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' A taut and suspenseful novel with adept twists and turns and an insider’s look into the world of the most powerful movers and shakers, TARGETED: A Global Swindle Exposed / Global Collusion: The Cover Up is an exhilarating roller coaster ride through the most influential and powerfully financial cities of the world. '

- BELL SOUTH PRESS, USA
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' Sharp and informative '

- ELOQUENT BOOKS, NEW YORK

Written under the pseudonym Frank (Franklin) Riga, Frank Riganelli's Targeted: A Global Swindle Exposed / Global Collusion: The Cover Up is a gripping thriller that delves into the murky waters of corporate greed, covert operations, and unchecked power. The story revolves around Anthony Brina, a Fortune 500 operations director, and Mina Kent, an ambitious business reporter. Together, they uncover a massive conspiracy surrounding a revolutionary genetic product the world sees as its right but is secretly priced beyond the reach of many.

The narrative is packed with twists and turns, as Anthony and Mina navigate a web of corruption, mysterious stalkers, and a deadly hitman determined to silence them. Riganelli masterfully blends reality with possibility, creating a tale that feels both exhilarating and disturbingly plausible. The book takes readers on a roller-coaster ride through the world's most influential financial cities, offering an insider's look into the realm of powerful movers and shakers.

With its adept storytelling and thought-provoking themes, TARGETED: A Global Swindle Exposed / Global Collusion: The Cover Up is a must-read for fans of thrillers and mysteries. Readers have praised the book for being "enjoyable, entertaining, and realistic," with many finding it hard to put down.
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Frank Riganelli is the author of the non-fiction book, How To Write A Novel, for first-time novel writers, and the thriller novel, Targeted: A Global Swindle Exposed / Global Collusion: The Cover Up.  He is a contributor (co-author) to the non-fiction book, Figuring Out The New Era: Dystopia 2024, and has authored a satire novella and a book of short stories in the love and romance genre under a pseudonym.
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How to Write a Novel: For First-Time Novel Writers is a practical and encouraging guide that offers aspiring authors a roadmap to navigate the complex and exciting process of novel-writing. This book breaks down the daunting task into manageable steps, making it accessible and less overwhelming for beginners.

The author covers essential aspects of writing a novel, such as brainstorming ideas, crafting compelling characters, building a solid plot structure, and editing effectively. The advice is clear and actionable, often accompanied by relatable anecdotes or examples that illustrate key points. It's a hands-on manual designed to help writers overcome common hurdles like writer's block or self-doubt.

One of the strengths of this book is its conversational tone, which makes it feel like a friendly mentor is guiding you through the journey. The exercises and tips provided are practical and can be immediately applied, empowering writers to start writing and keep going.

If you're an aspiring novelist looking for a straightforward and supportive guide, How to Write a Novel: For First-Time Novel Writers is a great companion to kickstart your writing journey. 
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Figuring Out the New Era: Dystopia 2024 by Jenson P. Bale and Frank Riganelli is a fascinating and thought-provoking dive into the societal dynamics that define our time. The book blends deep analysis, historical context, and present-day realities to craft a compelling narrative about the complexities of modern life.

What stands out most is the authors' abilities to weave together diverse perspectives—combining scientific studies, firsthand accounts, and compelling anecdotes. The authors' analysis is both alarming and enlightening, pushing readers to question assumptions about collective norms, technological influence, and social evolution.

Although some may find the topics unsettling or controversial, they are presented with rigorous research and care. This is a book that challenges you to see the world with fresh eyes.

Whether you're an avid reader of social commentary or simply curious about the forces shaping our era, this book is a must-read. It’s informative, engaging, and leaves you pondering long after the last page.
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The headlines for Monday, March 1 read:
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IFS MEETS WORLD LEADERS ABOUT META BLOOM

-The New York Times

-
[image: ]


Anthony sat relaxed on the sofa in his penthouse apartment as he sipped his morning coffee. He read about his company Innovative Food Solutions (IFS). The conglomerate was poised to become the global leader in the FoodTech industry and would become a power broker for their latest product. He grinned as he scanned the article that gave projections of the company’s stock – more people were adding it for their portfolios, and its price was rising steadily. 

