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To those who stand against tyranny,
To the guardians of truth and democracy,
To the brave souls who fight not for power, but for justice—
This book is for you.
And to my family and friends, whose unwavering support keeps me grounded,
and to the readers who embark on this journey with me—thank you.
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Election Night

Oliver Stevenson stood at the window of his hotel suite and looked out at the Washington Monument. He thought that someday, they would build a monument to him. It didn’t seem to concern him that with a 34 percent approval rating, the lowest in the history of modern presidential elections, he would be lucky if anyone even remembered he had been a senator, let alone had run for president. 

His personal life had been filled with controversy and there was even talk about a censure vote stemming from the many laws he had broken during his term in office. His election campaign would go down in history as the most divisive ever run by a candidate from either party. But Oliver Stevenson, the senior senator from Nebraska, didn’t care about any of that. He didn’t care about the polls that had shown him steadily losing ground to his opponent. He knew in his mind that this election would show the world that Oliver Stevenson was beloved by his followers and that he would pull off a victory of epic proportions. It would also show those who opposed him he was in full control of the Republican Party. Oliver Stevenson was on top of the world.

He turned from the window and looked around the room. Everything was perfect. He had the perfect wife, even though it had taken three test wives before he had reached this state of perfection. He had perfect children, two of whom were his closest advisors. He stood straight as a board at six foot seven and was rail thin. His gray hair was mostly gone, and he had a bit of a beer belly. The bags under his eyes were an indicator of a man who rarely slept and who ran most of the time on sheer adrenaline. He had the perfect job, having been a United States senator for close to thirty years, but being elected president would be the icing on the cake.

The rest of the room was filled with party leaders, aides and advisors, and the sycophants who, like the leeches they were, had latched on to him when he announced his candidacy two years before, if given half the chance, could suck the life out of a lesser man. How much he hated those people. They were part of the Washington he hated, the part that believed two years ago that he would do incredible things. They were also the part that kept his faithful followers fired up and longing for every utterance he made. He chuckled to himself. His faithful followers. What a laugh. What a bunch of losers. 

Sure, he would get them fired up at campaign rallies, by maligning some group or chastising some individual. That’s why they loved him. They thought he spoke for them, the poor, misguided souls who felt they were being run out of their own country by illegal immigrants and nonbelievers. He spoke about and promised them he would give them back their dignity and their religion and that life would be wonderful again. He had convinced them he was one of them and that even though he was a billionaire, he could feel their pain and identify with the shitty way their lives had turned out. He had convinced them that the Democrats, the aristocrats, the abortionists, the anti-gun people and the religious persecutors were out to get them, and he was the one person who could protect them. He was their savior, and they worshipped him.

Picking up his third glass of bourbon off the table behind the couch, he walked over and stood in front of the big-screen TV that covered one entire wall of the room. The talking heads on his favorite cable news channel were filling the airtime, waiting for the first election results to come in by extolling his virtues and accomplishments, as if that stuff mattered. He would call into their talk shows and blast the president and the Democrats, and they ate it up. It was all bullshit. Pure entertainment. But it got him elected five times to the Senate, and it would get him elected president. And once this election was over, he would become the most powerful man in the world, and those who opposed him would suffer his wrath.

“Any results yet?” he asked his oldest son, Robert.

“With half a percent of the votes counted so far, they have you leading by double digits.”

“This is going to be a great night for me.” He downed his drink in one gulp and walked away from his son to speak with Mark Sinclair, the head of his Secret Service detail; he smiled, and they stepped through a side door. Mark was as tall as the senator at well over six feet, but where the senator had gained over sixty pounds since taking office, Mark still had a runner’s physique. 

The senator shook hands with Jack Cummings, one of his most trusted business partners, and his middle son, Philip, who was having a private conversation in the corner of the spare bedroom.

“Give me the status,” he said to his son.

“The Chinese are royally pissed,” said Philip. “Those rare earth minerals we discovered in Montana proved to be a much bigger find than we first imagined. With the legislation you helped put in place at the Department of Energy, we will undercut the Chinese and control the entire market. Once we run the Chinese companies into the ground, we will set our own price. Stevenson Mineral Resources will be the most valuable company in the world’s history. Unfortunately, Dad, you won’t be a part of all that wealth, because you will rule the United States.”

They all laughed and clinked glasses. The senator would have to turn over control of his many companies to his various family members when he became president. He was supposed to have no part in any of the day-to-day operations, but that was not the case at all. Rules, especially those that worked against him, were made to be broken. 

