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DEDICATION




This book is dedicated to all Believers who continue to stand strong against the world’s ways while also spreading the Good News.








CHAPTER ONE







INEVITABLE: (ADJECTIVE) 1. unable to be avoided, evaded, or escaped; certain; fated: an inevitable conclusion. 2. sure to occur, happen, or come; unalterable: The inevitable end of human life is death. (noun) 1. that which is unavoidable.

Adam Afton sat at his workstation, his mouth agape. Had the inevitable arrived? 

His heart raced. His palms became sweaty. He tried to control his breathing. Had he become so cocksure of his programming talents that his hubris had blinded him to what was now so obvious? Did his audacity now threaten his wife and his children, as well as himself? He had always accepted the risks to himself, but the idea of being responsible for something happening to his family was anathema for him.

His fingers began to race across the keyboard. His UltraNet program had been borne out of a program designed first for PsyOps in Afghanistan that had evolved to become a master surveillance program on the U.S. populace. When his toddler daughter was kidnapped, he felt justified in using it to try to find her. Yet, in doing so, he discovered that its masters were using it for self-enrichment, human trafficking, blackmail, and more nefarious purposes. His conscience ate at him. He regretted his role in helping to develop it, and yet, he needed it to find Carolyn.

And when he had succeeded in finding her—taken by a childless couple who named her Grace, he pulled the plug on that program. He had destroyed it, and a subsequent effort by the global elites to resurrect it, thoroughly, but not without keeping it for himself to use for good purposes. Over just two years, he had helped reveal and prosecute dozens of corrupt politicians, businessmen, public servants, and more—mostly through means that were in the shadows of legality. 

Then . . . he came to the knowledge of the saving grace of Christ, something his younger brother Aric had accepted many years earlier. As a Christian, he came out of hiding and reunited with his family. Now, bound by a promise, he kept his clandestine work well within legal boundaries and its results were to go through an intermediary, his friend Lynch Cully.

However, someone still searched for him. And unless he worked quickly, whoever that was, was about to trace him right to his doorstep.







ARIC’S FIRST MONTH as a senior in the Criminology Program at the University of Missouri-Saint Louis had been more demanding than he’d anticipated and yet, much, much calmer. The challenge came from moving from a start-up criminology program to the 11th best in the country, depending on whom you talked with. The level of expertise in his instructors was phenomenal. On the flip side, their expectations from him were also incrementally higher, and he was working his butt off to meet those expectations.

Yet, life had become so much easier. At the college in Wisconsin, he had become a lightning rod for controversy, thanks to the LGBTQ+ crowd on that small campus targeting him. It was an attack by such activists, in which he and his Christian friends were the victims, that led to his being asked by the college president not to return for his senior year. Not an expulsion. Nothing went on his record. Still, he, the victim, was the one asked not to return. He could have fought it in court but chose not to when he was accepted as a transfer student to the UMSL program. That in itself was largely unheard of, so he couldn’t see passing it up.

He had also chosen not to live on campus. His family’s home was less than 15 minutes away from campus. As a commuting student, he didn’t have the “exposure” to the LGBTQ+ crowd that he’d had in the dorm in Wisconsin. He didn’t know them. They didn’t know him. 

To say that he lived at home wasn’t quite right though. His girlfriend, Jessica Larson, had followed him to St. Louis. A retired couple—Col Mike Southworth and his wife Mary—that Aric and Adam had gotten to know well through Lynch Cully, lived but five minutes from the UMSL campus in a large historic home in the community of Ferguson. As fellow believers, they had been more than happy to open their home to her, rent and board free. While Aric still slept at home, he found himself “living” at the Southworth’s more often than not . . . much to his mother’s consternation.

However, Jess was completing her Film and Media Studies major at Washington University, not UMSL. That campus was roughly ten minutes from the UMSL campus and 20 minutes from the Southworth home. The Southworth’s generosity had enabled her to attend that year at Wash U, with its much higher tuition. Her acceptance into that program—considered one of the Top Ten in the country—had been a true miracle in itself. With only 20 to 25 students accepted each year, to transfer in as a senior was nearly unheard of. Actually, no one on the faculty could recall a senior transfer. And, unlike Aric who had the help of an “insider’s” reference at UMSL, her acceptance was due purely on the strength of her portfolio.   

He pulled into the Southworth’s driveway and walked to the front door, where Jess met him.

