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      Thank you so much for picking up this book. This is the final book in the Are You Listening series, and I hope you enjoy it. If you do, Please leave a review at your retailer.

      I was hoping when I got to this book that the virus would be a thing of the past, so I could move past it, but unfortunately it is still with us, and here in WA state, we have some of the strictest mandates in the US.

      Several of my friends were forced to get the jab to keep their jobs even though they’d already had Covid, and our Governor really is working on a QR app as many places in my state are now requiring proof of vaccination to enter. Other friends who stood their ground were fired from their jobs even though we can’t find enough people who want to work in this state to keep things moving. I never thought I would see this happen in America.

      However, I tried to get beyond the virus as quickly as possible in this book and get to the real meat - the tribulation. Obviously, none of us know exactly what will happen, but I studied Revelation along with several commentaries and tried to stay as close to what I think will happen as possible. I did have to take a few liberties on time just so the book didn’t drag out, but I’ve linked all the resources I used in the back. I’ve also been told by ARC readers that Kat wouldn’t be worried up in Heaven - this is probably true, but I took a few liberties in that she would still care about what happened to Raven and the others. Also, some of have stated that the remaining believers aren’t called up with Jesus in the air. I looked at a lot of sites who discussed this and what I found was that there was no real consensus. This is one of those areas that no one knows for sure.

      This book is mainly fiction, but I have included elements that actually happened to me or my friends and are based on research I have done. I urge you to use a DuckDuckGo or similar browser as you research. I’ve found that Google censors a lot, especially more conservative voices.

      And if, after reading this, you feel the need for a lighter, feel good story to lift you up, you can sign up for my newsletter and get the first book in my Sweet Billionaires series for free.
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      Sign up for Lorana Hoopes’s newsletter and get her book, The Billionaire’s Impromptu Bet, as a welcome gift. Get Started Now!

      I’m giving away free listens. For every 100 subscribers I get on my Youtube channel, I add another audiobook for free. Plus subscribers get a chance to win. Subscribe today!
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      Numbers filtered through the television screen, each representing a life. Daman Caturix saw them all; he knew who was obedient, who was obstinate, who would live and who would die. Things were moving in the right direction, but still not fast enough.

      “Samael,” he called, his fingers tapping against the arm of his throne.

      “Yes, my lord?” The demon bowed before him.

      “I need you to make sure those in charge are encouraging more mandates. For public safety, of course. It appears that some people are too fearful, too unpredictable, especially in America.”

      “Yes, my lord.”

      Dr. Goodman had claimed mandating the shot would unite them, bring them together, but it was creating more division than ever, and while Daman delighted in division, this kind was not acceptable. This kind was showing him that the people so focused on losing their freedom and fighting for their choice would be reluctant to take his mark when it was time. He had no tolerance for those who would not bow to him, those who would never take his mark, and that meant they had no place in his world.

      He shifted his attention to Australia and smiled. Here the plan was working exceptionally well. Containment camps had been set up for those who refused to submit, and the penalty was excessive. Strict lockdowns forced the people not only to remain close to their home, but to inform police of their whereabouts and who they were in contact with. Most importantly, those in charge had enforced a pass in order to work, to shop, to live life essentially. Perhaps that was the answer. Perhaps Americans would give up this notion of freedom and liberty if their livelihood was at stake.

      “Samael,” he called again, bringing the demon before him once more.

      “Yes, my lord?” His loyalty was dogmatic, endearing. It was why he had risen in the ranks to be Daman’s right-hand man.

      “How many of the states have set up a vaccine passport of sorts? The kind required to work.”

      Samael cocked his head as if thinking. “About half, my lord, but some are fighting it completely. There are some states that have thrown off fear of NCAV and instead decided to live with it. Seeing what is happening in other states, they are already writing laws to prohibit such a thing in their state.”

      “Then they must be dealt with. Swiftly. And tell the other states to press harder. We need to make sure the people will comply.”

      “Yes, my lord.”