The senator set his glass on the credenza, looked in the mirror, straightened his red-white-and-blue-striped tie and ran a comb through his hair. Not bad for a sixty-year-old man. Luckily, his jacket covered his bulging belly. He put on his campaign ball cap to cover his thinning hair. Mark Sinclair opened the back door to the suite and led him into the hallway, where the rest of his Secret Service detail was waiting. The private elevator was waiting with the doors open, and they all stepped inside. Mark pushed the button for the lobby.

The senator stood behind the curtain and looked at the mass of his faithful followers who had gathered in the hotel ballroom for what they had been led to believe was a victory party. He felt the love all around, and he stepped out onto the stage to the thrill of those gathered. He hadn’t been expected until much later in the evening. The crowd roared, and the music turned up full blast. He waved to the faithful and stepped to the podium. He let the cheers continue for ten minutes. He leaned into the microphone.

“Tonight, we have won a great victory, and I owe it all to you.” Cheers and applause from the crowd. “We are leading our opponent by huge numbers and there is no way he will ever catch us; besides, he was never qualified to lead this country anyway. I was the only candidate in this race that can give you back the America you deserve.”

It didn’t seem to matter to the faithful that he hadn’t been declared the winner yet and it would be a while before he could deliver everything he had promised, but they knew he wouldn’t let them down. He was their salvation. The speech rambled for forty minutes and was as incoherent as his later campaign speeches had been, but it served a purpose. It got the base fired up.

James Grover, the senator’s chief of staff, looked around the hotel suite. He spotted Olivia Stevenson, the senator’s oldest daughter, and headed her way. Olivia was tall, like her father. The daughter of his first wife, Meridith, Olivia was a younger version of her mother, who had been a model and actress in a series of low-budget films before marrying an up-and-coming politician. Olivia had sharp features, a hawk nose and bottle-blond hair. She was her father’s closest advisor, and she was the one who could talk him down from the edge when he went off the deep end.

“Where did the senator go?” he asked.

She pointed towards the TV on the wall. James Grover’s chin dropped, and his mouth hung open.

“What the fuck is he doing in the ballroom?”

She looked at him. “He just declared victory on national television.”

“There isn’t even two percent of the vote counted. What the hell is he thinking?” asked James.

James, who was fair-skinned and had thinning gray-blond hair, turned red in the face and looked like he was going to have a heart attack.

“We need to get him off the stage before he says something stupid,” he said.

“He already has,” said Olivia. “You know how he gets when he sets his mind to something.”

“Why didn’t you stop him? He listens to you,” said James.

Olivia smiled. “Tonight, he’s not listening to anyone. He’s in his own world, and no one is going to change that.”

James turned and came face-to-face with vice-presidential candidate Sandford Reese. Sandy was a former Navy fighter pilot. He stood five feet eleven and was thin and fit. He had a ruddy complexion and red hair. He looked at the TV. 

“He just told the faithful,” said Sandford, “that there have been reports of widespread voter fraud and that he has a team of lawyers waiting to make sure this election, unlike the last presidential election, goes smoothly, and that he will do everything in his power to ensure our victory is not contested.”

James Grover looked at Reese. “Where the hell did that come from?”

Sandy shook his head. “Who knows where he gets this stuff from.”

Olivia Stevenson looked at them both. “While you two were talking, you missed the part where he told them that to ensure his re-election in four years, he would add additional members to the Supreme Court during his term in office.”

James Grover stepped away to the bar, shaking his head, and poured himself a full glass of scotch. He downed it in one gulp.

All the guests in the room were glued to the TV as the senator continued to ramble on and on. James Grover pulled out his phone and called the two aides he had stationed in the ballroom.

“Whatever you have to do, get him off the fucking stage.”

He put his phone back into his pocket and poured himself another drink. This was going to be a long night.

The senator was finally convinced to leave the stage, and he was led back to his suite, where he crashed on the bed, the alcohol taking full effect. He was sound asleep in seconds.

At four a.m. the following morning, CNN declared a winner in the presidential election. With 97 percent of the vote counted, former Montana governor Thomas Baker had 350 electoral votes to the senator’s 188. It was a landslide victory, but it didn’t go the way the senator had predicted. The faithful had not delivered. 

