





















CROSSING THE RUBICON
		                      DAVID JOHN RICCI












David John Ricci   Saint Augustine, Florida 32086
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
[bookmark: Copyright]Copyright © DavidJohn Ricci  2010 - 2022
All rights reserved.
Including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.
Book Design | David John Ricci











[bookmark: Dedication]Dedication

For Jenna, my Muse, my Life, my Support System, my Angel, my Hope.

This book is inspired by:
Those who have enhanced my life. 
Those who have passed on and those who are sick.
Those with great talent and potential that were never recognized. 
Those who long for their dream and still believe.
Those who understand what it means to be an individual and follow no one. 
Those who believe in themselves and their own potential.
Those who believe that love is the most important piece of the puzzle.
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Love is born eternal; power is born within.
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[bookmark: Inception]Inception
 
"Life isn't about finding yourself. Life is about creating yourself." 
George Bernard Shaw


  	Small streams of light outlined the wounds that spread across a distended face in the dark hallway. An overweight man in his late 40’s leaned back against the door, drifting in and out of consciousness. Several shattered skull fragments shot outward as his head fell forward. The man's torso convulsed and twisted, thrusting the entire length of his body into the wall, cracking the joist within.

	The strength to pull his languished form around the corner, almost gone, he slid against the wall into the bedroom and began tearing at his clothes. His frame started to contort in intermittent spasms. Ramshackle and bloated, his eyes filled with blood. Shaking violently, the tumescent structure of flesh and bones dropped like a block of steel, forcing his head to slam into the concrete floor. Blood flowed from under the body and down the hallway, filling the mounds of mud and clothes left in his wake. A discharge of dark viscous solvent careened from his mouth and nostrils as the man’s body expanded and detracted. Tiny triangular shapes linked in a web formation created a pattern of netted slits in the flesh.

	The night was lousy with a heavy, oppressive heat that only Texas could push down on the weary during the long summer months. The torrential rain pounded through the open bedroom window, blocked only by a broken screen flapping endlessly in the swirling gusts of wind. Dank steam filled the room, permeated with the pungent smell of sweat. The body lay lifelessly on the floor as the metallic odor of blood and a mix of bodily excretions escaped from the misshapen form.

	Several hours passed, bringing daylight through the window, illuminating the thick multicolored rivers that lay fermenting during the night. The rank odor dissipated, birthing a fresh floral scent that whisked about the room with the morning breeze.

	Emma woke at 5:00 AM Thursday to the annoying sound of her alarm. She shut down the nagging phone on the nightstand and rolled over. She smiled, focusing on a more productive search through the covers to find her husband. Elated that he was still with her and not awake watching television in another room, she moved her hands across the width of his torso. Emma pulled back her hand in surprise at the presence of what felt like a substantial amount of rigid muscle, covered in a smooth, taut integument. It landed in what she assumed to be an unusual amount of sweat in the wet space between them. Lifting the sheets to check, she found a warm viscous mass of blood, bile, and mud. The eire paste had begun to solidify, creating a frame surrounding the strong, covered figure. 

	“Jake! Are you all right? What happened?” She questioned, concerned about the mess in the bed. Still unsure, Emma unraveled the linens and leaned toward the figure. “Is that you?!” She blurted out. The tone of her voice raised, becoming agitated and slightly more aggressive. 

	With no response from the lifeless body, she pulled back the heavy sheath of layered bedding to reveal the figure of an unknown man covered in marbled lines of blood and translucent fluid. 

	“Jaaaaaaake! Jaaaaaaake!” Emma screamed, trembling. She continued in a high-pitched waiver. “Who are you!?! Get out! Get the fuck out of my house!” Calling for her husband again, “Jaaaake!” She repeated louder this time. “Jake! Where are you?!” Hoping that her husband might be in another room. The man, naked, turned and sat up, a strange look of bewilderment in his eyes. “G…Ge… Get the fuck out!” Emma screamed, recoiling in terror. She tripped awkwardly, falling backward as she pulled away from the bed before colliding with the wall. “Who the Fuck are you!?! What are the Fuck are you doing in my house!?!”  She screeched with a blanket of tears pouring from her eyes. “Jaaaake! Jake! Help!!! Where are you?!” Not hearing her husband's replies, she started back at the man. “I am calling the police! Leave! NOW! Get out!” She looked down at the bed and the floor, trying to understand the horrific scene before her. It started sinking in that her husband was not responding. “The Blood…?!” She cried out, not able to finish the sentence. “Where the Fuck is my Husband?!! You killed him!! You fucking killed him! What did you do to him?! Jaaaaaaaake! Oh My God! Jake! Help! Someone! Help! Please God Heeeeeelp!” 

