that moment, he fell to the ground, unconscious.


Frank awoke in the hospital to the sounds of medical monitors and equipment. The room was a blend of sterile pastels, and the air was thick with antiseptic scents. 
But as Frank tried to focus, he realized with growing unease that the thoughts flooding his mind weren’t just his own.
“The doctor should be in pretty soon. Only two more hours until the shift change and I can go home. Did I see him move? He’s awake!” 
Frank wondered, is she talking to me? Why don’t I hear her voice?
Frank lay there, overwhelmed by the cacophony of unspoken thoughts, trying to make sense of this strange and unsettling new ability.
“Hello. Good morning. Good to see you awake,” the nurse spoke aloud. “How do you feel?”
“Hi. I’m feeling kind of dizzy,” Frank replied. His voice was raspy at first as his hand reached to touch the bandages on his head. 
“The doctor should be in to see you soon. Can I get you anything? Are you thirsty?”
“Water would be good. I’m really thirsty.”
“Your chart says to give you ice chips when you wake up. I’ll go get that for you. Is there anything else?”
“Yeah,” Frank answered, “What day is it?”
“Tuesday. I’ll go get your ice chips now.”
“Here I was expecting a dull morning,” the nurse thought as she left the room.
There it was again. Frank was having trouble adjusting to the noise in his head. How could he hear what the nurse was thinking, if that’s what it was?
A moment later, the doctor came in, looked at Frank’s chart, and glanced at the monitors. Frank could hear the doctor’s thoughts.
Heart rate looks good, respiration and O-2 look good. Glasgow Coma Scale is almost back to normal. ICP is OK. Let’s see what he feels like.
Then the doctor spoke. “Well, I see you’re awake!” He smiled. “We were starting to wonder.” 
“I told the nurse I’m a little dizzy. And thirsty.”
“That’s totally normal, after what you’ve been through. The nurse is getting ice chips for you. It appears you suffered a TBI, or Traumatic Brain Injury. From what your partner told us, a bullet shattered a light pole above you, and debris hit your head during the incident.”
“I need to call my wife. Where’s my phone?” 
“We’ve already notified your wife and the department,” the doctor assured him.
Frank worried about how his wife was dealing with the stress of the situation.
“Your phone should be here in your room. I’ll ask the duty nurse about that.”
When the nurse returned with a paper cup of ice chips, the wet coolness felt good on Frank’s chapped lips. 
“The doctor said you could get me my phone.”
I hope he doesn’t start calling people at this hour, the nurse thought.
“I don’t plan on calling anybody until it gets a little later in the day,” Frank said.
The nurse gave him a startled look, but shrugged it off.
Around regular people, it was all fun and games, but he would need to be more cautious on the job. Reading minds could get him into trouble. He realized his new ability seemed to have a limited range. Otherwise, he would be hearing the thoughts of everybody in the building. For that, he was grateful.
Frank became more aware of a throbbing in his head.
“Can you give me something for this headache? It seems to be getting worse.”
“That’s the opioid tapering off. Let me get you some acetaminophen,” the nurse replied.
She produced a paper cup with water, along with two tablets. After taking the pills, Frank laid back and closed his eyes.
The nurse tapped him on the shoulder and handed him his cell phone. He noticed there was still some charge left. Glancing at the screen, there was a missed call from his wife. He touched the screen to return the call.
“Hey, Frankie! You finally woke up. You really had me worried. How are you feeling?”
“I think I’m fine, other than a nasty headache,” Frank answered. “Oh, Nancy, when you come to the hospital, can you remember to bring a phone charger? The battery is almost gone and I’m afraid it will shut off.”
She replied, "No problem."
Just then, he saw a familiar face. Detective Ron Reynolds from his special operations squad.
Frank picked up on Ron’s thoughts. He sure looks like shit, but at least he’s alive. 
“Hey, buddy, it’s about time.” Ron touched Frank’s shoulder as he grasped a handshake.
“How did the raid turn out. I seem to have left the party early.”
“Oh, we finished the job for you: one in custody and one in the morgue. I guess we can call that a win.” 
“The doctor hasn’t said, but I probably won’t be back on duty for a while.”
“I guess we can keep covering for you until you get back,” Ron said with a smile. “I’ll let Chief Riggs and everybody else know you’re all right.” 
Ron shook Frank’s hand again before leaving.
A short time later, Frank’s wife arrived. Nancy’s face lit up with relief as she almost ran to Frank’s bedside. 
“How are you, I mean how are you really?”
“I’m pretty good. A little weak, maybe, but otherwise I’m good,” Frank answered.
Meanwhile, Nancy’s thoughts were running wild.
I can’t imagine what it would have been like if Frank didn’t make it. I sure wish he could find another job.
“I saw Ron. Have you heard from anybody else in the department?” she asked.
“I’ve only been awake for a few hours. I was surprised to see Ron so soon. They’ll have to get along without me for a while.”
“Are you sure you want to go back to that job?”
Why can’t he have a regular job where people aren’t shooting at him? Nancy was thinking.
“It’s what I know. Besides, we’re a team. I can’t let them down.”
What about me? Nancy thought.
Frank smiled and held Nancy’s hand. “You’re my team, too.”  