“Have you been following the news?” she asked. “It’s awful.”

Aric shook his head. “After leaving you last night, my folks wanted to sit down and get an update on school. Couldn’t very well say no, but afterward I was up past midnight preparing for that big practical I have on Monday. Then I overslept and rushed to get here. So, I haven’t looked at it at all. What’s going on?”

She ushered him into the Southworth’s parlor where the older couple were sitting. “We’ve been discussing it.”

“Hi, Aric. Coffee?” asked Mary, being her usual inimitable hostess.

He smiled. “Thanks. I can get it myself in a minute. What’s going on?”

Jess sat down in the wingback, upholstered chair she had been occupying that morning and grabbed her mug of tea from the side table. “Hamas launched a surprise attack on Israel in their early morning hours. Over a thousand dead from first reports.”

“Slaughtered is more like it.” The Colonel looked at his wife. “Sorry, Mary. I know you don’t like hearing about it, but he needs to understand the severity of it.” She offered him a wan smile in acknowledgment. 

Aric sat down in the matching chair next to Jess. His mind raced in several directions.

Mary stood. “I’ll go get that coffee.” She arose and left the room.

“The terrorists attacked a huge music festival celebrating peace and shot anyone they could find. They attacked several settlements and shot people in their beds—men, women, and children. There are reports of babies being decapitated and of one pregnant woman being shot, ripped open, and her unborn baby being shot in the head. The atrocities done are, well, barbaric to say the least.”

“The IDF and all of their reserves have been called up.”

“And my friends in intelligence tell me that Shin Bet has already been given the mission to find and assassinate any and all Hamas leaders living in Lebanon, Turkey, and Qatar,” said the colonel.

“Shin Bet?” asked Jess.

“That’s the Israeli Security Service. Kind of like our CIA.”

Aric shook his head. “Wow. And we were all talking about biblical end times just the other day. Could this be the start of Armageddon?”

The colonel nodded. “Wouldn’t be surprised, Israeli leaders are already committing to annihilating Hamas and are preparing to invade Gaza to do so. That alone will stir up those supporting Hamas. And if Shin Bet succeeds, which they almost always do, killing Hamas leaders on foreign soil won’t do anything but rile those nations and fan the flames.”

Aric nodded in agreement. In their earlier discussion, they had concluded that Armageddon, also known as the War of Gog and Magog from the book of Ezekiel, would likely consist of a confederation of Muslim states moving against Israel. Many people expected that all of the nations of the world would come against Israel, but the regions mentioned by Ezekiel were all Islamic countries of the Middle East, the Balkans, and northeastern Africa. And if this was the beginning of the final battle, Christ’s return was imminent. 











CHAPTER TWO







WERNER KOCH LAY in bed wondering how he had ended up there. In his early seventies, he and Liesl had been married just shy of 50 years. They had a good life together. They shared strong family memories and traditions with their four children and sixteen, soon-to-be eighteen, grandchildren. Two of their sons had taken on roles in the family business enterprises. The youngest son had become a much-sought-after and respected surgeon. Their daughter was active in the arts.

Werner had been a protégé of Heinz “Henry” Kissinger and co-founder of the World Order Council. Under the “tutelage” of his mentor, he had gone on to develop the WOC’s depopulation policies, its climate policies, food policies, and more and had risen to prominence as a world leader, if not the de facto world leader. Presidents and prime ministers took his calls directly. The WOC’s policies formed the backbone of most nations’ newest laws, as well as resolutions in the United Nations.

The consolidation of global elites from all spheres of life to form that New World Order had become reality. True, they had been set back by four years with the unexpected election of a conservative populist, Bradley Graham, as the U.S. president. They made sure that didn’t happen again, and now Charles Sidon was in office and following their game plan. 

However, American conservatives were still a thorn in their side in the U.S., and that “contagion” seemed to be spreading with conservative and libertarian politicians gaining popularity across the globe. In the U.S., they were succeeding in eliminating the Republican majority in their Congress. The ouster of one House Speaker had led to infighting within that party, conservatives versus the rest of them. Between resignations and ousters, he predicted that early in the new year, those pesky conservatives would be silenced, and the Democrats would regain control of Congress. Then, with the U.S. government totally under the “control” of the WOC and its allies in the UN and WHO, those populist leaders elsewhere would lose a major ally. 