      As Samael left the room, Daman stood and began to pace the room. It had started so well - the believers being taken from the world, leaving the rest in fear and confusion - a perfect place for suggestion and coercion. And of course, leaving those who would be more likely to follow him. But then some had figured out the truth behind the disappearances and begun rebuilding churches and sharing the word of God again. Again! He swept his arm, knocking over a large decorative candelabra and sending it crashing to the floor. For years, he fought the word of God, but every time he thought he stomped it out, it would slither back like a weed.

      But this time he approached it differently. The creation of the internet seemed like an innocent tool, but it was the perfect foothold into believers’ minds. Many believers were lulled to sleep, allowing him to shift the culture away from church and family and towards violence, lust, greed, and depravity. Anger had also spread after the disappearances, raging like an unstoppable fire, and he’d been hopeful that, coupled with the grief and confusion also circulating,  the combination would allow him to finally reveal himself and establish his kingdom, but he hadn’t anticipated the few who would have knowledge, who would seek out answers, and who would then sow dissent in his perfect plan.

      So, he’d had to get more creative. Viruses and diseases had performed well in the past, killing many, and sending shockwaves of fear and paranoia through the rest. Of course, he’d lost some of his loyal followers, but it was a small price to pay to take out the other players as well. After all, this was war, and sometimes you lost people to win the war. People meant nothing to him anyway. They were merely pawns, playing their part until they lost their usefulness or he became bored with them. Unfortunately, this virus hadn’t worked exactly as planned. Oh, it had taken quite a human toll, but it had only sowed fear in some of the population, not all. Ironically, the internet was to blame for this. The ability to connect with people around the world and to access documents unavailable before had led some to ask questions. And questions were never good.

      But sowing chaos was his strength, and he’d had an answer. Humanity loved to feel important and brag about their virtues, so what better way than to introduce a cure for the virus? A cure that would not only allow him to show his benevolent side and set him up for his takeover but would also show him who would be most allegiant. No cure is perfect, of course, but the seed of fear had been planted so deeply that he knew that even if the cure took out some along the way, many would still push it. And so far, he had been pleased.

      Except when it came to America. Oh, there were places following the plan nicely, but there were others who staunchly refused to take the shot regardless of the bribe. They’d ignored free items, money, lotteries, etc., and still they simply refused to do what they were told. And it annoyed him. He was used to being bowed to and worshiped, but these people refused to open their ears; to hear him. But he would win. He had many more weapons at his disposal, and it was about time he employed them.

      Steepling his fingers, he brought them to his lips as he watched the peons on the screen once more. A little more pressure and some violence ought to do the job nicely. A wicked smile spread across his face as he began to formulate the plan.
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      Brushing her dark hair from her face, Raven Raider paused her packing of the last box as a special report flashed across the television. As she waited for the inevitable bad news to grace the screen, she glanced at the comfort of Kat’s house - walls that had protected them for so long, that had shared their secrets and heartaches. She had not picked out the colors or the pictures on the walls, but she had loved living here, loved feeling close to Kat’s spirit. A sigh spilled from her lips as she remembered the friend who had tried to warn her to give her heart to God but hadn’t completely succeeded before the rapture. At least Kat had planted the seed that had pushed Raven to find Jesus after. And she’d left them this house, the place where they’d been able to bring people who needed a place to hide, people who had bravely shared the truth they knew even though it cost them everything, people who had been fired from their jobs for questioning the narrative.

      Though they had hoped to stay at Kat’s house a little longer, the murmurs of government agents securing houses and property of those taken in the rapture spurred them to forfeit their sanctuary. The whispered words ‘containment camps’ carried on the wind through the streets, a silent echo of the fear they all felt. Raven shivered at the thought of this cozy house, so quick to open its doors to them and protect them, becoming a prison for those whom the government deemed ‘a hazard to public health,’ and as she felt no desire to make it easier on the government to find her or any of her friends, they’d decided to move to the warehouse before anyone showed up. It wasn’t as comfortable: no fireplace, no pictures of smiling family photos, no memories of Kat, but at least it would be safer.

      The music announcing the news bulletin ended, and the camera cut to a well-dressed man at an anchor desk. Not a lock of his graying hair was out of place, and the smile he flashed at the camera was blindingly white. Image had always been important to the media, but the perfection of this man only triggered Raven’s sense that something was wrong. She sank onto the couch, tired but prepared for more bad news.