	The man leaped to his feet, confused. He grabbed the bed covers and reached for the wall behind him, unable to stand on his own. His body wavered, floating on wobbling legs, back and forth, to true his balance. Frightened and disoriented, he stared inquisitively at the wailing figure across the room. The glare and shadows of the blurred figure soon revealed an amazingly beautiful woman. This increasingly captivating siren was relentless in her nonstop barrage of screams directed at him. 

	Like being awakened from the dead in an amnesia-like state, the man felt an odd pressure in his head, that was more mental than physical. It was as though his brain was defragmenting. His mind, unwilling to cooperate, felt like he trying to push open a heavy door.

	Following her eyes as she stared at the thick pile of blood, flesh, bile, and clear fluid, strewn with shards of bone across the floor, he muttered, the only response he could offer, “Wha…t… is… that…?” He stood terrified with this hysterical young woman screaming at him and the river of gore that covered the floor from the doorway to the back of the room.

	His perception swam in and out of focus as each synapse slowly began to fire. For what seemed like an endless nightmare, his mind floated in a pool of questions until the clouded feeling started to lift. 

	The piercing sound of the screams made it hard to remain focused for a long enough time to piece the scene together. The man breathed deeply and blocked out the ambient sounds to let his brain push forward. 

	“Yes!” He blurted out. The Girl! He began to recognize her. Blond. Those Eyes. The Voice. The Room. The torn clothes on the floor. They were his… and she… This gorgeous naked sculpture before him… was his Wife…!

	In shock, he remained still. The fear in his face and eyes began to wane. The memories fully snapped back like the aftermath of a bomb exploding and finally coming to rest.

	 “It's me, hon’! It's me! What’s going on? Are you all right!? Are you having a nightmare…? It’s okay...! It’s okay…! What is that, on the floor? What happened to this room? Why are my clothes so fucked up?”

	“Get out of my house!” She screamed back at him. “Jaaaaake! Where are you?! Someone Help!” She stood with her back against the wall and reached to grab the phone to call 911. In a panic of misfortune, she accidentally shut it off. Fumbling to put it back on, she dropped it on the floor. Emma stood unmoving, afraid to take her eyes off the strange person in her room and search for the phone.
 
	“Hon', it's me! Who else would it be!” Jake said reassuringly. He tried not to move suddenly and scare her further. “Are you still asleep? Are you dreaming?” He quickly sputtered. His first thought was that he needed to find a way to calm her down. Speaking slowly, he continued. “I’m Here…it’s okay… there’s nothing wrong… Why do you think I am someone else…? You are scaring me… What can I do to prove to you that it is me… Is there something wrong with my face?”

	“Get out!!!” She repeated, screaming louder.

	“I don’t understand what you are seeing, Baby… Let me look in the mirror. Is my face swollen or something? Am I unrecognizable?” He said serenely, trying to keep her attention focused on waking up slowly, if she was, indeed, still dreaming. 

	Taking a small step forward, the man started toward the bathroom. Tears flowed down Emma’s cheeks as she backed away from him. “Don’t come any closer!” She screamed, picking up the lamp on her nightstand.

	“It’s okay… I am not going to hurt you… stay where you are… Can I look in the mirror to figure out what’s wrong…? …Is that all right…?” She shook her head back and forth, not wanting him to do anything except leave. 

	The man began to walk around the bed slowly. He reached down to remove the saturated bedding from his path. When he did, loose fragments of bone fell onto the floor. The remaining bone fragments were mixed with cement, caked-up mud, hair, and torn clothing. What looked like blood and possibly bile on the fractured floor wove in a marble design from the hallway to the bed. Turning his gaze from the abstract gore to reach for the door handle, he inadvertently glimpsed at his hand and forearm, both larger and more significant. 

	“What the fuck?!” The man said under his breath. Perplexed, he turned his arm to get a better look.