Of course, it didn’t hurt that the intelligence agencies were “owned” by them. Between financial entanglements and honeypot entrapments, they had enough blackmail material to make sure most politicians worldwide would ensure that their agenda would be accomplished. And for those who wouldn’t toe the line? Well, their political futures were short-lived.

His thoughts were interrupted by a glass of wine being extended toward him. As he took a sip of the excellent Cabernet, he again wondered how he had ended up in this bed. Not his bed. He felt a slight twinge of remorse at having succumbed to the flirting of his latest employee. 

A brief thought flitted through his mind. Had he just succumbed to someone else’s honeypot? No. He couldn’t accept that. She had been too well vetted for that to be the case.

Yolina Zhdanov could be his youngest daughter. She was pert, attractive, and an Olympic-class flirt. She also had a brain like few people he had ever encountered. Of all of his IT folks, she had come closest to solving a major problem for him—finding the person responsible for destroying their surveillance programs, AlterNet and AlterNet2.

She had convinced him to set up her office in her apartment and to allow her to work remotely. After all, her hours would not be those of his regular employees. If her software caught the “scent” of their prey in the middle of the night, she couldn’t afford the time to drive to “the office” to work. That scenario was more than likely considering that the person, male or female, he sought appeared to reside in the U.S., six or more hours “away” considering time zones. 

Yet, coming to her “office” had become something of a trap. At first, she simply shared what she was finding and reported on her progress. Soon, she shared a glass, or two, of wine. Now, for the first time, she shared her bed. 

He felt her snuggle up to his side, the warmth of her breast against him. Her long, black hair cascaded over his shoulder. He thought of Liesl in their younger days. What was he doing? Still, he hadn’t felt invigorated like this in decades.

She stroked his cheek with a fingernail and leaned into him for a full-mouthed kiss. Her pert breasts pressed into him as his heart rate accelerated. He reached down and placed his hand between her thighs.

What? Something wasn’t right. He pulled back and away. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Have I done something?” 

He gasped with his sudden realization. “You’re . . . you’re . . .”

“What?” She sat up, wrapping the sheet around her torso. “I, I thought you knew. I haven’t exactly hidden that I was born male.”

Werner jumped up from the bed, feeling dizzy at the sudden change. He forced the lightheadedness away. The last thing he needed was to pass out in this bedroom. The scandal would kill him and destroy Liesl.

As he hurriedly dressed to leave, he realized that scandal, blackmail, or both were not totally out of the question. That could never happen. And then anger engulfed him. Who had vetted this person? He would have that person’s head on a platter.

“I’m, I’m sorry. I thought you knew. You speak so fervently about trans rights that I—”

Werner realized he was getting caught with his pants down, literally and figuratively. He did, indeed, promote such rights. They simply weren’t his, well, his glass of Schnapps.

“No, I am sorry, Yolina. I did not know, and I was wrong, in many ways, to stay here. I must leave now.”

He turned and headed for the bedroom door. Before leaving, he turned back. “However, please understand that if any word of this gets out, or if you request money for your silence, working railroad maintenance in Siberia will be the least of your worries. My friends at the FSB would make sure of that. From now on, call me with your reports.”

On loan from Pozitiv Teknolodzhiz, the Russian firm contracted for cyber operations by the Russian Federal Security Service, she, or he—now he felt confused over which pronoun to use—had been offered as their best hacker. He wondered if they knew her full story. Even more, he wondered why they hadn’t informed him. If she continued to work as she was doing, he would not bring it up with them. If not,  . . . her silence would be guaranteed.







AS SOON AS Yolina heard her front door click shut, she scrambled from the bed and ran to her bathroom. Why she had been asked by her FSB handlers to seduce this man was beyond her. Anything and everything for Mother Russia they insisted. What was it the Americans called it, a honey trap? Something like that. One handler called it insurance and a guaranteed promotion for her. Her other handler glibly told her that refusal was not an option.

And yet now, death still seemed inevitable. Until tonight, she faced that threat from only one front. Her compliance with her handlers’ request had lessened but not eliminated their threat. Koch’s threat, however, hung over her like the sword of Damocles, made worse by the fact that she did not control the information she had just obtained for “Mother Russia.” Maybe now was the time to take her future into her own hands.

She brushed her teeth and rinsed her mouth several times until she was satisfied that the taste of him was gone. Fortunately, his hurried foreplay led to an earlier than expected outcome, before she would have had to . . . well, it hadn’t come to that. 