The private party broke up right after the election was called. No one woke the senator to tell him the bad news. That would have to wait.
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The senator woke up in a great mood. He remembered little about the night, but he knew he had fired up the faithful with his inspiring speech. It would probably go down in history as one of the greatest election night speeches ever. He was on a roll, and life was good. 

He didn’t concern himself that the other side of the king-sized bed was empty. He hadn’t slept in the same bed with his wife, Amanda, in years. She was arm candy, nothing more. She was young and beautiful, a former men’s magazine centerfold, and she turned heads wherever she went, which didn’t hurt his business image, or his political image. Standing beside her, he looked virile and powerful. 

He grabbed a long shower to get rid of the cobwebs from the night before. He walked back into the room and stood in front of the mirror. He had gained a little weight since announcing his run for president, but he liked the way he looked. And he knew the women in his life shared that sentiment. He called down to room service and ordered his usual breakfast: scrambled eggs, bacon, French toast and coffee. He got dressed in his navy-blue suit and stepped into the adjoining living room. Empty. He wondered where everyone had gone. Must have been a hell of a victory party after he passed out on the bed. He looked out over Washington and admired the view. Nothing could ruin the way he felt today.

He turned on his favorite cable news channel and stepped over to the bar to pour himself a small glass of bourbon, a little hair of the dog. He almost dropped the decanter on the bar as his mind registered the words being said by his most loyal news anchor.

“In an incredible upset, Thomas Baker is now the president-elect. We are still waiting for a comment from the White House, and all the country is waiting to see if Senator Stevenson will concede the election and wish the president-elect well.”

Multiple news sites had reporters spread out all over the city getting comments from leading Republican lawmakers and faithful followers. The stunned reaction was the same, no matter who they asked. One man on the street interview, a member of the faithful, still wearing his elect Stevenson T-shirt, ball cap and jacket and carrying a huge American flag, said that the whole election was a fraud and that he had heard that almost twenty million illegal aliens had voted for Baker. He promised that the senator’s followers would not allow this vote to stand. That was the growing sentiment amongst everyone they spoke with.

The senator threw his full glass at the television, shattering it in a shower of glass shards and sparks. Three members of his security detail came running into the room. They looked at the mess.

“Senator, are you okay, sir?” asked George, the youngest agent on his detail. 

Oliver Stevenson stood in the center of the living room, shaking. His face was bright red. The agent in charge of the detail looked at him and was ready to call for an ambulance. He checked the senator’s eyes and sat him on one of the bar stools. He told one of the other agents to go down the hall and get the senator’s doctor. The senator waved him away. “Forget the fucking doctor. Get my car ready. We’re heading home. Now!”

The senator stood up, grabbed his coat and pulled the door to the suite open, scaring the room service waiter, who stepped back, leaving the cart blocking the door. The senator grabbed the side rail of the cart and shoved it, knocking it onto its side and scattering his breakfast all over the floor. He scowled at the server, who had pushed himself against the door to the room on the opposite side of the hallway. The server looked scared to death. 

The Secret Service agents scrambled to catch up with the senator, who was standing in front of the closed elevator doors. The agents were all talking into their collar mics as they waited until the doors opened and headed for the lobby.

Understanding what was going on, the agent in charge requested that the senator’s limousine be brought around to the back entrance of the hotel, away from the prying eyes of the press. He didn’t think it would be wise to have the senator seen by the public in the state he was in. They exited the elevator into the back service corridor and passed through the staff entrance. The senator climbed into the back seat and told the driver to go. Protocol dictated that they wait for the police escort and follow cars, but the senator was in no mood to wait. He leaned forward and got face-to-face with the lead agent. 

“If this fucking car isn’t moving in the next ten seconds, I will have your ass!” 

The driver looked unsure what to do, but the lead agent turned towards him. “You heard the man. Move it!” 

The driver put the car in gear and pulled out of the underground garage. Two Washington, DC, police cars were just pulling into the garage when they saw the limo and turned around. They took up positions in front of and behind the limo and headed to the senator’s mansion in Alexandria, Virginia, with lights flashing and sirens wailing.

The limo moved through the gate and passed hundreds of the faithful standing along the fence, many with signs reading we are with you, Mr. president or stop the fraud. The senator didn’t acknowledge them as they drove by. 

They approached the front entrance of the mansion, and the senator grabbed the door handle and pushed open the door. He pushed past the agents and walked into the house.