His lifestyle was dedicated to his work and he looked forward to his reward of an early retirement. Little did he know his hard work and dedication would be betrayed making him victim to an insidious program aimed to destroy him.

The Meta Bloom project was the largest collaboration ever seen between the corporate world and governments and he wondered if it would go as planned. The rewards for success were great but so would be the fallout from falling short on IFS’s promises – capabilities to slow the aging process, and creating superhuman traits in people. It came at a fantastic cost. Talks between IFS’s international group and dozens of foreign governments had stalled more than once because of the cost of the product’s development. As beneficial as the product would be for mankind the cost was prohibitively expensive for all people to receive. Governments were interested in providing Meta Bloom only to select groups in their respective countries with a strategy that created elite circles with enhanced traits.

Anthony put on his suit jacket and grabbed his briefcase leaving for IFS in the heart of Toronto.

On the downtown streets he dodged traffic and listened to the morning news in his black BMW E36 M6 Coupe, reviewing an important meeting that day to discuss Meta Bloom.

Anthony had been with IFS for five years as the Director of Operations Strategy for Canada. It was a position he took after leaving a leading FoodTech company in Europe where he had worked for ten years. His role brought challenges he enjoyed tackling and offered him large-scale projects to lead offering the chance to give direction to the company’s future.

Having graduated with a degree in Industrial Engineering he later completed an MBA before returning to his career that was central in his life.

He was a regular at his gym and stayed in good shape for his age of thirty-seven. At nearly six feet tall with dark brown hair his physique was athletic and he occasionally wore narrow, hard-rimmed reading glasses that helped for long stretches of reading.

His career plan was to continue in the Canadian Division for the launch of Meta Bloom and transfer to the company’s international group. In the global offices he would advise facilities around the world on operations strategies and after ten years he would be ready for early retirement.

IFS had been making news for months with their revolutionary product. It was out of development and ready to go into production but despite the cost of research and development growing to be hundreds of billions of dollars the company was betting it was worth the investment.

Top people from around the world were involved in the innovation because of its cutting edge technology as scientists from various fields came to it, including PPE scholars in the areas of Philosophy, Politics, and Economics.

The World Health Organization (WHO) was involved and had concluded Meta Bloom was safe posing no health threat to its users, and with the endorsement the focus changed to peacekeeping between participating nations, requiring IFS’s government partners to attend meetings in the United Nations. At the Manhattan venue they shared their intentions in using the gene altering product as concerns still remained about further undisclosed experimentation with it.

IFS lawyers and scientists had marveled the world with their presentations of Meta Bloom and the benefits it offered. Nations were eager to receive it as they ran to queue to speak with the company, and with the WHO's approval IFS held the answer to problems faced globally but it was an expensive proposition.

The conglomerate’s newfound fame wasn’t without scrutiny as some felt it was in the interest of the world to provide the product at an administered, minimal cost. The sentiment was that the chance of a healthier life shouldn't be denied to those who couldn't afford.

It was a controversial subject that caused lengthy debates, from the needs of the species and nations in an international community, to the profit motive of a conglomerate in a free market.

The skepticism created an international consortium comprising leading people in science, FoodTech, finance, and high-tech manufacturing. The group met with IFS on several occasions to review their development work and verify the staggering costs, and today they met again.

Anthony passed the security guard as he walked through the glass doors of Canadian Place Towers.

The man in the blue suit and cap straightened his posture. “Good Morning, Mr. Brina.”

This was the home of IFS Canada's head offices. The building was a sleek high-rise in the heart of downtown among other office complexes of major companies operating in Canada and North America. With eighty floors and a mirror-like exterior it shone distinctively in the Toronto skyline.