Next, she bent over, removed the cleverly designed scrotal appliance, and sat down on the toilet to urinate. It had been uncomfortable and blocked her ability to pee, so good riddance. Yet, it worked perfectly into fooling the great Herr Werner Koch into thinking she was a he identifying as a she. The idea of transgenderism still abhorred most in her country, and their president now promoted a law awaiting passage by the Federal Assembly that would outlaw such, contrary to the WOC’s policies and those of the western Deep State. Werner Koch openly pushed for its acceptance and coerced some countries into accepting it, along with the LGBTQ+ agenda in general, despite their misgivings. And yet, when confronted with it, he bolted like a rabbit being pounced upon by a wolf. The hypocrisy was glaring.

Her bladder relieved, she thought about his threat at the end, as she walked toward her kitchen. A Siberian exile was nowhere in the cards. Would the FSB see to her safe relocation? Perhaps, but she doubted it. Even if they did, however, the man had many resources, several of which she had no doubt could make her disappear forever. She was not quite sure how to play her next hand. Did she continue with the work tasked to her? Should she leave for home, saying that her company had recalled her, and assuring Herr Koch that her leaving might be the least embarrassing move for both of them? There was one compromise. Since she worked remotely and now was expected to report only by phone or electronically, she could do that more safely at home in St. Petersburg or perhaps a hidden dacha outside Moscow, outside Herr Koch’s direct reach. 

Again, the thought struck her . . . maybe it was time to take her future into her own hands. Could she possibly find a place outside the reach of both?

With a glass of vodka in hand, she returned to the bedroom. On the bookcase opposite her bed, she retrieved the small camera, its cord, and the video recorder that had captured the man’s entire stay and sudden flight. She removed the USB drive, placed it into the laptop at her bedside, and confirmed that not only was his total visit recorded but that the quality was excellent also. This file would be passed along to her handler within the hour.

With that assurance, she still debated her best move. Like Herr Koch, she now felt convinced that her prey truly existed. Whoever this programmer was, he, or she, had gone to great lengths not to be discovered. That alone intrigued her. Who had so much at stake that such lengths were needed? Well, she admitted to herself that she did at the moment. At the same time, she simply wanted to meet this person. No one before had eluded her so successfully. 

She loved the chase, so she would stay. However, if her next encounter with Herr Koch proved too awkward, or if he threatened her again, that Muscovite dacha—no, maybe an obscure Caribbean island—would become option number one.











CHAPTER THREE







ADAM SAT BACK in his chair and sighed. He hoped he had been quick enough to thwart the latest attempt to identify and locate him. He jumped at the ringing of his phone, but relaxed upon seeing the Caller ID.

“Hey, Lynch. What can I do for you?”

He heard a chuckle on the other end.

“I don’t know. You left me a message to call.”

Adam rubbed his forehead with his free hand. “Oh. Yeah. Sorry, I’m really flustered right now.”

“What? The always calm, unflappable, Adam Afton feels flustered?”

Adam smiled, not that Lynch could see him. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. It happens on occasion. Look, I’ve got some more info you might be interested in. It’s right out of Conspiracy Theory 301 but looks like we might have another spoiler alert.” He heard Lynch laugh again.

“So, what is it, disinformation, misinformation, election fraud, false flag operations, or the latest vaccine revelation?”

“Vaccine stuff. It’s coming from the New Zealand Te Whatu Ora. Data released by a healthcare worker there.”

“The Te Whatu what?”

“Te Whatu Ora. It’s the socialized healthcare system there. A worker who says he was the original Oracle database administrator for the system has turned whistleblower. He’s released actual line-item data from part of their database showing when individuals got vaccinated and when they died. Most deaths occurred around the six-month time frame, but the data shows way more deaths than the authorities there are acknowledging. Extrapolating his data worldwide shows that over ten million people have likely died from the vaccine.”

“And he released this publicly?”

“It’s not public yet. He’s sent it to several others, statisticians or the like, to corroborate his data. It’s likely to be released in a month.”

“Whoa. I’ll give you hundred-to-one odds he’s arrested when it goes public. The authorities aren’t going to like this.”

“I’m trying to warn him, but I can’t seem to get through. Which is odd. I can almost always get through to someone’s email or texts.”