Two weeks later, Frank was ready to check out of the hospital. His doctor again warned him against strenuous or stressful activities for the next few months. 
Within a week, Frank was already going stir crazy at home. TV was boring, and he soon ran out of small tasks to occupy his mind. The occasional sound of a passing siren triggered his instinctive response, only to bring him back to the reality of his present isolation.
He had to go back to work. 
Respecting the doctor’s warning about his recovery, Chief David Riggs assigned Frank to desk duties—an arrangement that felt more like a punishment than a return to his normal life.
The familiar scent of fresh coffee greeted him as he arrived at the station to the sounds of phones and printers. Somehow, the symphony of chaos was like music. 
On Frank’s first day back on the job, it seemed like everyone in the department stopped by the office to welcome him. He couldn’t decide if he missed the action more than he hated the thought of paperwork and being stuck behind a desk. His office was an open space, but to Frank, it felt like a cage.
Later in the morning, Frank’s boss came to the office. 
Frank heard Riggs thinking, Frank’s the oldest guy on the squad. Maybe he needs to finish out his career where he’s not a target.
Out loud, Riggs was saying, “You know, we could always use a good training officer. You could teach the new cops how to stay out of trouble.”
“Like dodging bullets?” Frank joked, while thinking, “Is he trying to put me out to pasture?”
“I think the recruits could learn a lot from you. It would sure put a lot less stress on Nancy. It’s something to think about.” Riggs raised his index finger to add emphasis to the point as he left the office.