	“Please! Go!” Emma pleaded. She jolted backward, wedging herself into the corner of the room.

	The man moved faster, making a determined effort to reach the bathroom. As he did, the mirror displayed what the man could not believe was real. “This is wrong! What’s happing here?” He shouted to himself. A burning fear shot through his stomach. It was a cold and abrupt feeling, like turning to look through a window and seeing someone else staring back. He raised his fist to strike, not sure how to react. The eyes looked back, and the gestures moved with him. “What the fuck is going on?! Em, Em!  What the Fuck! Em, Help! Em!”
 The first thought was that this was his dream. A very realistic dream. Certainly, not hers, he thought, gazing at his reflection. For a split second, he assumed that it must be a two-way mirror. 

	He could hear her shouting at him to leave as he peered deeply at his reflection and then down at himself—shock set in, the more time spent staring. Tears rolled down his face. All he could believe was that he was crazy. ‘But how could that be… she saw it first…’ he thought, not him. He must be sleeping, that’s the only answer. He slapped his face… no red mark… nothing appeared… He picked up his razor and tried to make a small cut on his chest… but the razor didn’t make a mark… “This is not me… “ he said… the words felt wrong. Something told him that what he saw was true and not a ‘realistic’ dream. He was awake; he could feel it.  “Emma, what the fuck is happening?!” He shouted!  Call the Cops! Call 911! Now!:”

	Distraught and crying, she shouted back. “Get! Out!”

	He felt a kind of itch in his head. There was something else…. Something would surface soon… there was more… the how and why… He needed to calm himself… to think… He needed to calm her as well.

	Looking away from the mirror and down at his body, he examined his body further and in detail. The last thing he expected to see on himself was this kind of muscle and size. His stomach felt and certainly looked tighter. It was flat. He could feel ab muscle as he breathed in. His legs were much more significant. The strength of his mass was different when he moved from the bedroom to the bathroom. There wasn’t any fat ‘mass’ fat that had previously layered his poorly maintained body; it was something new. Something that in no way could be real.

	 “What the fuck!? What is this shit?! What the fuck is going on?!” he yelled. The man moved quickly out of the bathroom to show her. He needed her help to try and figure out what was going on.

	“Don’t move any closer!” Emma said. She felt empowered by the blind courage of her survival instinct. The iron base of her bedroom lamp was raised in the batting stance her father taught her as a child. She was ready to knock this motherfuckers head clean off. 

	The man, returning his attention to changes in arms and hands, walked into the bedroom with his head down. Thinking he was coming at her, Emma swung the lamp at him. Startled, he bent backward and fell into the bathroom wall to avoid getting hit. Landing on the side of the Bathtub, his whole body was revealed in the mirror. Emma stood over the man with the lamp still raised. Feeling slightly in control of the situation now, she took a good look at him. 

	“What are you doing, Em?!” Jake yelled. “It’s me! What the Fuck!”

	There was something in his voice, something specifically familiar. Although the diction was better and the voice was lower, it emitted a distinct gravel-like timbre. It could be him. She didn't want to believe it, but the way he spoke and said her name… ‘Was this really Jake? No fucking way this is real.’ She thought. ‘It’s not him. That’s fucking crazy.’ But he was the only person who spoke to her in that way or called her by that abbreviation. It was part of their private language. ‘It ’s not enough,’ She continued reasoning. ’It’s just a coincidence.’  

	“Hon! What is going on?! Look at me! How did this happen?!” Jake continued, now standing up near the shower in full view of the mirror.

	Emma was now more inquisitive after hearing his voice again, but she still did not believe it was him. She needed to know with absolute certainty, beyond a shadow of a doubt, whether it was him or not. If she were to believe that it’s him, there would need to be concrete evidence. Physical definitely! Most assuredly, he would need to know the most intimate details of their private life.

	Emma tried to suppress her fear as she crept closer across the bathroom threshold. Looking him over quickly, she pulled back. There was something. It looked like his birthmark, but it was misshapen and faded like it was healing. Above that, his tattoos were visible under the dried blood. He turned to look up at her; she panicked and screamed. “DON’T MOVE! ASSHOLE!” Then she jumped backward, trying to remain apart from him. 
 	
	“Baby, what happened to me?” he questioned, with his words drenched in fear.
 