“Curious. Send everything to me. The usual secure channel.”

Adam pressed a key on his computer. “Sent.”

“So, what’s got you all flustered?”

Adam needed a moment to think about this. How much should he admit to? “You know I’ve told you that someone from the old AlterNet program keeps trying to find me. Evidently, I still haven’t been able to throw them off my trail. Whoever’s behind this is convinced I exist, and I think it’s Werner Koch himself. His aide was on my trail, but he died from that paralyzing virus they released in LA. So, Koch has enlisted someone with much greater skills, and this person is doggedly hunting. He or she almost found me.  I’ve left trails to false IDs in a dozen countries, like the Bergálfur Jónsson identity in Iceland that was exposed last spring. A total of seven of those identities have now been exposed, and I realized why. I have one tiny piece of code that I’ve used and reused in making those trails. It was so small that I didn’t really think much of it, but whoever this is found it and has been using it to follow and expose my trails.”

“Do you know who it is, the hacker, I mean?”

Adam shook his head out of habit as he answered. “Not specifically, but I’ve run into this person before. He or she also has a tell in his programming. It’s someone in Russia, or at least from Russia, if they’re now working for Koch.” 

“So, can you fix it? I’d hate to think of what might happen if they find you.”

“Me, too, and yes. Already fixed, but I’ll use it to create some more fake IDs and rabbit trails for this person to run down. Keep ‘em busy. I was programming the parameters into UltraNet to begin that process.”

He heard Lynch laugh at that comment. “Nothing like rabbit trails to keep someone busy. Good luck. Let me know how things go.”

“Will do. Talk with you later.”

Adam disconnected the call and returned to his programming. He made sure that his backstopping was more thorough this time, but he also decided to have a little fun with his hunter. He created four of his “alter egos” to appear as though they were working together clandestinely. Then, with one, he created the beginning of a trail to a fifth programmer, their ringleader. But this leader wouldn’t be just anyone. He decided to link this person and his group to Alexei Baranov, the First Deputy Director of the FSB itself, and his offices on Lubyanka Square. Should the person hunting him follow that trail, it should create quite a stir in Moscow.

Yet, while working to throw off his virtual scent, Adam also acknowledged that he found this game and cat and mouse challenging. He hadn’t “met” such a dedicated and talented cyber sleuth. He felt a desire to reverse their roles, become the hunter, and find this person, but something inside warned him not to. His brother said it was the Holy Spirit’s warning to his own spirit. He was slowly learning to trust this inner sense. 

A familiar voice interrupted his thoughts. “Daadddyyyy! Are you downstairs? I need your help.”

Grace was calling. After her kidnapping, he had spent years looking for her. And after finding her, he would never deny her needs again. He stopped what he was doing, hit ‘save,’ and stood to go upstairs. He could finish after she went to bed.

“Coming, Gracie. What do you need?”











CHAPTER FOUR







AG DERRICK MCFARLAND sat in his office at the Department of Justice reading through the briefs from the weekend provided by his staff earlier that morning. As the nation’s head law enforcement officer, he held responsibility for not only the DOJ and its lawyers, but also the FBI, ATF, DEA, and other agencies involved in federal law enforcement and the prisons. 

Publicly, he vigorously defended their work against those conservative naysayers calling his departments “weaponized.” He, and the heads of his departments, were protecting democracy as they believed it should be—inclusive, equitable, and diverse. For too long, the government had “looked the other way” when people of color, those of alternate gender identities, and various lifestyles were victimized. These people needed their protection . . . as long as it was profitable for the elites, such as himself.

Privately, he would comply with the WOC’s global agenda and aim every arrow he possessed at the hearts of those conservative nationalists. Yet, he recognized their claims of hypocrisy—that his side was avowing to protect democracy by eliminating political opponents, denying people the right to choose, and more. So what. He didn’t care. He felt validated that they could use whatever means necessary to achieve their global goals.  

As he thumbed through the paperwork, he set aside the brief about a Chicago-area six-year-old Palestinian-American boy who had been stabbed 22 times and killed by the family’s 71-year-old white male landlord who was upset over the Hamas invasion of Israel four days earlier. The boy’s mother remained in the hospital, alive but in serious condition. The AG would not be able to attend the boy’s memorial in a week, but he would issue a statement that day expressing his condolences.