It was the first days of March as dark clouds rolled in making the overcast sky gloomier than usual.

Anthony waited for an elevator as a crowd formed from the morning rush. He stepped in and hit the button for the sixtieth floor with the cabin filled of people working their mobiles.

The consortium had grown doubtful about IFS’s work and leery about the financial figures offered. The Meta Bloom deal was contingent on this group’s approval of its development, leaving Anthony to satisfy them knowing aspects of the project would remain undisclosed. It wasn't an easy task considering the highly qualified experts they were but he felt he was ready and wondered what their mood was like today.

He stepped out of the elevator and passed the reception desk.

“Good morning, Mr. Brina. We’re still making the headlines,” the receptionist said.

Anthony returned a smile and entered his corner office. He placed his briefcase on his desk and tended to his two Areca Palms.

His office was simply furnished with framed inspirational artwork on the walls, each with a slogan for the company’s strive for excellence. If the room could speak it would tell the story of its occupant who spent long days in it filled with meetings, conference calls, technical and financial reviews, and hours of monitor time.

He touched the telephone intercom. “Sally, can you send me the latest agenda for today’s meeting with the consortium. And the information the International Office sent me on it?” He worked through his daily routine checking emails and voicemails seeing a message from Mina Kent, a friend and professional contact.

Mina was a journalist from the United States he had known for a decade. They met in Europe when Anthony was attending conferences and stayed in touch, meeting up when time permitted.

His assistant's voice came through the intercom crisply. “I just e-mailed you the latest agenda of today’s meeting, Mr. Brina. And the International Office’s information is in your inbox.”

The deck from the International Office had been couriered to him – no e-copies to avoid any risk electronic espionage as some would go to great lengths to learn how IFS developed their revolutionary  product.

He got on the phone to Mina who was in town to cover the consortium story.

They planned to meet Thursday night at the Fairmont Royal York where she stayed, 7 pm.  

The international consortium was a group of four experts with a team leader from the media. His area wasn’t theoretical academics or high finance but was in television where he as a well-known personality. Sted Albright's broadcast New Discoveries looked at breakthroughs in technology and science making him known in North America and Europe where the program was televised. From the American Northwest he stood at six foot six on the slim side with a background in science before starting a television career in California. He was chosen as the consortium leader for reasons including his tact that would be needed in the high profile and politically charged project. 

The remaining three members were Alice Kneed an expert in food science, Mark Johnston who consulted to Fortune 100 companies on finance, and Gordon Finch who worked out of Cambridge University’s School of Technology in Advanced Production Technology Sciences.

Alice was from the Netherlands and was a member of the leading FoodTech organizations – the Institute of FoodTech Technologists in Chicago that was member of the International Union of Food Science and Technology, and the European Federation of FoodTech of the Netherlands. She was in her early fifties with a professional hairstyle and dressed in smart business attire.

Mark was a native of the American Midwest but spent most of his time at business hubs including New York and Chicago. At a height of five-foot six with his hair neatly parted he enjoyed wearing button down dress-shirts with casual ties and comfortable loafers, staying away from the Wall Street look. His work had him consulting to leading corporations in the world.

Gordon was a native of London who resided at Cambridge and traveled for research and consulting engagements. With an outspoken personality that enjoyed a hearty exchange he was six feet tall with short curly brown hair and was often sought for government scientific research projects.

Each of the members had been approached by a representative of the governments entering agreements with IFS. They were offered attractive remunerations to take time from their careers and focus on the new product’s development to give their approval. The agreements between IFS and the government partners were contingent on the consortium's endorsement as it protected the colossal investments in the deal, with the four representing a stacked team that brought unparalleled expertise and knowledge to the table.

The four arrived at Canadian Place Towers and announced themselves on the sixtieth floor before settling in the boardroom that offered a panoramic view of the city.

They sat at one side of the conference table putting Anthony alone facing them.