	Still crying, unsure what to do or say to him, Emma noticed the scar on his right cheek. The previous Christmas, she winged him by mistake with a broken ornament. But anyone could have a similar cut. The curvature was unique. What were the possibilities of two people having the same scar, birthmark, and tattoos in the same places? Instinct took over. She surprised herself. “The scar!” She shouted.
	
	“What!” He replied, puzzled by her reaction.

 	“The scar on your face. It’s Jakes!’
	
	He felt the indent of the scar with the tip of his finger as he looked in the mirror.
	
	‘Shit!’ She thought to herself. ‘Why the Fuck did I say that?!’

	“What’s happening? Why do I look like this…?!” 

	“Who the Fuck are you, and why are you trying to pose as my fucking husband?” She said, cutting him off. “Why are you doing this?!”

	“I’m not doing anything! Why would anyone go through this much trouble to replace me? I’m a fucking nobody. I don’t have shit that’s worth anything. It makes no fucking sense.”

	"Maybe you’re trying to rob me. I’m the one with the money. It’s common knowledge.” Emma said, referring to her modeling days.

	“Em, I love you!” The Man said, pausing to catch his breath and exhale. Tears formed in his eyes as he rubbed the top of his head. Feeling hair, he let go and raised his arms, looking at Emma in disbelief. “I’m fucking scared! What can I do to prove to you that it’s me? I don’t know what the Fuck is going on!”

	“I need the Truth! Real! Fucking! Facts! I don’t know who the Fuck you are or why you’re Fucking here. But if you really are my Fucking husband, I’m not going by some markings on your body. You’re going to have to prove it to me!” Emma positioned the Lamp to swing again. CONVINCE ME, MOTHERFUCKER!”

	“What do you want me to tell you? Of course, it’s me! Who the Fuck else would it be!”

	“Fuck You! You could be anyone!”

	Panicked, the man reiterated. “I’m scared, Em! What the Fuck is happening!” The man sat on the tub's edge, covering his head with his hands, muttering to himself, and rocking back and forth.

	Surprising herself again, she lowered her tone. “Look… I don’t know what’s happening here… but If you are my husband, It won’t take long before I figure it out. If you’re not, I'll know as soon as you fuck it up.”

	Out of the corner of her eye, she could see the phone against the wall next to the console table. Keeping her eyes on him as he lifted his head to gaze back at the mirror, she crept over and snatched it. Clicking it on, the bright light and logo appeared on the screen as the phone booted up.

	“I’ll hit 911 if you make any sudden moves. I feel scared in any way, 911! If you say something and I’m put off by it, 911!  If you breathe funny, 911. If you get too close, 911.  All I have to do is hit the screen. Got it!”

	The man looked up and nodded, ‘Yes.’ 

	“I want to hear you say it!” She said in a stern and forceful demeanor.

	“Yes…” he replied… “Anything you say….” Frustrated, by how insane a turn his life had just taken, the man smacked the wall. “I just want to know what the fuck is going on!!!” He shouted.

	“I warned you.” She said, not pulling any punches.

	“Please…! Don’t! I understand! You don’t have to call 911.” Leaning his head down, he brushed the hair back off his face and let out a long sigh… “Judging by the situation, I wouldn’t blame you. I’m not sure what I would do if the situation were reversed. I would have already called the cops. Clearly, this fucking looks like an elaborate scam or some shit.” 

	“You’re fortunate, Fuckwad! If there weren’t a few things about you that made me question calling the cops, they’d be on their way. If you did kill or hurt my husband, you’re not getting away with it. I have resources to take you down and, if necessary, track you anywhere. Whether you kill me or not.”

	It was not a bluff. Her father, a retired State Trooper VFAS (Violent Fugitive Apprehension Section), Naval Investigator, FBI Profiler, and Private Investigator had more than enough ways to follow up, including access to the cameras in their apartment and the cloud backup, if he suspected something was wrong. Emma and her Dad spoke on a daily basis; their relationship was always very close. He would know quickly if something was awry with his daughter.

	“Get up!” Emma said. “Go into the other room. Sit on the couch. Don’t. Move!”

	He followed her instructions and got up slowly as she backed out of the bathroom to give him room to walk by her. ’I can’t believe she didn’t call the cops or her Dad. The man thought to himself. ‘There’s no doubt I would think someone killed my wife and was trying to take her place to either drain her financially or pull some truly fucked up shit or both.’