      She hated these newsflashes. Nothing good had come out of them for the last several months, and lately it seemed as if each new one snatched one more piece of freedom away from the remaining people, one more piece of humanity. Raven knew her freedom was not of this world, but it was still hard to watch it disappear before her eyes, like a paper turning to ash as the greedy flame consumed it. People of the past had bled and died for the freedoms that the current society now seemed so willing to give up.

      Swallowing a sigh, she forced the heavy thoughts from her mind. There would be more freedoms taken before Jesus’ return. The Bible had promised it. In fact, her life and the lives of those she now called friends would probably be seized before the end of this, but while she was ready to leave this world and get to Heaven, there was a job to finish here as well, and occasionally the news flashes were important to the fight they were in.

      “Welcome to a Special Report. By now, many of you have heard of Daman Caturix, the billionaire philanthropist who generously funded the lab research for the NCAV vaccine. It is my pleasure to announce the President of the United States has created a special position for Mr. Caturix. He will be working closely with Dr. Goodman on the NCAV team and will be in charge of the messaging and incentives as well as reaching out to other nations due to his business relationship with many of them. He is keeping a close eye on the other countries and their vaccination status as that is the only way to stop this pandemic.”

      The anchor flashed his cheesy, fake smile at the camera, and Raven inhaled deeply and shook her head. This messaging had been going nearly non-stop since the rollout of the vaccines, even though studies were now emerging that the efficacy of the vaccines were waning, and those who had received them were still getting sick. Many of the treatments Candace had used early on with success were wildly dismissed and labeled misinformation, and perhaps weirdest of all was that no one in charge seemed to be considering natural immunity. Because NCAV primarily caused severe issues for the elderly and those with compromised immune systems, many other people had caught the virus and recovered, but their natural immunity was rarely discussed, and when it was, it was always with the caveat that no one knew how long it would last and that it wasn’t as effective as the vaccines. Candace and Gabe, along with many other doctors and researchers they were in contact with didn’t agree, but voices of dissent were quickly silenced. Doctors who spoke out suddenly found themselves being investigated, losing their licenses, or losing their patients.

      “Because the country of Israel has now reached a ninety percent vaccination rate in their eligible population, the United States will be signing a special treaty agreement with them. They will get favored nation status and move to the top of the list when it comes to trading. Hopefully, this will encourage other countries to follow their example.”

      Raven’s body stilled at the mention of Israel. She’d never cared about Israel before the last year, never cared much about history or geography in general, but after reading the Bible and listening to Pastor Ben make sense of the book of Revelation, she knew this treaty was just another step closer to the events foretold in the Bible.

      The announcer paused and then turned a serious eye to the camera. The way he stared directly into it made Raven feel as if he was staring at her through her TV. It was so unnerving that she almost got up to turn the TV off, however, something told her she needed to hear this. So she forced herself to sit, and listen to whatever poison would come out of his lips.

      “Because our own population is falling behind where we need to be in numbers, the President of the United States has a special announcement.”

      The screen shifted to a picture of the Oval Office. The President, an elderly man with white hair, sat behind the desk shuffling papers. Raven hadn’t even voted in the last election because politics, like history, had never mattered to her. They still didn’t, other than the mandates and decrees they were passing down illegally, but she worried about this man’s health. She had seen videos of him in the past that portrayed him as a fairly moderate person. He’d been eloquent and charming. The office, or the virus, or perhaps just old age had robbed him of most of that. Now, he often appeared lost and stumbled over words. Occasionally, he even stated things that made no sense. Raven wondered if Caturix would somehow soon take his place.

      “Good morning, my fellow Americans. As you all know, we have faced a device...I mean a devastating crisis. Our hospitals are flowing...um full and they need your help to stop the surge. We are not doing enough, and so today I am issuing an emergency order that all employees who wish to continue working must show their proof of vaccination. Those who do not will be terminated… I mean relieved from their duties at the end of the month. The only way we get through this is if we all work together. It is time now to roll up your sleeves and do your civic duty.”