He knew the consortium was still skeptical of IFS and wanted more people to attend the meetings. The international group had considered this but thought it best to have one point of contact with the consortium to present a consistent message. He could always sense the group’s wary mood on this point but he was their one and only contact since the beginning of the talks, and they had grudgingly come to accept it.

“What do you have for us today?” Gordon said. He sat reclined in his chair tapping his pen on the table.

“I have information I just received from our international group, and I know you’ll all be pleased with it.”

“We still have the outstanding matter of the reconciliation of the cost of the production method – which you still haven’t broken down,” returned Sted.

“This will all be cleared up when you see today’s information,” Anthony said.

“I hope so, because your partners still aren’t convinced this technology should cost as much as you’re saying,” Sted said.

“Before we get into long discussions, can I suggest we stick to the agenda. You’ll see that all your questions will be answered. Let me start with the formulation. As you know we’re using some of the rarest materials, and their transportation and storage require the most sophisticated methodologies. You’ll be happy to know we’ve put a number to the cost of this. If you’d have a look at the report in front of you, you’ll see the information to back this up.”

“We’ll take this away and review it before our next meeting,” Alice said as she leafed through the pages. “Excuse me. This doesn’t say what the materials are.”

“If you recall our agreements with our government partners, they state we can exercise nondisclosure for materials in the production of Meta Bloom. It’s a proprietary item that'll remain confidential and the sole property of IFS. We’ve listed all the other materials of the formulation in the report.”

“You know this has been a sore point with the partners, and things would go much smoother if you told us which materials were missing from the formulation,” Sted said.

“As in our previous conversations, I’ll repeat that Meta Bloom has passed all regulatory requirements for safety, and is deemed acceptable for sale on a commercial basis.”

Mark replied, “IFS is asking a king’s ransom for this. You expect your partners to pay this and not know what’s in it?” He leafed through the pages as he spoke, scanning the information as intently as Alice was.

“This is a moot point. We’ve made it clear and our partners have accepted this condition. Can we please move on?”

The room was silent and the consortium frustrated.

“Thank you,” Anthony said. “Next is the topic of production methods. If you take a look at the report in section B, you’ll see the details of the production methods utilizing concepts in physics and energy.”

Gordon interrupted. “You’re telling me this information is different than the last report?”

“This information has been put together by our International Office and is the latest information on the project. If you go through it, you’ll see it answers all your questions.”

“I see you’ve outlined the catalyst reaction that incubates the materials,” Gordon said, his eyes examining the page.

“Our research group has conferred with people at MIT and Cambridge to confirm our experiments. I believe you know Foster Bensha. He’s at MIT and was involved in corroborating aspects of the science of the production methods.”

Gordon's gaze snapped up. “Foster Bensha? He and I worked together in developing a new fuel for NASA’s Generation III rockets. Are you telling me Foster has given the green light on this?”

Anthony nodded in agreement. “He’s reviewed our experiments and trial runs for energy generation and harnessing in the incubation process.” 

“I still find this hard to believe,” Gordon said with a congenial voice knowing a respected colleague was involved. “The cost of this technology is staggering and its effectiveness doubtful, which is why it hasn’t been researched for use.”

“I think you’re starting to see why Meta Bloom costs as much as it does. This deep tech is very expensive to sustain in a production model. If you have a look at page eighty-nine of section B, you’ll see the financial impact of this.”

There was a moment of quiet as the group flipped through the report.

“Two trillion dollars!” Gordon said.

“How do you feel about this?” Anthony said looking at Alice and Mark.

The two exchanged looks. “We’ll look at it.” 

“I’m guessing you understand the magnitude and significance of Meta Bloom. We have the answers for the future of mankind and it isn’t cheap,” Anthony said.

Gordon sighed. “Enough with the pitch.”

“I’m going to review this breakdown of figures and get back to you,” Mark said.

The next hour had Anthony address concerns from Meta Bloom's materials to the working of the processes' technology, but the discussion always came back to confidentiality of information and the fine points about the behaviour of the processes' tech.