	As Emma followed, the man sat on the couch. Before she started the interrogation, she laid down one ground rule: He could not move or speak unless questioned. If this rule were to be violated, she would call the cops.

	The conversation started slowly as they talked intermittently for the next few hours. Ocassionally, reverting to the fear that engaged them equally. In the course of that time, the man mentioned, in detail, dozens of memories, jokes, feelings, relationships, and conversations, that were only known between them. As time passed, her guard started to come down.  A more comfortable atmosphere gradually entered the room between them. 

	Although this uniquely bizarre and insane situation had interjected itself into their lives, there was literally nothing to relate it to, for either one of them. They slowly forged ahead through this unprecedented event, realizing that what was happening here could very well be real.

	“I Love You.” She said. Not fully understanding why she blurted it out. But she was grateful it calmed her slightly. She could sense somehow that it was the right thing to do.
 
	“I Love You, More...” He responded. Smiling. It was their private call and response.
 
	Knowing now, that barring some mishap on his part, this was, oddly, very oddly, her husband. Even after several hours, she still didn’t want to believe any of this was true. But, she needed to move forward. For now, at least, she would cautiously accept that it was him. 

	Even with the slight fear of uncertainty still lingering in the room, she gambled on pulling herself down from the ledge. All she wanted was to put her arms around him.

	By this point, a few hours in, with his physical nature still evolving, he knew for certain who he was, memories and thoughts intact. The plus side of it all was that specific usual fears and phobias seemed missing or… “irrelevant’ he thought to himself.

	Emma continued watching and examining the man, assessing the situation more clearly, doing her best to reason with her substantiated skepticism. Through it all, she was beginning to see Jake behind the physical appearance, no matter how different he looked. She was starting to realize with a definite surety,… it was really him. As the hours passed, she felt confident in her instinct, her thorough deductions, and surprisingly enough, her feelings about this person. She finally smiled, her subconscious took over and Emma found herself repeating, ‘It’s him, it’s him, it’s him.’

	Looking Jake over, Emma could see that he was the perfect version of himself. He was physically perfect. Healthy in all respects. The Man continued to let off steam and talk under his breath when she noticed his teeth were now like pearls lined up as they should be, instead of the usual scattered coffee-stained mess. The hair lost through aging and genetics had now returned and was straight as opposed to the overtly curly head that plagued his whole life. He was much younger-looking and had a more significant, more intimidating presence. Certainly taller, about 5 inches or more, he had grown from around 5’ 7” to possibly about 6 feet tall.
 
 	Still very perplexed; eventually, Jake was able to calm down and, through this process, accept that all of this… was real. He assessed himself repeatedly. This bizarre physical change seemed, at the moment, like a change for the better. 
 
	Emma found the strength to move close enough to touch him, but when she did, she grabbed him and held on. He reciprocated. They stayed that way, afraid to break.
 
 	She let her hands flow free to examine his body, moving them across his face and about his transformed body.

	A sense of relief set in as they began understanding the impact this would have on his day-to-day life. No more pills, no more doctors, no more mystery ailments. No more allergies. No more money wasted on doctors, specialists, and medicines to deal with his issues. 

	Jake was finding it much easier to deal with stress. Including this major event. Something in his head was changing. As the hours passed, he felt rational, increasingly more logical… but what shocked him the most… he felt much more intelligent. His mind flowed instead of bouncing around like he had some kind of a short circuit or block. Fear was leaving him, and solutions were pouring in.
 
 	Jake was wrong to think he didn’t even have ordinary intelligence, but he was right about possessing an extraordinarily high degree of blind ambition and unique perception. It didn’t matter; he always felt feeble and wanting. ‘Ever the dreamer and never the success.’ That is how people saw him.  Although he worked incredibly hard, certain life goals somehow eluded him. If ever he found achievement, it was due to his Wife. Emma recognized his potential when very few could. She boosted his self-esteem with hard facts and showed him an accurate picture of life. She became the fuel in his engine as he began to understand who and what he was and whom he could become. It wasn't blind ambition anymore; those ambitions had now become truth.
 