He continued to work through the stack of papers. He sifted through more than a dozen reports of upset parents at school board meetings. His staff would flag those parents to watch for future transgressions. 

Next up was a 19-year-old white, college coed stabbed to death by an undocumented immigrant. He hated the terms “illegal alien,” “illegal immigrant,” and other more racist and bigoted names. No one was “illegal.” They simply lacked the correct documents. He flagged that brief to remind the responsible staffer that he didn’t want to be bothered by reports like that one. While he acknowledged that he, too, was Caucasian, he accepted that his race was part of the problem, not part of the solution.

As he prepared to dictate his letter of condolence, his phone rang. 

“Sir, it’s Mr. Zhèng. Shall I put his call through?” asked his secretary.

“By all means, Tisha.” 

He waited for the call to come. Zhèng Jian was President Sidon’s Chief of Staff, responsible for managing the executive offices and White House. He controlled the president’s schedule, access to the Oval Office and president, all staffing, and numerous offices within the Executive Branch, such the National Security Council and Council of Economic Advisers. Despite the traditional Chinese name, the man was American-born and Ivy League trained. He had proven himself formidable in that role.

McFarland had become friends with Charles Sidon during the man’s years in the Senate. He had been chief counsel to him when Sidon became vice president. During that time, McFarland had been nominated for the Supreme Court but denied that privilege by a Republican Senate. Charles had finally rewarded him for his service to their cause by selecting him as Attorney General. 

On the other hand, the selection of Zhèng Jian as the White House Chief of Staff seemed to come out of the blue. It wasn’t until a year or so after the appointment that McFarland learned that Zhèng was given the post at the suggestion of Werner Koch. Such powerful friends could definitely get you places, and McFarland held no illusions as for whom Zhèng truly worked.

He picked up the phone on the first ring. “Jian, a pleasure to hear from you. How can I help you?” He didn’t intend to get right to business, but he had a busy day ahead.

“Good morning, Derrick. Two things. First, Zelenskyy is coming in for yet another trip to Washington. Ukraine’s counteroffensive is not off to a good start, and he wants more money. The President is inclined to give it to him, but the Republican Congress is starting to balk at the continued requests. Plus, he doesn’t seem to understand that Congress can’t do any business with a temporary speaker at the helm, so his requests will have no place to go until a new Speaker of the House is elected.”

McFarland nodded. The current status of the House of Representatives was chaotic to say the least. It would be interesting to see who would become the next Speaker.

McFarland wasn’t sure where this was going. Protection of foreign dignitaries fell to the Secret Service, which was under the Department of Homeland Security, not the DOJ. He felt sure that Zhèng knew this and didn’t want to offend the man by suggesting that he simply ask the Secret Service office at the White House to make those arrangements.

“Sorry, Zelenskyy’s repeated pestering for money is getting thin over here. I’m venting. The President is concerned about the unsettled Congress. He wants a change there, like flipping the majority to the Democrats during the first of the year.”

“Doesn’t he want to wait and see who gets the speakership?”

“No. With the conservative caucus there, it’s unlikely to be someone as moderate as the previous Speaker. He’d like to see more Republicans resign, and we understand you might have some files that could persuade some of them to do so.”

Well, that was blunt and to the point. 

“Umm, yes, we have files on all congressmen and senators, just as we have on every federal employee. I’m not sure there’s anything in them that could be used to persuade them to leave, or else it might have already been used. Perhaps dangling the enticing carrot of a new position might work better. A university presidency. A top think-tank position.”

He was being truthful about the DOJ not having blackmail-worthy materials on members of Congress. Despite what many believed and the old stories about J. Edgar Hoover’s secret files, the FBI didn’t maintain this kind of material to hold over politicians’ heads. That was under the CIA’s purview where subpoenas and FOIA lawsuits could vanish into the “national security” sinkhole. Zhèng knew this all too well. McFarland knew they’d both been victims of CIA honeypot operations, although he’d never reveal how he learned of the other man’s victimization. Too much to drink in Washington’s social circles could be damning. 

He wouldn’t mention the intelligence agency. Neither man liked being reminded of his failings. Besides, “they” could be listening. 

“Well, see what you might have that could help. The second thing is the old man himself. He’s getting worse, but when he’s lucid, he insists on staying in the race. We need to convince him to move on.”

