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The White House was the symbol of America's power and majesty, and the Oval Office was the president's formal working space. Three large south-facing windows were behind the president’s desk, and a fireplace was at the opposite end. It had two built-in bookcases and four doors. The northwest door opened onto the main corridor of the West Wing. A Federal long-case clock from 1795, the Grandfather Clock, stood next to the office’s northeast door. The Resolute Desk, constructed from the timbers of the British frigate HMS Resolute, was across from the clock. The White House was the most protected building in America. Snipers, SAM missiles, drone killers, and laser alert systems were on the roof. Around the outside of the building were infrared cameras, bulletproof windows, specially trained guard dogs and Secret Service personnel, fortified special-mix concrete road barriers, and steel fencing. Inside, pressure pads in the flooring tracked the President’s movements, employees, and guests. The air filtration was protected from chemical attacks.

The morning after the election, President Ronald J. Thorne, seventy-seven, tall, overweight, stood inside the Oval Office and stared through the windows behind the Resolute Desk. The night before, FOX News had called the election for the democrat candidate, John R. Byron. 

Thorne wanted to return to the office by any means. He thought about his inauguration.

The Chief Justice reads the “Oath of Office.” Flags with a deep red background and gold weave letters that read: “ThorneLand” stand behind the Resolute Desk.

“I do solemnly swear...” 

“I do solemnly swear...”

“...that I will faithfully execute the Office of President of the United States...”

“...that I will faithfully execute the Office of President of the United States...”

“...and will to the best of my ability, preserve, protect, and defend the Constitution of the United States.

“...and will to the best of my ability, preserve, protect, and defend the Constitution of the United States.”

At the Resolute Desk, I address the country.

“The Deep State stole the election from me. But I have been re-installed as President. There will be no more elections. The Congress and the Supreme Court are dissolved, and I will decide the country's laws and what is true and false. Those who were disloyal to me, the RINOs, and those who dishonored me with impeachment, will hang. The United States of America is no more!”

A female CNN anchor says, “President Thorne had the Declaration of Independence, and the Constitution removed from the displays in the National Archives Museum today...”

A male CNN anchor says, “A Presidential Proclamation was released stating all guns would be confiscated because there was no Second Amendment...”

A male FOX anchor says,” President Thorne, today, placed troops around the entire border of ThorneLand to stop all immigration. This came as the President ended Social Security, Medicare, Medicaid, and dissolved the labor unions.

A female Fox anchor says, “The President said ThorneLand would never become a Socialist country. He also nationalized all corporations and had the state seize all private property.”

A female MSNBC anchor says, “Militia members gathered in the Washington Mall today for a rally. The army eliminated them with .50 caliber machine guns. The President released a statement saying they posed a threat to the security of ThorneLand.

A male MSNCA anchor says, “The President said that Asians, Black people, Jews, and Muslims are to be exiled back to their home countries because ThorneLand was a white Christian nationalist country.

My favorite OAN anchor says, “President Ronald J. Thorne is reinstalled as the rightful president! God bless President Thorne, and God bless ThorneLand!”

Thorne became irate. He takes the plate of chicken tenders off the Resolute Desk and throws it at the painting of Andrew Jackson. An aide entered.

“Is everything all right, Mr. President?”

“Get out! And close the door.”

Two years passed.

Across from Centennial Olympic Park, inside a top-floor suite at the Margaritaville Hotel, were several men. Ex-President Ronald J. Thorne reclined in a chair next to the long red sofa. Thorne had drawn the ire of every independent and liberal. They saw him as a foul-mouthed bully, a pathological liar, and a narcissist to be kind. Most of the criticism arose out of his own choices and behavior. While in office, he had an unquenchable lust for power and wealth.

At his political rallies, he played to the lowest common denominator and was quick to prey on the most vulnerable. Anyone who crossed him was the subject of his offensive jokes, wrath, and vindictiveness. Like his father, he had a propensity for white supremacy. Thorne reached for the food he had ordered from room service, a dinner plate of chicken fingers, and a Coke. 

“Not as good as KFC,” Thorne said.

John Eastwood, attorney, and advisor to Thorne, was a sycophant. He was still fixated on his claims regarding the previous election at the dinette table. He would do anything for Thorne’s attention, including continuing to rebel against the legitimately elected government of President Byron.

“Thank God Peter sent the corporate jet to Antrim, Michigan, with the Security Team. We’d never have known about the overwhelming evidence of voter fraud otherwise. The Cyber guys in Arizona were able to convince the legislature that there were software issues with the voting machines,” Eastwood said. 