Chief Riggs again stopped by the office where Frank was working a few weeks later.
“I bet you are tired of being stuck behind that desk all day,” Riggs said as he beckoned. “Come on, I need your help with an interrogation.” 
Frank was eager to escape the paperwork jungle. They stopped at Chief Rigg’s office to review the case. 
“Here’s the situation,” Chief Riggs explained. “The suspect is James Cochran. We’re pretty sure he was the one who attempted to rob the Sam’s Mini-Mart. The would-be robber panicked and ran when the clerk pulled out a gun. Unfortunately, the surveillance video didn’t get much. What we got was a description of the getaway car from the store clerk. Cochran was caught running a red light three blocks away, driving a car that matched the description of the vehicle used in the attempted robbery. That gave us probable cause for an arrest. But we still need to tie him to the attempted robbery. Got it?”
Frank nodded, and they headed to the interrogation room. As they entered, the suspect was nervously drumming his fingers on the table. 
“Mr. Cochran,” Chief Riggs said, “this is detective Frank Hayes. He’s going to be assisting me in the interview. Have you been advised of your Miranda rights? Do you want to tell us your story?”
Cochran nodded confirmation. 
“Why are you keeping me here? All I did was run a red light. That’s my story.”
“We’re detaining you because your vehicle matched the description of a car used in the attempted robbery at Sam’s Mini-Mart just minutes earlier.”
“You’re wasting your time. I didn’t have nothing to do with no robbery.”
“What did you do with the weapon? We didn’t find one in your vehicle,” Frank asked.
Cochran was silent. Frank picked up on Cochran’s thoughts.
“They’ve got nothing. Otherwise they wouldn’t be talking to me.”
“Can you explain why you ran the red light that got you pulled over, three blocks from the store?” the chief asked.
“I was in a hurry. I had someplace I had to be,” Cochran answered.
“We’ve got a video that places you at the convenience store,” Frank said.
Cochran squirmed in his chair and glanced off to one side.
They’re bluffing, he thought.
“It wasn’t me. I was coming from downtown. I had some things to do.”
“What kind of things would that be?” Riggs asked.
“None of your business, that’s for sure,” Cochran replied with defiance. Meanwhile, he was thinking, If they had anything, I wouldn’t be sitting here.
“Here’s what we have on you.” almost exactly quoting the suspect’s thoughts, “The store clerk is ready to testify it was you that made the attempted robbery,” Frank told him.
Chief Riggs turned to Frank, his eyebrows raised in a curious stare.
Cochran looked shocked. I had a mask. There’s no way he could recognize me, he thought. Finally, he said, “I want a lawyer,”
With that, the interview was over.
Frank mentally gasped. Had he slipped up? Reading minds was clearly a violation of the Fourth and Fifth Amendments. If someone discovered his ability, they could throw out the case and he would lose his job.


“Are you ready to get back in the action?” Chief Riggs asked the next morning, as Frank was settling into another day of shuffling papers and filing reports. 
“What do you have in mind?” Frank asked.
“Nothing complicated. Anderson needs to serve a warrant. He wants you to ride along as backup.”
“Sure. It will be nice to see daylight for a change.”


It was late afternoon when Frank and Bob Anderson pulled up at the address on the warrant. The building was a rundown duplex just inside the city limits. The overgrown lawn and peeling paint stood in stark contrast to the surrounding neighborhood. 
As Frank and Bob got out of the car and approached the house, a pungent odor struck them.
“Do you smell that?” Frank asked. 
“Smells like ether,” Bob answered. He looked at Frank. His eyes narrowing. “I’m thinking Meth lab.”
“Exactly,” Frank replied. 
[image: image-placeholder]
Just then, a deafening explosion rocked the air. The garage door flew outward, just missing Anderson by inches. Frank was not as fortunate. The heavy metal door struck him and knocked him to the ground. 
As Frank hit the ground, his world spun as the acrid smell of burning chemicals filled the air. 
Frank’s world went dark.


Once again, Frank awoke to find himself in a hospital bed, once again surrounded by pastel colors and antiseptic smells. He opened his eyes to see the face of a nurse standing over him. The room was strangely quiet. He reached up to his head, relieved there were no bandages this time.   
“How are you feeling?” the nurse asked. 
“What happened?” Frank asked. 
The nurse smiled. “Don’t you remember?  They brought you in for observation. They said you have mild concussion when you got hit in the head by a garage door.” 
Why was it so quiet? Frank thought. 
While his own thoughts were racing, he realized what he was not hearing was the nurse’s thoughts. 
All the time could invade other people’s thoughts, he had a fear of slipping up, of revealing his secret.
But all that was gone, and Frank felt relieved. Maybe losing his ability to read minds was a good thing.  
“I guess I need to be more careful,” he admitted to the nurse with a smile. 
Just then, he saw a familiar face. 
“You trying to get out of work again?” Chief Riggs joked. 
“No, sir!” Frank replied firmly. “It’s too damn quiet around here.”


Have you wondered what it would be like if you could read minds? Would it be a blessing or a curse to know what people are thinking? How would you feel if others knew what you were thinking? Would they use your thoughts against you? What if you had to wrestle with the morality of knowing other people’s thoughts? Or the legal repercussions? 
That’s something Frank Hayes no longer had to worry about.