The senator, pulling off his coat as he went, speed-walked towards his office. He threw his coat on the couch and stepped through the door leading to his chief of staff’s office. His home had served as his main campaign headquarters, containing offices for all his senior and junior staff. Not finding anyone, except for a couple of aides, he walked through the house, flung open the doors and yelled at the top of his voice.

“Where the fuck are all my people?” Everyone in the hallway and surrounding offices stopped what they were doing. “You’d all better get on the goddamn phones. I want everyone here in the next twenty minutes.” 

He stepped back into his office and slammed the door, shaking the walls. He walked over to his desk and, with the sweep of his arm, sent everything on top of the desk flying.

James Grover came running into the office and looked at the mess on the floor. He looked at the senator, who sat behind his desk, shaking.

Stevenson picked up the newspaper that had been sitting on his desk and held up the front page so Grover could see it. He balled it up and threw it at his chief of staff, who caught it in his hand.

“How the fuck did this happen? How the fuck did I lose? There is no way that Montana ranch hand beat me. The polls said it wasn’t even close.”

By now, several other members of his executive staff had arrived and were looking at the carnage that used to be the office. They were all afraid to say anything. They had no idea how the senator would react, but they knew it wouldn’t be good. So, they stood there silently while he ranted.

“I shut my eyes for ten minutes and my entire election goes to hell. There was obviously fraud. My people are loyal to me. A lot more loyal than the people standing in this room. You’d better figure out why I didn’t win, and you’d better do it in a damn big hurry, or you are all going to be without jobs next week.”

The senator walked to the door of the office and threw it open. He turned back and faced his staff. He waved his hand. “And get this shit cleaned up before I get back.”

Grover looked at Sandy Reese, who had entered the room near the end of the tirade. “That was interesting,” said Reese. “Suddenly the polls matter to him. He wouldn’t look at the final polls last week that showed us losing by at least fifteen points.”

Grover nodded. “Welcome to my world. He believes what he sees on his media sites, and a lot of those showed a significant loss, which he ignored.” 

Several junior staff members came in and were cleaning up the mess the senator had made. Sandy asked the members of the senior staff to step into the back hall that led to the chief of staff’s office. They walked out and closed the door.

“What are we going to do about this? The senator looks unhinged. He certainly can’t go on television and concede the election looking like he does now.”

Grover looked around at the faces in the hall. “This goes no further than this group. If I find his tirade on the news tonight, someone’s ass is going to get kicked. Do I make myself clear?”

Everyone nodded. “Good. Go back to work. By now your staff knows we lost the election. I don’t want to hear a lot of talk in the hallways. We still have a job to do, and I expect everyone to get on with it.”

Everyone moved down the hall except Sandy. He stepped into Grover’s office. “I don’t think he is going to concede. I have a feeling he is going to push this voter fraud allegation as far as he can run with it,” said Sandy.

“Let’s give him a day or two to calm down and see what happens. In the meantime, we need to lay off staff and close campaign offices. I’ll get folks started on that right away.”

Sandy nodded. “Let’s do it quietly for now. Oliver is under enough strain.”

He opened the door and walked out. James Grover disbelieved his own words. He sensed a storm was on the horizon, and he wondered how far this unpredictable presidential candidate would go. That thought scared him, and even though he knew why they had lost the election, he needed to appease the senator. He pulled out his personal cell phone and dialed a number.

Quinton McCabe, the senator’s attorney, one of many, answered. “Wondered when you’d be calling,” he said with a thick Southern drawl. “Bet he’s not happy.”

“That’s a bet I wouldn’t take,” said Grover. “Better get your team together. My gut says the senator will want to fight this loss all the way to the Supreme Court if need be.”

“Jim,” said McCabe. “He lost by double digits. It’s over. We backed the wrong horse, but to keep him happy, I’ll have my folks look for loopholes. Once he sees nothing can reverse the results, he’ll back down and walk away.”

James Grover sat back in his chair and pushed a button on his desk phone. A young female voice answered. “Stacy, see if the chief justice has a few minutes he can spare for me this morning.”

He dialed another number on his personal phone and connected with the campaign manager for the campaign committee. “Richard, call in all the analysts. I want a report by the end of the day of which states are vulnerable, and Richard, have someone deliver it to the house. Do not send it in an email.”