“You’re all welcome to go through this information and get back to me with any questions, but I hope you leave today’s meeting with a better understanding of the financial magnitude of this. I ask that all of you treat that report as classified material. You have the only four copies made, outside of this copy I’m holding. Meta Bloom is classified by our government partners. If the report stays out of that blue envelope for more than thirty minutes it's information will dissolve.”

“What?” the four remarked.

“The ink used requires an ionic charge to stay legible. The inside layer of the envelope provides the charge. If the papers don’t receive the charge for more than thirty minutes the ink will dissolve, and any attempts to copy the report won’t be possible.”

“This seems somewhat excessive,” Gordon commented. “Even on the NASA project we didn't see such sophisticated security.” 

“The information in this report is very revealing, I think you’ll agree. We can’t take the risk of it being exposed.”

The group was chary about it and left to wonder about other secrets secrets being protected, even from them.

Sted knew his colleagues well enough that he should step in. “As the leader of the consortium I’d like to say that we’d be glad to review the report, and we consider today’s meeting a positive step toward alleviating the partners' concerns. Barring any problems in the report information, we’ll make a favourable report to the partners,” he said bringing the meeting to a close.

“That’s wonderful news. I’ll get in touch will you to schedule our next meeting,” Anthony said. “Let’s call it a wrap for today.”

The five gathered their things and began out the room with Anthony feeling relieved no major obstacles were encountered.

Sted, Alice, Mark, and Gordon filed out of the boardroom without a word. They'd suspected IFS was hiding something but that didn’t seem to be the case any longer. As they rode in the elevator they shared their opinions on the meeting.

“They’re being pretty cocky to keep back the secret materials,” Alice said.

“I’m betting this deal has layers to it we aren’t going to know about. It’s good to know Foster Bensha is involved,” added Gordon.

“I can’t imagine the partners entering into an agreement like this. There’s information that is simply kept secret. It doesn’t make a lot of sense.”

“This is a complicated one, there are different elements at play here. We need to be wise about it,” Sted said.

“I’m going over these figures very closely. I’ll be contacting each of you,” Mark said. “I'm going to look at the estimates made in the cost figures. Let me know when you’ll be at your offices because you’ll want to reference your files.”

The four agreed to talk later and were headed back to their respective cities to follow up on the report. Days of work laid ahead.

They reached the main floor and walked out of the building.
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It was Thursday night when Anthony left his office to meet Mina. He took the back roads to escape the evening gridlock and arrived at the lobby of the hotel calling her mobile.

The Fairmont Royal York was an iconic landmark known for its luxury and service. The lobby had a historic decor of antique designs, brass fixtures, and chandeliers – it was a popular place for visitors and prominent guests from around the world.

Anthony sat in the lobby and picked up a newspaper.

The headline read:
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IFS MAY NEED INVESTMENT OF THE MILLENNIUM

- The Wall Street Journal

-
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He was accustomed to seeing IFS in the news and occasionally glanced at articles for his name. As the Director of Operations Strategy for Canada and the appointed liaison for the consortium he was often quoted, always taking the news in stride.

Guests came and went through the spacious lobby when he heard Mina’s voice.

“Anthony!”

Mina was near five foot eight in her heels with sandy blonde full hair that reached her shoulders, and her eyes were a subtle blue that added an accent to her clear, natural complexion.

He walked through the lobby. “Mina. Nice to see you.” 

The two walked toward the EPIC dining room passing a stream of guests.  

“How was New York?”

“Good. Console gaming is buzzing about mergers and acquisitions.” 

Mina was in-the-know of changes and current events in the business world. She knew of things before they became news, which made her popular with those looking for an inside tip, but she was always professional with the information.

“I’m guessing this'll make you popular with the investment suits.”

“Not many people know I’m covering the story, and I’m trying to keep it quiet. How are things with you? Meta Bloom is moving along? I see IFS all over the news. I'm guessing your investors are nervous about the price tag.”