      ***






  
  Chapter three
Alien Update


A secretive guest on a YouTube channel hints at a galactic revelation. 

Episode #211:
[image: image-placeholder]
“Hello. I’m Alan Green, and welcome to Alien Update. This is the channel where we bring you news about UFO reports, alien abductions, and other topics relating to the alien presence. If this is your first visit, be sure to click the subscribe button.”
Alan Green was a man in his early fifties with salt-and-pepper hair, meticulously trimmed by his wife, who had a former career as a hairdresser. His standard broadcast wardrobe was casual but tidy, often featuring polo shirts. Sitting behind the desk, it didn’t matter if he wore jeans or pajamas. His voice gave hints of his time as a news reporter for a local radio station. 
The video “studio” was, in reality, a spare bedroom, modified for the purpose. A thick carpet deadened echoes from the floor while blackout shades and heavy curtains covered the windows. A ring light stood on one side of the desk with a camera mounted just above a computer screen. On the wall, in the camera view, was a sky mural. 
Out of view of the camera was a laptop where the video producer could control the stream. Alan’s son took on the producer role—partly because he knew what he was doing, but mostly because he was around to do it. In his early 20s, Jason Green was still living at home.
To the livestream audience, Alan urged, “Be sure to click Subscribe if this is your first time visiting us, and check the little bell to be notified when we drop the next update. If you’re watching during the live session, we are monitoring your comments.”
“On today’s program, we have a very special guest. I can’t tell you who it is, because I don’t know. All I can tell you is, this may be the news we’ve been waiting decades to hear. But I’ll let our guest explain.”
Addressing the remote guest, Alan asked, “Are you there?”
“Yes, I’m here,” came the reply in a disguised voice. The video screen displayed a dark outline of a figure.
“As you can tell, our guest’s voice is being altered with an electronic filter for security,” the host noted as he continued. 
“First, tell our viewers why you contacted the Alien Update channel.”
“Of course. I work in a very classified part of the government. I became aware of an event that the government is refusing to disclose. Not only our government, but other governments are also hiding what we know what is coming.”
The host interrupted. “How did you come by this information?”
“I can’t tell you that, but I can assure you it is accurate. There will be no avoiding the truth this time.” the secret guest replied.
“I assume you must have top secret clearance?”
“I have clearance above top secret. My special security level is known as Majestic.”
“I thought the security levels only went to Top Secret?”
“There are several security levels beyond even what the President is allowed to know.”
“I see. We all saw David Grusch and the others in congressional hearings over the last couple of years. Bob Lazar told us about Area 51 thirty years ago. That’s all old news. So what else is there?”
“The government is never going to admit that they have been lying to us for decades. That’s why full disclosure will have to come from them, and by ‘them’ I mean the aliens. What I can tell you now is that an event is coming. That’s all I can say.” 
“You said event. What is the event? When is it coming?”
There was no response. The host glanced at his son, who was shaking his head.
“My producer says the guest is gone. Well, I guess we won’t have the answers today. Maybe we can get the guest back to tell us more. Meanwhile, let’s look at your comments.”
“@SpaceDebunker wants to know how a government whistleblower contacted the channel. An email or phone call would leave a trace that the government could track down.” 
“Our CipherChat address is listed on the Alien Update website. The app has end-to-end encryption for all messages, calls, and media shared between users. It doesn’t require a phone number or email to register and it has a self-destruct timer.”
“Here’s another comment. @UFOWatcher asks when the secret caller will be back. Well, we don’t know. I guess when or if he contacts us again.”
“According to Galaxy Skeptic, the whole thing is a hoax. Well, it might be. We just have to wait and see what happens. The mystery caller hinted at an ‘event’. Did that mean the aliens will come out in the open? We can only guess.”
“Well, until our next program, be sure to click subscribe and like. This is Alan Green, saying always keep your eyes on the skies.”
Jason nodded and said, “We’re out” as he switched off the video feed. 
He then glanced at the computer screen.