 	Before Emma, his downfall was the lack of continuous, confident motivation. With every setback, he fell deeper into a sense of distrust in his abilities. As children, separately, Emma and Jake, were true Geminis. Doers and Procrastinators, Driven and Content, Motivated and Tired, both sides of the Coin. So when they met, that changed. A goal could and would be achieved, sometimes sooner than planned. But only if the idea had each other's full support and attention. Otherwise, it would drop like a rock and stop. 

	Jake worked for Industrial Bank. Another step over and seldom up on a long list of employers. He wasted his life moving from job to job, never following his primary goals. He kept getting lost in the day-to-day, existing and never living.
 
 	Emma, on the other hand, was brilliant. She worked for a small company owned by Harvard Alumni who saw a high level of potential in her. Despite her lack of a College Degree, she was extraordinarily cultured and intellectually mature. She had a desire and thirst for knowledge. The couple that owned the company utilized her brilliance and natural talent by putting her in charge of their Database Architecture, Corporate Events, Charity Events, and Training Facilitation, among many other higher-level responsibilities. She enjoyed the job and the anonymity the company freely offered her. Well paid for her expertise, she was admired by not only her employers but her co-workers; this self-taught phenom was now a highly regarded asset and resource, as well as a morale booster in the office.

	Her family, who loved her dearly, were highly educated, common-sense individuals. Even her cousins had achieved high goals in their fields. One, in particular, was working on a Bio Research Doctorate. These honorable and appreciative role models valued those qualities in her. Emma along with all of her siblings are cherished by their parents and each other. It is a tight-knit family that languishes in respect, camaraderie, enjoyment, and tradition. 
 
 	The family reacts like sponges regarding knowledge, with instant and incredible aptitude. Unlike the rest of her family, she only finished high school. Until she and her husband Jake moved to Texas, where she started online at a brick-and-mortar college, her time there was reasonably straightforward; she never lacked for A’s and always made the Dean's List. The hard work and stress were in finding the time to fit it into her life. Although she would never admit it, family approval was vital to her. She was on her way, a goal was set, and the ball was in play.

	During this time, she gained the respect and admiration of her Professors. The reverence was such that it was commonplace to use her research, data, and analysis as part of their curriculum. Upon finishing college, her company rewarded Emma by elevating her position to Director of Education Services.

	Her past allowed her to become an analytical thinker. This circumstance was now falling into her prevue in much the same way. Anger aside, she was able to put aside her emotion. She began to seek out the facts instead of continuing to react emotionally to the situation. 

	Emma and Jake spent some time cleaning up the bedroom and the hallway, unsure of what had happened during the night that could have created such an unnerving and horrific scene. They were concerned about the blood and bile and where all the mud had originated. The bodily fluids made sense if it was part of the transformation. But the mud they just couldn’t understand. There wasn’t a storm in the area last night, and the amount of mud was beyond what the sprinkler system would typically generate.

	The couple migrated into the kitchen when they were finished cleaning to prepare breakfast. Jake felt like he hadn’t eaten in a year and was devouring anything he could find to appease the ravenous feeling in his gut. After consuming a rather large breakfast, Jake returned to the kitchen to fill the hole, feeling uncomfortable and awkward in this new body.

	Emma, hoping to keep the conversation light, tried not to stare. The strength in his hands and the sinew trying to breach the skin in his arms drew her focus. She was finding it hard not to follow this surreal image that was moving and changing about her home.	

	She noticed that Jake moved with a certain grace, even in the simplest of tasks. The way he drank coffee and devoured the remainder of a large Eggplant Parmigiana Sub they had delivered before he went out last night. 

	The evening before, Jake had been in a rush and barely had the time to change clothes before leaving. He sped out for the night to play poker without eating or saying more than brief spurts of conversation. Never could Jake have imagined something this profound would occur in his simple and mundane life.

	Emma continued to dissect him visually. Everything seemed to be more refined in his body, manner, movement, thought process, and speech. He almost seemed to be in a state of subtle yet continuous change. He was growing and evolving before her eyes. A great work of art was being created in front of her. It was like a new life form was evolving in minutes instead of millions of years.
 
	Jake got up and walked into the bedroom, looking down at his newly acquired stomach muscles.
 
 	“Where are you going?” Emma inquired.
 
	“To look for some clothes that might fit,” Jake answered. 