“Things are fine,” he said assured. “Who wouldn't be nervous about investing over ten digits in a new product? It’s to be expected. Don't let the analysts taint you. I’ll tell you all about it over dinner. Table for two?” he said to the hostess.

The woman stood behind her station in a black tuxedo with a white wing-tipped shirt and silver ascot.

She led them to a centre table as the aroma of French cuisine filled the air when the maître d' came to introduce himself – friendly service was their pride. Mozart’s symphony no. 22 in c-major played in the background and waiters glided through the room in their black and white outfits. 

The two ordered Blanquette de veau and a bottle of white wine, the maitre d’ pouring it for their tasting.  

“You must know the consortium has been feeding back questionable reports to the partners.” Mina started with her usual direct style. “Even I’ve heard about this through the grapevine. Is this thing going to happen?”

“What I’m about to tell to you is off the record, and you have to give me your word you won’t report on this. I’ll give you a formal statement but this conversation can't leave this table. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” she conceded. “So what’s happening with the project?”

Anthony was giving interviews in Europe when he first met Mina where they hit off  talking about trends in international business. She was a journalist for the New York Times doing freelance work for Bloomberg and Anthony took a quick liking to her down-to-earth way of thinking, offering him a reliable contact for releasing news given her professionalism and their friendship. He was the Directing Manager of New Production Technologies for Naba Corporation that was the international leader of FMCG in the confectionery market.

“As of today’s meeting the consortium is satisfied,” he said.

“But why have I been hearing so much skepticism?” She continued in a whisper, “Talk is that things aren’t the way IFS is presenting them, and–”

He cut her off. 

Their conversation would easily begin rumours.

“Just bear with me on this,” he said.

At times like this Mina's enthusiasm revealed another side of her, and although he wouldn’t admit it, Anthony found it endearing.

“It’s the consortium's job to be skeptical. We’ve not wanted to release information until we were certain of it, which has left them frustrated at times. Unfortunately, people on the outside are assuming the worst. They're not giving us the benefit of the doubt for all the expertise involved. IFS and the people we’ve brought in all have excellent track records. I think this is why the consortium is inordinately skeptical. They have to demonstrate their value. They're also experts in their fields. No-one but myself and a few others know how much they’re earning. I can’t tell you, but let’s just say if they’ve been managing their money wisely they could retire after this. And like I say, as of today’s meeting they're satisfied.”

“Why? What happened today?” she asked with her eyes pasted on him. 

“I presented the latest report from IFS. It answers questions about costs they had doubts about, and it goes through the nuts and bolts of the technology that hasn’t been seen in this amount of detail. Security is very tight. People would go to great lengths to know what’s on those pages. It’s like having the specs and designs of the Avro Air – a jet fighter ahead of its time.”

Anthony knew the consortium wasn’t as pleased as he was saying but considering past meetings their talks had a better tone. He wouldn't try to mislead Mina but had to present the situation positively.

“Meta Bloom uses tech that hasn’t been tried before, and it’s very expensive – and there are some doubts about it. To consider it for a production model is groundbreaking. We developed it and applied it for commercial use. I can tell you it’s been very expensive, and our partners have contributed a lot of money. This is also why the consortium is so hard-nosed – to protect the investment of our partners who are their employers.”

“What about the technology? It’s quite a mystery.”

“I can only say a bit I’m afraid. It’s all proprietary and confidential, and to be honest, you'd struggle with it if I went into details. But basically we need enormous amounts of energy to incubate the materials, and the incubation process is unique.”

“I don’t understand. Isn’t there enough energy available?”

“Not the kind of energy we need. We’re talking about a type of energy that isn’t used today. You have to appreciate our facilities are clean-rooms, like something out of sci-fi. We have to protect against biological contamination, static build-up in the air, and heat build-up from conventional energy sources. Then there are microwave and other higher-frequency signals passing through the air, and we have to guard them from interfering. This has never been done before. The tech is different than anything seen.”