He hung up and looked at the picture of Thomas Jefferson that hung on his wall next to the picture of Senator Stevenson. The irony was not lost on him. The man who helped write the Constitution and the man who might very well destroy it. They were going to have to turn the Constitution inside out if they had any chance at all. He wondered how far they would have to go. He wondered how far the senator would go.
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Across town, in the presidential suite at the Washingtonian Center hotel, the brainstorming had begun. Quinton McCabe sat with five of his most trusted partners and seven of the president’s biggest and most generous supporters. The personal wealth in the room, if calculated, would be more than the gross domestic product of many nations. These were the people behind the many conservative PACs that fed money, sight unseen, into the campaign. They had a lot to lose if the election results were allowed to stand.

Quinton stood up and walked to the whiteboard at the front of the room. He held up the black marker.

“I want you all to remember that what we discuss in this room goes no further. Please turn off your cell phones and place them in the center of the table.”

Twelve phones landed in the middle of the table next to his. “Now that that’s done, let’s get down to business. I spoke with the senator this morning and he wants us to pull out all the stops, particularly on this election fraud thing. The campaign staff is looking at all the election results from every county in the country. As they find close races, we will file in court to have the results recounted, and we are making lists of individual votes to challenge.”

Robert Crosby, the senator’s brother-in-law and CEO of the largest banking system in the country, stood up. “That’s all well and good, Quin, but it’s going to take forever, and you know as well as I do that we will not find twenty million votes to change this election. We’re wasting time and money. Sit him down and tell him it’s over.”

“That’s not true,” said Raymond Portman, CEO of Portman Industries, the nation’s largest military contractor. “At least twenty million illegals voted for Baker. All we need to do . . .”

“Come on, Ray,” said Crosby. “You don’t believe that shit. No one is that stupid. The senator dragged that number out of his alcohol-filled mind before the election count was even partially over. All the latest polls had him losing by large numbers, but there’s no proof of that number. It’s imaginary.” 

“You’d better hope there are a lot of stupid people out there, Bob. We need his faithful followers to keep repeating that message.” Everyone turned and looked at Valerie Samson, CEO of one of the largest cosmetics companies in the world. “But I agree with Bob on this. We can file all the lawsuits we can think of. We will not find enough instances of voter fraud to make a difference. The senator lost by just under twenty million votes. That’s too huge a deficit to overcome with lawsuits.”

“So, what are you two suggesting?” asked Quinton McCabe.

“We don’t know yet, Quin,” said Crosby. “Christ, it hasn’t even been three days since the election. You push the lawsuits. The more lawsuits we file, the more confusing this will become, and the average person will get lost in the crap. Val and I will work on alternative methods that might have a bigger impact.”

“What about the Supreme Court?” asked Gerhard Richter, CEO of the Richter Hotel Company. “I’m not sure I want to invest any more of my money in this fight if the Supreme Court will not support our play.”

Several people nodded in agreement. Quinton McCabe looked around the table. He had the feeling that he was losing some of these people.

“James Grover is meeting with the chief justice again tomorrow. I am sure the chief will support our endeavors. After all, he owes the senator big for getting four new conservative white justices approved during his tenure as the Senate majority leader. They all knew going into this that someday, we might call on them, and they had better be there.”

“That’s great,” said Crosby. “What are they going to do? Declare the election null and void and make Stevenson president? They don’t have the constitutional authority to do that. How about we stop talking about stupid shit and figure out if any of this is possible or if we are wasting our time? We’ve got the entire legal brain trust from your firm, Quin. Surely, they must have better ideas.”

“If we can get those twenty million illegal votes thrown out, the senator wins.”

“Fuck, Ray,” said Crosby. “Do you know how stupid you sound? If twenty million illegals voted, don’t you think the Democrats would have figured out how to keep the House and the Senate? Do you think they had those people vote for Baker and not for the other candidates?”

“It’s possible,” yelled Portman, who was visibly shaken by the verbal attack. “The senator said...”

Robert Crosby shook his head. “The senator was talking out of his ass.”

Everyone stopped talking and looked at Crosby. “His speech at the victory party was the most incoherent speech he has given in a whole slew of incoherent speeches.”

There was a knock at the door, and a secretary who worked for Quinton McCabe stuck her head in. “Sorry for the intrusion, sir, but I thought you should see this.”

She used the remote and clicked on the big-screen television. The picture appeared, and everyone stopped and stared. Senator Stevenson was standing on the street in front of the White House, behind a podium with a photoshopped presidential seal. He was surrounded by several members of Congress, and the entire scene was surreal.

The secretary turned up the volume.