      Raven shut off the television as disgust rolled around in her stomach. As far as she was concerned, firing people for not taking an injection was unethical in any circumstance, but forcing people to take a shot that did not stop transmission of the virus and was clearly linked to dangerous adverse reactions in some of the population was something entirely abhorrent. This was not the country she had grown up in, but she should have expected nothing less. After all, this was the end times, the time John wrote about in the book of Revelation, and she knew it was going to get worse.

      She forced herself to her feet, her mind still spinning. Taping the box shut, she carried it out to the car and headed over to the new safe house. It was already filling up and she knew, especially after this new announcement, that more people would be knocking on their door soon. Without jobs, many would need a new place to live. Raven just hoped they could accommodate everyone.

      Pastor Ben Westley and Nathan Morris, one of Ben’s original congregation members and the man who helped find and secure this warehouse, were busy setting up food for lunch when she arrived. The sound of plates and silverware clattering filled the air along with the hum of soft conversation. A few women were helping to get the beds made and a few other volunteers were setting up makeshift tables for lunch. A feeling of camaraderie floated in the air, but it was still colder than Kat’s house, more impersonal. The commercial gray walls lacked warmth no matter how much they tried to make it feel homey, and the sleeping area, arranged with bunk beds to accommodate everyone, reminded her more of a temporary summer camp than an inviting permanent home.

      It’s only for a season, she reminded herself. When they finally reached Heaven, this short period on Earth would be nothing more than a faded distant memory, and that was something she could hold onto. Though she knew she needed to jump in and help, first she needed to find Gabe. As she headed for the back area that housed a few small rooms that now served as offices, her phone chimed with a text message.

      “Did you catch it?”

      She didn’t even need to ask what ‘it’ was; she knew Gabe was asking about the news bulletin. Ironic that he was texting her just as she was on her way to see him.

      “Yep, we better get prepared for more.”

      “We also need new phones.”

      Phones? What was wrong with their phones? Had she missed something? She had turned the tv off before the President was finished, but she didn’t think he’d spoken for much longer. She quickened her step towards his office; this seemed like a face-to-face conversation.

      “What’s wrong with our phones?” she asked as she knocked lightly on the door so as not to startle him.

      He glanced up at her from behind his computer screens. Gabe Cross was a virologist who’d been studying NCAV since the beginning. When he’d come forward with his knowledge that the virus had been engineered and deliberately released on the public, he’d been terminated, but their loss had been Raven’s gain. Gabe had proved crucial in their fight.

      “Hello to you too.” He pushed up his glasses and leaned back in his chair. Though he didn’t quite fit the quintessential definition of a nerd due to his muscular frame, he came close. His dark shaggy hair fell into his eyes, and Raven had yet to see him in anything other than old graphic tees that seemed to hug his frame a little too tightly and jeans that fluctuated between super tight and falling off him. “Governor Smythe created a QR code for phones which will be automatically downloaded by all major carriers. It will contain not only a tracking app for exposure, but your vaccination status will be linked as well and will alert the guards at stores that you are a threat. Only those with a green light will be allowed to enter.”

      Raven sank into the only other chair in the room, the weight of what this meant pressing down on her. She had known the time would come when she would not be able to shop, but she had not expected it to come so quickly. “When does it start?”

      “End of the month with the terminations. Evidently, it will also alert you when it’s time for your booster shot, and if you fail to get it, your status will be revoked until you do.”

      “Can you do anything?”

      Gabe looked at her, his eyebrows arched high on his forehead. “I’m not a computer genius. We need to find a hacker. And soon. We have a few people who took the shot who can get us goods we need for now, but they will only have until their booster time rolls around and then they’ll be locked out too.”

      Raven dropped her head in her hands. Why had God picked her to be in charge of this group? She had no idea what she was doing. She wasn’t a leader. Heck, she’d just recently become a follower. Breathe, she told herself, forcing a deep inhale. God had chosen her; maybe she didn’t know why, but she knew that He had. She forced herself to look up at Gabe, her head getting heavier every time it fell in disappointment.

      “Okay, I have some hacking experience. I’ll take a look and see what I can do, and I will put out a job post on the white web. Maybe we can find someone that way. Not that it will matter much longer, but how is it going with the luciferase?” She couldn’t believe that just a few weeks ago they were worried about how to replicate the material that illuminated under a blacklight and informed people of one’s vaccination status, and now they were already having to move on to QR codes and apps.