“How is it different?” she asked, absorbed by his explanation.

“The requires a hybrid energy supplied at an exponential rate. It doesn’t conform to traditional consumption models like other technologies. The catalyst reaction that prepares for the incubation of the  materials requires vast amounts of energy. Once the reaction reaches optimum levels, the incubation process begins and creates the hybrid energy. The incubation process runs for days and the hybrid energy becomes increasingly intense to complete the incubation. Once the catalyst reaction triggers the incubation, it continues to provide an increasing energy that also feeds the hybrid energy.”

She sat back as her brow furrowed. “All this tech talk is a little over my head. Can you put it in layman's terms?”

“Sure” he said picking up his fork and knife, “but you have to let me eat before I continue.”

She smiled and they stopped to enjoy the veal.

“To make Meta Bloom we have to work with the materials in a particular way, and that needs a unique type of energy. The quantity of that energy, and supply for it, becomes greater and greater. This is why the project costs so much, in simple terms.”

“So for all the skepticism over the cost, you’re saying their happy today.” 

“Pretty much. Alice Kneed is looking over the materials list and formulation, but I don't imagine there’ll be any problems. The concerns over the incubation should be put to rest as Gordon Finch has worked with Foster Bensha. Foster was brought in to verify key aspects of the project. Today is the first time we’ve looked at details of the incubation that the consortium has been waiting for. Things are moving nicely to the next phase.”

“Well that's a relief. I was expecting to report Meta Bloom is bogged down to investor concerns. But you must know the government partners will watch this like a hawk.”

“I know. IFS isn’t worried. The international group is confident of their information.”

“I’m a bit surprised at your disposition. The impression is the consortium and IFS are at odds.”

“No, no. Like I said, it’s their job to validate this.”

“Hmm,” she commented doubtfully. “Can you say if the company is changing its strategy? I mean, if it’s so groundbreaking...” she questioned.

“I’d rather not speculate. I’ll put together a press release.”

“What about Meta Bloom itself? Can you tell me anything about it?”

It was a question people wanted answered but had given up asking for the privacy around the topic. 

“I’m afraid not. You know the door’s been shut on this. I’m glad people have stopped asking, and that includes you and your colleagues.”

“But anything you could say about–”

He interrupted her plea. “Please. This is a deal-breaker and IFS and the partners are in agreement. You remember what happened last time we released sensitive information?”

Mina's expression dropped looking bored. “I remember. Fear of mass hysteria by groups across the world.”

At times Mina's drive brought out the pit-bull in her that went for the throat of the story.

“You surprise me. You know how this could easily get out of control. IFS needs to be cautious. That's why we’ve had such tight security.”

“This is the story of a lifetime. Talk is, it’s going to change things like people can’t imagine. Can’t you tell me something?”

He sighed wanting to appease her and was silent a moment in thought. “Hmm” he murmured as he thought. “I’ll share this with you. You know Meta Bloom curbs the aging process.”

“Yeah, that much has been said, but what about the special traits?”

“Off the record, right?” he said with a suggestive glance. “I'll have no choice but to deny it later.”

“Okay okay, fine.” 

“Meta Bloom will answer questions about health that have been asked for years,” he said quietly. “Can we change the topic now?”

She scoffed in a wince. “Can you be a bit more specific?”

“Not really. People’s health as we know it will change. No more talk about it. How is your meal?”

She sighed in frustration. “The food is fine. If you’re not going to give me anything about Meta Bloom itself, can we talk about the cost? I’ve been doing this long enough to know investments of tens of billions, even hundreds of billions, are a lot, but they’ve been done before. Why so much controversy about the cost? There’s a big group of investors to spread the burden.”

“The figures I’ve mentioned are for the initial investment to get into the project. It  may sound like a start-up model with series funding, but that doesn't involve this amount of money. In those cases the figures are much lower because of the risk with
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