“Check your social media feeds. We’re being flooded. Some look like news media. How are we going to handle all this?”
Alan leaned back in his chair and rubbed his hands through his hair. 
“I think the smart thing to do is to use Ai to generate a news release, post it on the website, and refer everyone there. We don’t really have any answers so we can’t really deal with questions. They’re just going to ask who this guy is, and we couldn’t tell them that even if we knew, which we don’t.”
Jason volunteered. “I’ll get to work on the news release. We should probably let the social media go for now.”
Episode #212:
“Hello, again and welcome to another Alien Update. Everybody’s still talking about last week’s guest. The views were more than double what we normally get. There were tons of comments. Some of you said you thought the guest was a total hoax. Some even blamed me and said I was just trying to get a lot of views. Other commenters were anxious to know what else we could find out, and what the ‘event’ could be.”
“Unfortunately, we have not heard from our government whistleblower since our last update, but we have another guest today, who perhaps can address the questions we’re all asking.”
“We welcome to the show: Dr. Rick Navarro. I understand you were once with military intelligence.”
Navarro appeared on screen from what appeared to be a corporate office wearing a suit and tie.
“That’s correct, but I left after twenty years.”
“So now you’re retired and you spend your time investigating UFO reports, is that right? Your background sounds a lot like Luis Elizondo.”
“I know and respect Luis, but that’s all I can say,” the caller responded. 
“You said you heard our update last week. Can you tell us what you thought about our guest’s claim that it’s all about to be out in the open?”
“Certainly. I have to say, I found the claim intriguing but highly improbable. The idea that extraterrestrial beings would suddenly reveal themselves defies all the patterns and behaviors for decades.”
“How so?” Alan asked.
Navarro responded, “First, if these beings have indeed made arrangements with the major world governments, as many of us believe, they would not risk breaching those agreements. There’s too much at risk on both sides. Such an act could lead to chaos, not just among our citizens but potentially within their own ranks. It’s in their interest to maintain the status quo, just as they have always done.”
“That’s an interesting point. You said first. What else?”
“Second, the infrastructure required for a mass revelation is immense. We’re talking about a coordinated global effort, which would be impossible to hide from our intelligence networks. To date, I’ve seen no credible evidence of such preparations. Third, we’ve always held that the risk of cultural and societal destabilization is enormous. If they truly have our best interests in mind, as many theorize, they would avoid actions that could lead to widespread panic and disorder.”
Alan considered the answer. “Now that you say it, that makes sense. So, do you think the whistleblower could have been misinformed or perhaps even part of a disinformation campaign?”
“It’s possible. Disinformation is a powerful tool. It wouldn’t be the first time it has been used to muddy the waters around this topic. If you remember, they said Roswell was a weather balloon with crash dummies, as if that made any sense, but a lot of people still believe that, even today.”
“So, in your opinion, we’re not going to see an alien revelation anytime soon?”
“I believe that any significant disclosure, if it ever does happen, will be carefully managed and controlled, involving both humans and extraterrestrials. Sudden, unilateral action from the aliens is highly unlikely.”
“Thank you, Dr. Navarro. Well, what do you think? Let us know in the comments. Be sure to join us again next week. I’m Alan Green and this has been your Alien Update. And remember to keep your eyes on the skies.”
“Are you still there?” Green asked after the feed had stopped. 
“Yes, Alan.”
“You don’t think our whistleblower is for real?”
“I didn’t say that. I just think he’s been intentionally fed false information for the usual reasons. Let’s put it this way, wherever they say the aliens will land, I won’t be camping out for the event.”
Jason posted comments reflecting the reaction from viewers. The comments appeared as scrolling text at the bottom of the viewer’s screen as Alan closed out the broadcast..
@DebunkIt posted “I’ve listened to every episode and it’s all just circumstantial evidence. No actual proof. This is classic conspiracy theory territory. #NoProof”.
@EarthBound commented, “I’ll believe it when I see it. Until then, it’s just another wild story. Entertaining, but not convincing. #ShowMeProof” 