      He nodded and turned back to the computer. “I’ve created a compound that is pretty close. It should at least appear under black lights in the right formation, but I haven’t tested the safety of it yet. I’m not sure it’s even worth it at this point.”

      Raven could understand the frustration in his voice. A similar feeling coursed through her veins and throbbed in her head like a drum beat that refused to be silenced. Every time they seemed to be within one step of the mandates, the rules changed. How would they protect their people if they couldn’t stay ahead of the government?

      That is not your job. It is mine.

      The words resonated in her head, and she knew they were coming from God. It was not her job to protect all these people until Jesus’ return. It was her job to tell them that He was the only way to end up in Heaven after this was all through.

      She sighed. “You’re probably right. Let’s focus on treatment options for both NCAV and the reactions to the injection. That’s more important at the moment. I’ll see who can do the shopping for now and keep looking for a hacker. Do we even have phone alternatives at the moment?”

      Gabe nodded. “We do. I heard about some being advertised a few months ago but never thought much about them. They’re called Freedom phones and they aren’t monitored by the big tech companies. The creator actually wiped the systems out and rebuilt them, so apps can’t be removed or shut down and the government shouldn’t be able to monitor them. They weren’t cheap from what I remember though they were cheaper than new iPhones.”

      Ah yes, money. The root of all evil and yet a very real necessity, especially now. Raven ran a hand across her chin as she added yet another item to her mental to-do list. “Okay, I’ll see how much we have. Maybe we start replacing the phones for those of us who haven’t taken any shots and then we move on down the line as soon as we can. Even if we can only get a few, perhaps we can share them.”

      “Hey,” Gabe stood and walked around the desk to place a hand on her shoulder. “I know this isn’t easy, but I think you’re doing a great job.”

      She smiled up at him, thankful for his support even if she didn’t feel like a success at the moment. “Thanks. I just hope we get a break soon. I have a bad feeling it’s going to get tight around here.”

      “I have a bad feeling it’s going to get tight in a lot of places,” he said, and Raven knew he was right.
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      Courtney Bliss exhaled her frustrations as she sank into her couch and grabbed her laptop. Work as a nurse had always been hectic, but ever since the mandates had come down, it had been even worse. Most of the staff, like herself, had taken the vaccine when it first rolled out, but several dozen hadn’t for various reasons. Some had already recovered from NCAV and didn’t find it necessary and some objected merely on the basis that the government shouldn’t be able to force people to take something they didn’t want. All of them had been fired, leaving the workload to double for those that remained. Courtney understood that argument and, though she’d been tempted to quit in solidarity, something had told her she needed to stay. That she might be helpful from the inside though she’d had no idea how.

      She looked down at the business card she’d hidden in her pocket all day. It was a white card with black lettering, simple yet mysterious, dropped on her table by a woman she didn’t know during lunch. The card had piqued Courtney’s curiosity, and the urge to sneak away and pull up the website on her phone had burned within her like an ember that smoldered long after the fire was put out. She’d pulled out her phone more than once during the rest of her shift, but something told her to wait. To wait until she was off work, away from prying eyes and listening ears. It felt silly - the card held nothing but a website. A website labeled TruthSeekers.

      Though exhaustion dripped from her bones, Courtney was determined to figure out what this website was and why an unknown woman had given the card to her. As soon as her laptop powered up, she jumped to the website and began reading the attached articles. Whoever ran the site was good and thorough. There were documents for every claim and proof for every statistic, and Courtney found herself going down rabbit holes she had never known existed. None of this information had crossed her mind before, but, like puzzle pieces clicked into place, they made sense as she read them now.

      As a woman of science, she’d never been a believer, but nearly two years after the disappearances, she’d been unable to come up with a better excuse for what had happened to the people who were now gone. Nor had she understood the creepy push for vaccines from the government. The propaganda was everywhere - on every billboard, in every television show, in every meeting, and even on commercials on the radio. Courtney believed in vaccines, but she’d never seen a push like this before, and it had set alarm bells ringing in her head. There’d been a feeling that something was wrong though she hadn’t been able to verbalize it.

      But she was okay. And many others who had taken
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