“As Americans, we can no longer tolerate the trampling of our beloved Constitution by lawless Democrats bent on destroying this great nation, a country that we hold near and dear to our hearts. The radical left stole the last election, and they have now stolen this one. Soon we will present proof to the American people that over twenty million illegals voted for Baker in this election. Without those fraudulent votes, we would be listening to Baker making a concession speech and moving back to Montana to herd cows. Instead, we are witnessing the end of our democracy as the radical left uses every trick in the book, from faulty voting machines to illegal votes. Well, I for one will not stand for it. We can fight fire with fire. Today, as your duly elected president-elect, I am calling on President Diggs to order the joint chiefs to have National Guard units in every state confiscate the voting machines that were used on Election Day and to hold them until each state can appoint a panel of Republicans to check each machine. This will not be legislators reviewing the machines, but we are going to hire hundreds of regular Americans so that you know that the fraud they find is real and not contrived. We are in a fight for democracy, my fellow Americans, and sometimes a little blood must be shed in the name of democracy and decency. God bless you all, and God bless America.”

The senator stepped away from the podium and walked toward the Capitol, followed by several congressional leaders. The folks around the table sat in stunned silence.

Ray Portman and several of the lawyers stood up and applauded. He looked at Roger Crosby. “See, the senator is going to present proof of all those illegal votes. What do you think about that?”

Robert Crosby laughed. “You’re an idiot. He just made a call for an armed rebellion. That’s the part you missed. Nothing will be presented because there is nothing to present. He’s filling up the glasses, and fools like you are going to drink the Kool-Aid without ever questioning anything. The president, a Democrat, if you remember, will never involve the National Guard. It would be like declaring martial law. Not going to happen.”

Robert Crosby stood up from the table, picked up his phone from the pile and left the room. He had more important things to do than sit and argue with people who were too stupid to know any better.  
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The senator stood behind his desk looking out the window at the crowd gathered behind the fence on the other side of the lawn. The morning had dawned gray and dreary, seeming to match his mood. He turned around and faced the three people in the room. 

Admiral Steven Archibald, the former chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, stood facing the senator’s desk. He was a tall man with white hair, a gray goatee and a ruddy complexion. He was wearing a blue suit and stood at attention. 

Next to him stood James Grover. The weary look on his face and the deep circles under his eyes spoke of many late nights. That and the fact that he had been wearing the same suit for the past three days. 

The third person in the room was former attorney general Mildred Barnes. At five feet one, she was the shortest person in the room. She was heavy-set with grayish blond hair and a perpetual scowl. No one could remember ever seeing her smile or laugh. A graduate of Harvard who had studied law at Cambridge University, she might have been the smartest person in the room.

“Admiral, have you heard how the National Guard is doing rounding up all the voting machines?”

Admiral Archibald stood up straighter and looked the senator in the eye. “No one is confiscating any voting machines, sir.”

The senator walked around his desk, his face turning red, not from the movement, but from the anger that was welling up inside. James Grover stepped in front of him as he rounded the corner of the desk, getting between him and the admiral. The senator glared at him, but he didn’t move.

Stevenson, who was not as tall as the admiral, looked up into his eyes. “I gave you a direct order to have the National Guard confiscate the voting machines in every state. Have you chosen to just ignore me, or are you out to fuck with me?”

The senator’s face was bright red, and he stepped forward, pushing against James Grover, who held his ground.

“First, Senator. You never gave me a direct order, as I haven’t been on the Joint Chiefs in a long time, and you are not the president. You announced your intentions during a speech. That speech does not constitute a direct order. Second, the military and the National Guard are not here for your political use. Unless the current president declares martial law, which would be an incredibly reckless thing to do without a valid reason, there is nothing that can be done. This is a political decision and does not involve the military.”

The senator was livid. “You, sir, have no loyalty. After everything I have done for the military over the years, this is how you treat me. You are a traitor, and I have lost all respect for you. If you won’t follow my orders, maybe I need to find someone who will.”

The admiral looked him in the eye. “I can no longer support a man who would turn a petty political action into a military conquest. If you can find someone that will follow your insane order, then go right ahead, but you can do it without me.”

The admiral turned and walked to the door. The president pushed James Grover aside and followed the admiral to the door. “You are a fucking coward. Once I am sworn in, I will have your ass.”

The admiral turned and faced the senator. “I don’t give a shit, since I retired many years ago. Either way, I no longer work for you, and that suits me just fine.” 

The admiral opened the door and walked through it. He left the door open as he walked past those gathered in the reception area. 