McFarland hated whenever anyone in the administration referred to Sidon as the “old man.” True, he was, but he deserved more respect for his decades of service to the country. At least, that’s what McFarland liked to think. He was well aware of the man’s enriching himself and his family through influence peddling across the globe and so-called business dealings with the Chinese. If Sidon hadn’t been so successful in propelling the Deep State’s global interests front and center, he would have landed in prison years ago.

“So, the adrenochrome isn’t helping?” 

The president, as well as others, had thought they found the fountain of youth in the blood-derived compound. However, after a couple of years, the users found themselves needing more and more for the same apparent benefit. Like opioids and aphrodisiacs, the promise at the beginning went unfulfilled in the end.

“No. We’re having to pump him up with amphetamines every morning just to get through a short speech or meeting in the Oval Office. At night, he’s wandering around the White House naked, lost, and unable to find his way back to his bedroom. The staff has started to talk among themselves, and non-disclosure agreements or not, word of this is bound to leak out sooner or later.”

McFarland sighed. He, too, had already heard rumors of Sidon’s marked deterioration, but the nighttime roaming within the residence was sad to hear. And what if he should escape his handlers and end up outside? He didn’t want to think about what the opposition media would do with that.

“So, what can I do? No one on the cabinet is willing to pull the 25th Amendment card and claim he’s incompetent. That would risk reversing everything folks have worked for.”

“You’re an old friend. Talk with him. Talk with his wife and daughter. We need a fresh face in the race, but no one is going to venture there as long as he’s insisting on staying in the race.”

McFarland nodded. “Okay. Let me think about how to approach this, and I’ll see what I can do.” 

“That’s all I’m asking. Thanks.”

McFarland sat back in his chair. He knew Sidon well. The man would resist any and all efforts to remove him from the ticket. Perhaps they needed to stop his meds. He would go down in flames, but that would also bring serious embarrassment to his family. McFarland had two other options. Option one was to slowly leak bank records and other documents to the Congressional committee looking into impeachment. If a formal impeachment inquiry were to develop, the pressure on his old friend might persuade him to step down voluntarily rather than risk full exposure of his family’s secrets. 

Option two at the moment existed only as a possibility. Perhaps, he could nudge things along the path of probability to make it reality.











CHAPTER FIVE



ARIC COMPLETED HIS second forensics practical in as many weeks and prepared to leave the lab. He looked about to see more than half of his fellow students still at their places working to complete the test. He felt good about his work and was surprised that he was among the first finishers. Until that point, he had felt under-prepared for the coursework. He was, after all, a senior transfer student from a fledgling criminology program at a small private college, and his fellow students had been with this top-tier program at UMSL since their freshmen year. If he did as well as he thought on this test, he’d know that he had earned his spot in the program through merit, not just Lynch’s recommendation. The idea that he was there because of the latter had bothered him throughout that first six weeks of school.

As he left Lucas Hall and headed toward Millennium Student Center to meet Jess, who came to campus to join him for lunch, he stopped just yards outside. Loitering along the side of the walkway was a familiar looking head of pink hair looking away from him. He shook his head. It couldn’t be. He had to be imagining it. Maybe it was just that shade of neon pink that caught his attention. It had to be someone else. Yet, that spike on top of the head seemed so distinctive.

Toni was the gay activist at his old college who had been part of a team dedicated to driving him out of “their” dorm. The guy had been a thorn in Aric’s side for the entire three years there. He had been involved in tossing eggs at them during one of their community praise nights in a local, lakeside park. It was at that event that God intervened and all of the assailants’ eggs broke in midair or within their hands.

Toni. You could spot him a football field away thanks to his bright pink spike of hair.

No way. Aric must be having a bad hallucination. Maybe he inhaled some fumes during the lab practical. Still, he pulled his hood tighter around his head and face. The last thing he wanted was a confrontation with Toni or a lookalike that would expose him to the gay crowd on campus. He enjoyed the quiet anonymity of being new and largely unknown on campus.

With his face mostly hidden, he hitched his backpack tighter to his body and continued on his way. As he passed the pink-headed individual, he turned his face slightly away to further avoid detection, but he kept the same pace. He didn’t want to act suspicious. Twenty feet beyond the person, he began to sigh with quiet relief when he heard, “Hey, that’s him. That’s Aric the Christian bigot!”

Toni’s voice was as distinctive as his hair, and that was the voice he heard. Aric took a deep breath and picked up his pace. 
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