Episode #213
“Hello, and welcome to Alien Update. I’m Alan Green. Well, everybody’s still talking about our mystery guest last time. The views are still growing, and there were tons more comments on the channel after the live program ended.” 
Alan continued, “Unfortunately, we have not heard from our government whistleblower, but we do have a guest today who could provide some insight.”
The view switched to a split screen showing the host and a remote guest. 
“Alex Morgan, welcome to the show. Some of our viewers will recognize you because you host your own channel, ‘The Coverup.’ But you say you disagree with our guest last week. Do you think we could see a real ‘take me to your leader’ event?”
“That’s right, and thanks for having me on the show.”
“Alex, you watched last week’s update. What do you make of the whistleblower’s claim that it’s all about to be out in the open?”
“Honestly, I think there’s a lot of merit to the idea. The things I’m hearing all point to a revelation.”
“So, you believe the whistleblower could be right?”
“If you’ve noticed, we’ve been seeing more and more reported UFO sightings and they’re more and more credible. The pictures are better and the reports are more reasonable. I mean, not just here, but in places like South America and even Russia. These aren’t just random people with shaky camera images, we’re talking about credible witnesses, like police officers, as well as both civilian and military pilots.”
“That’s true, the credible sightings have definitely increased. They’re hard to ignore.”
“Your whistleblower isn’t alone, either. I’ve been hearing leaks that could be intended to prepare the public for something. The Pentagon’s acknowledgment of UAPs and the formation of task forces to investigate them were the first steps, I think, that hint at a broader agenda.”
“You think the government is ready to let us in on the secret?”
“Precisely. It’s a methodical approach to avoid mass hysteria. By gradually releasing information, they’re conditioning the public to an extraterrestrial presence. This whistleblower could be just the latest step in that process.”
“What about the argument that the infrastructure for a mass revelation is too immense to hide?”
“That’s a valid concern, but remember, we live in an age of unprecedented secrecy and technological capability. It’s entirely possible that the necessary preparations have already been made under the cover of black budget projects and compartmentalized operations. We’ve seen glimpses of this with the rapid advancement in aerospace technology and unexplained projects over the years.”
“Interesting point. And how would you address the risk of societal destabilization?”
“That’s a big one, but we’ve seen people adapt to massive changes before. Think about the impact of the internet or global pandemics. As humans, we do adapt. If the revelation is managed properly, it can lead to a new era of understanding and cooperation, both among ourselves and with these extraterrestrial beings.”
“So, you genuinely believe the whistleblower’s claim holds water?”
“I do. The patterns, the evidence, and the broader context all align too well to be dismissed. I think we’re on the cusp of a historic moment, and we should be preparing ourselves for the possibilities. I’ve heard things from my own contacts say this could be the real thing.”
“Thank you, Alex. I’m sure our viewers will find your arguments interesting to consider.”
Before the show ended, Alan checked through the comments. 
@StarGazer123 posted; “I’ve been following this channel since day one. The interviews are so compelling! I’m convinced we’re not alone in the universe. #AliensAreHere”
@UFOBeliever92 said “This is the moment we’ve all been waiting for! Finally, the truth is coming out.”
“Keep those comments coming in,” he said. “Well, that’s this weeks program. I’ll be back again next week with another Alien Update show. See you then. And remember, to keep your eyes on the skies.”
Episode #214:
“Here we are with another Alien Update,” the host began. “Everybody’s still talking about last week’s guest. The views were more than double what we normally get. There were tons of comments. Some of you said you thought the guest was a total hoax. Some of you even blamed me and said I was just trying to get a lot of views. Others in the comments were anxious about what else we could find, and what the ‘event’ could be.”
“Unfortunately, we have still not heard from our government whistleblower since our last update, but today we have another guest who might provide some answers.”
The screen changed to show a second video box.
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