	He searched the bedroom closet for the tightest pants he had never had the chance to wear and grabbed his belt. He looked for the smallest T-Shirt he could find and a pair of sandals. The pants were loose and short. He pushed them down, but it didn’t make a difference. He grabbed his ‘goal shorts’, which he never wore, from the bottom of the summer clothes. They fit lengthwise but were still loose. The T-Shirt fit reasonably well, but he realized quickly that he would have to buy all new clothes. He would need to wear something for the moment, so he walked out into the kitchen, cut a hole in the belt, and tightened the shorts so they wouldn’t fall off. Then put on his sandals, which were slightly small but fit well enough to go to the store but nowhere else.
 
	“I can’t go to work like this… We need to go shopping.”

	“You look messed up.” Emma laughed through her drying tears. The first glimpse of laughter was a good sign. It helped to ease the daunting situation that had overtaken their lives. The morning had been decidedly taxing and uncanny. In the last few hours, both of them had been floating in and out of periods of extreme emotional strife. This was the next step. They were finally getting back to being themselves.
 
	Emma got up, walked over, and kissed him. Running her hand down his chest, she smiled. She bonked him on the nose and turned to walk away flirtatiously into the bedroom. Jake made his way behind her, feeling good.

	Trying to collect their thoughts, each one looked in the closet for clothes that Jake could wear. Playing, they threw clothes at one another. Jake started to feel movement and growth in his body. It was an incredible sensation; he could feel himself becoming more powerful and capable. But it was also making it harder to find clothes that fit correctly or fit well enough to wear out for a few hours.

	“How am I going to go work like this? What the Fuck! I need to find another fucking job. What the fuck am I going to do?!” Jake, unwittingly, said out loud.

	“We will figure it out,” Emma replied.

	“Maybe… but… you might have you call and tell them I am in the hospital. It will have to be in another state, or they will want to check on me. Tell them if they are going to send anything to send it to the house because I can't have anything in my room. Wait! No! We can tell them that someone died and that I need bereavement time.” His mind was racing, going off on different trains of thought. “How are we going to pay the bills?” He sputtered. Jake hammered at each prospect relentlessly; he was unable to lock onto an acceptable solution. 
 	“Call them...” Emma cut him off.  “Tell them you’re sick and you have the flu. It will give us some time, including the weekend, to figure it all out.”
 
	“How and why did this happen?” 
 
	Emma grabbed him by the arm and walked him out of the bedroom and over to the couch. “Look at me! I need you to stay focused.”

	Jake looked at Emma and nodded, affirming that he would remain controlled and find a solution.

	Emma retrieved a notebook from her office and sat next to Jake. Adjusting her position, she sat cross-legged on the couch and looked into his eyes. She smiled, then spoke calmly, “Take a deep breath and let’s start at the beginning. Where did you go last night?”
 
	Jake followed her instruction and inhaled deeply. Letting the air out, he answered. “Like I told you yesterday. I had a half day.  When I got home, I watched some movies, then I went to Kell’s place for poker. He said some of the VPs were going to be there and asked me if I wanted to go.”
 
	“Did anything happen there? “Did you drink anything?”
 
	“I drank the Guinness that I brought.”
 
	“What do you remember last?”
 
 	“I remember that we were playing cards. Billy walked behind me with his chinchilla, and I moved my chair out of the way so he could get by and sit down. Then Billy grabbed several beers for the table from his cooler and put one down in front of me. I didn't drink it. I was done, by that point. I don’t remember the rest of the game. I do remember waking up at home, inside the apartment. I was standing against the door. That's it. Nothing unusual happened. Same as always.”
 
 	“What happened in between?”
 
	“I don't know… In between when?”
 
	“Do you remember driving home?”
 
	”No.
 
 	“You don’t remember the mud? Did you get stuck somewhere? Was there a flash flood? Did you drive off the road into the water?”

	“Not that I can remember? I don’t even remember getting in the car to drive home. I don’t remember shit from the time he put the beer on the table.”

	“We can call your friends later to fill in the blanks; then, we need to check the car.”

	“I need to call work now before it gets too late.” Jake slowed down to think. He dialed his boss and left a message. He picked his laptop up off the nightstand to email him as an added precaution and changed his out-of-office to a vague response with no return date to ensure his ass was covered. 