He leaned back from the table and wiped his reading glasses.

“Our friends in the battleground states still insist the election was stolen, and so is FOX, OAN, and Newsmax. Matt regularly appears on Allen’s podcast insisting the election was stolen. Candidates for the upcoming November congressional and gubernatorial elections do too. Rubin’s been quiet since he was subpoenaed to appear before the Grand Jury in Atlanta. Too bad Stella wasn’t appointed Special Counsel,” Eastwood said.

“I appointed her, but the lawyers never completed the paperwork. I wanted to send the military to take jurisdiction over the voting machines. People said it was bad optics. I know more about optics than anyone. The White House lawyers said they would resign if I sent the military. I should be president right now,” Thorne said.

Klaus Kocher, seventy-five, had thick, old-man eyebrows above hooded eyes and a tight smile. He had a New York accent and was impeccably dressed. His right hand had a slight tremor. He had an icy, authoritarian demeanor but was obsequious toward Thorne. He needed Thorne to accomplish his agenda. Kocher led a right-wing PAC. He was a dark money contributor from the military-industrial complex and oil, coal, and gas conglomerates. He looked out of the room’s large windows at the Mercedes Benz Stadium.

“If everything goes as planned tomorrow, you will be,” Kocher said.

“Everything I said about the fraudulent election was correct. The proof is the Democrats want to pass legislation to keep the vice president from decertifying the results,” Thorne said.

Associate Justice, Christian Tomas, was seventy-three, a hefty black man with a pissed-off expression from years of being scorned for having abused his law clerk before they confirmed him as a justice. He had a deep, baritone voice. Like Kocher, he was steadfast regarding his religious and political beliefs, the wrong temperament for an impartial judge. He stood by the open bar and poured a drink. 

“How did Peter know to go there?” Tomas asked.

“Larry said he was positive they would find the evidence of voter fraud there during the meeting at his plantation in North Carolina, and they did. The Deep State was caught red-handed! Stella and Rueben built the fraud case around what they found,” Eastwood said.

He moved closer to Thorne.

“Mr. President, the Left fears you because they can’t control you. That is why they pulled out all the stops with the J6 Select Committee,” Eastwood said.

“Mr. President, Leo wants to see you achieve your America First agenda,” Kocher said.

Tomas moved to a chair by the windows.

“Because of Leo’s nominees on the court, we overturned Roe. The other conservative justices on the court agree that the answer to abortion is the Safe Haven laws. There’s no better way to accomplish a domestic supply chain of children,” Tomas said.

He took a drink.

“I’m concerned about the anger people exhibit toward judges now. People don’t want to live with the outcomes they don’t like. That’s why we need election integrity laws,” Tomas said.

“Leo, and the others like myself, who hold the actual strings of power, have been in this fight for a long time. We saw a problem in the 1960s when middle-class kids first got to go to college. They asked too many questions, so we decided to dumb them down. We dropped the educational requirements. The latest statistics claim that 130 million American adults have only reached a sixth-grade level education. We got the people to focus on sports teams, video games, shows about white trash, housewives of some city, and reality shows instead of the history of this country and the Constitution. We have Big Pharma overmedicating the people to keep them docile and under control. They’re happy because we let them have guns.

Thorne took a bite of a chicken tender. Kocher was relieved he missed the comment about reality shows. Thorne finishes the chicken.

“They didn’t go to the Capitol to hurt me. When I am back in the office, I will finish the wall. That’s what I do. I build things. After I’m president again, I’ll have the minorities finish my wall, a wall around the entire country. And Mexico and Canada will pay for it,” Thorne said.

No one in the room had the nerve to tell Thorne that the sections of his wall had already fallen apart. It was hard to be a sycophant and a truth-teller. Kocher gave Thorne a dubious look.

“Your spineless vice president could have prevented what we’re now forced to do. All he had to do was delay certification for a week so we could control the vote,” Eastwood said.

“He was so pliable all those years. I don’t know how he figured out that if he got into the limo during the peaceful protest at the Capitol, that...” Thorne said.

“Too bad the militias didn’t hang him at the gallows. Everything was in place. We had 147 congressional representatives willing to go along with us,” Eastwood said.

“If anything goes wrong today and you’re not reinstated, Mr. President, the other conservative






















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Award-winning Author

CARN ALLEN STON

Democracy is in peril!





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