The senator stepped through the open door and at the top of his voice yelled, “I will have you court-martialed, you ungrateful son of a bitch. You wait and see.”

He stepped back into the office and slammed the door, leaving everyone in the reception area dumbfounded. He looked at James Grover. “You call the military police. I want that fucker arrested and charged with treason for not supporting his president and following a legitimate order.”

The senator sat at his desk, his hands shaking. He looked at Grover. “What the fuck are you waiting for?”

“Sorry, sir,” said Grover. “The admiral is no longer in the military, and you have no authority over him.”

The senator looked at the former attorney general.

“I want a full-blown investigation into all those illegal votes. Are you going to give me an argument too? Use every agent at your disposal. I want all twenty million votes accounted for.”

“No, sir. No argument. It’s not going to happen. The FBI is not your personal investigation unit, and I haven’t been their boss in years. Elections are the purview of the states. If the states choose to investigate these unfounded rumors that you have been citing, then that’s their decision. The FBI does not get involved unless requested by a specific state with specific evidence that major fraud occurred during the election.”

The senator glared at her. “Who do you think you’re talking to? You serve at the pleasure of the president, and I could fire you right now and no one would even bat an eye.”

“You can’t fire me, sir. I was an advisor on your election campaign. I am not the current attorney general, and you are not the president. The sitting president will not allow the FBI to investigate your made-up charges of election fraud.”

The senator smiled. “Well then, Ms. Barnes. You’re fired. I don’t need any of you. I could run this country just fine without any of you. Now, get out of my office before I have you arrested.”

The former attorney general laughed, turned and left the office. The senator looked at Grover. “What the hell is wrong with everyone? I gave these people purpose, and all I asked for in return is a little loyalty. Is that too much to ask?”

James Grover sat down opposite the senator. “Sir, the secretaries of state of forty-six states have come out and said there is no evidence of any widespread voter fraud. Maybe it’s time to accept that and concede the election.”

“You too, Jim? I can’t even count on you any longer?”

“That’s not what I said, sir. I have been with you since the beginning, and I will be with you till the end, but we need to face the fact that you lost the election. It might be time to move on.”

“No. Now is not the time to turn tail and run. The nation needs me. I’m the only one who can solve its problems.”

James Grover looked at him. Over the past several months, the senator had hit that same theme in his rally speeches. It didn’t seem to occur to him he had been a senator for almost thirty years and whatever problems the country had were there all along. The voters were fed up with his bluster and were no longer buying that he was the salvation of the nation. 

James Grover stepped through the side door of the office and walked back to his own office. He had no idea how to convince the senator that he had lost the election, but he had to keep trying. He decided he needed a break, so he headed for the gym, which was in the senator’s basement. Maybe some time in the sauna would help his mood.

The senator watched him leave. He couldn’t believe that his most trusted advisors were being this disloyal when he needed them most. He pulled out his personal cell phone, clicked on a contact and waited. 

The phone was answered with silence. “We need to talk,” said the senator. 

He listened for a minute and then hung up. He buzzed his secretary and asked her to locate Mark Sinclair, the head of his security detail. If his so-called friends were unwilling to help him claim the White House, then he would need to reach out to others he knew would not let him down. 
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Chapter Five
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The snow was falling lightly as Mark Sinclair turned off Interstate 66 at Front Royal and passed through the entry gate for Shenandoah National Park. He followed Skyline Drive until he reached the Browntown trailhead parking area and parked his three-year-old Ford Explorer at the end of the lot. He was glad to see that there were just two other vehicles in the parking lot, assuming that the cold and snow had forced most of the tourists to find alternate plans for the day. 

Senator Stevenson slid off the passenger seat and zipped up his coat. He stepped to the back of the SUV and grabbed a small day pack, which he slung onto his shoulders. Mark Sinclair did the same thing, and he closed the hatch. He touched the pistol on his hip.

“Senator,” he said. “Are you sure about this?”

The senator looked at him. “Mark, if the people closest to me won’t help me take the White House, then I will go to the people I have the utmost respect for, my supporters.”

“That’s fine, sir, but these folks are nuts.”

The senator laughed. “They are eccentric, Mark. Not nuts. There’s a difference.”

Mark had left the Secret Service following the election loss and had become the senator’s chief of security. He liked the old guy, but since the election, he’d noticed that the senator’s thinking had become more clouded. Maybe “eccentric” was the right word, but he had serious doubts about
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