	“I know I didn't black out because I drove home. At least, I think I did. Maybe I did blackout! But I didn’t drink enough to get to that stage. I had maybe… two beers at the most. I just didn’t feel like drinking. Seriously, I have no idea what went down.” he continued.

	“What happened after you got here?”

	“I...I don’t know. I l remember leaning back against the door, as I said, and that was it. The next thing… was waking up to you screaming.”


 	“All right, here’s the plan; we are going to go over this until we are blue in the face. We’re not going to leave any stone unturned.” 

	Emma went into the kitchen, retrieved a bottle of soda water and sat back down. Jake got more comfortable, putting his feet up on the ottoman. She started slowly. “Let’s get you talking. I want to see if we can trigger anything usable. Worst case, we get nothing. Best case, we open the floodgates. Somewhere in the middle, we find at least one clue.”

	“There’s not much to tell.” Jake offered.

	“That’s fine. It’s not just you in this scenario. We are going to write down everything either of us can remember for the last few days and then build a timeline backward into the preceding weeks. The goal is to find something that may seem strange or out of the ordinary leading up to right now. People you met, bumped into, saw, it doesn’t matter. I don’t care how stupid or irrelevant it is to either of us.”
 
 	“Bowmor-lieffner… “Jake mumbled to himself incoherently. His mind started to race again, filtering facts into patterns. Rapid and organized. It looked like a spreadsheet in his head. The events were mapped out by day and hour. He realized that he didn't usually examine everything so conclusively. It felt odd, but it felt freeing.

	Emma noticed Jake talking to himself, looking off into nothingness as he stared into space. “Are you listening?”

	“I’m going over it…I am thinking about it right n’... I will let you know when I finish. I’m mapping it out.”
 
 	Emma shot him a slight look with a raised eyebrow and a bit of a smirk. Turning back to her pad, she began writing about what had happened during her week. There was only one thing she could remember that was abnormal. Driving, she saw a half-naked, bloody man walking down the street near her work at 6:45 AM. ‘Where did he come from? How did it relate?’ She thought, questioning the event. It just seemed too random; it could have just been an addict. The more she thought it was a dead-end, the more questions arose.
 
He appeared educated. His clothes looked far too expensive and conservative to be a run-of-the-mill addict.

He looked lost and bewildered as if he had escaped from being held captive.

He talked as if someone were talking back.

He was bloody with black on his face, neck and shirt. His body looked slightly contorted.

Jake had driven her to work that morning when she saw the man walking. 

She remembered that when the man turned, he had an abnormal cleft, and the right side of his face seemed more prominent than the left.  

On that morning, when they drove past the area, they heard strange sounds but thought the sounds were from the multiple factories in the area.

As she headed across the street to the coffee shop where Jake dropped her in the morning, Emma saw the man kneeling and writing on the ground. At lunch, she examined what he wrote, though it made no sense to her. ‘14% x (7.8p) a2-t17 ’  She took a picture of the equation to show Jake, and even as she retrieved the image to look at it again now, she still could not understand what relevance it may have to their situation.

 	 When Jake finished his diagnosis, they discussed her notes. Both arrived at the same conclusion that it could only have been a random event. Loose speculation, tying two variable sets of coincidence together to arrive at a possible conclusion. Even though the events looked similar to what happened to Jake, it was too random. They wouldn't have seen anything if he hadn’t driven her to work that day. Jake looked at the equation again; this time, he understood that it was only part of a theorem and meant nothing without the rest. It didn’t mean ugatz. Even with the equation, the guy could have just been nuts. Jake grabbed a pen and drew out his synopsis for her. Then wrote on the bottom: 'No conclusion'.

	They moved on to other theories, shooting each one down.

	“It’s not like we’re detectives. We’re just clutching at straws, Baby. None of this makes sense.” Emma sighed.

	“I agree. Nothing we have arrived at thus far has left us with anything solid. We need definitive clues. A real place to start.”

	“What we need to do, is weed out all the bullshit.”

	“Damn straight, Queenosabe! That’s why I married you, Baby! You’re smarter than the average Bear!” Jake said, laughing.

	Before they could work through another list, he received a message.

	“Is it your boss?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“He shouldn’t be in the office this early. Why is he trying to get a hold of you at this hour? You’re sick…”

	“Who the Fuck knows, with that asshole.”

	Jake read the message. '7 University Drive, Suite 9, 1 PM.’ “What the… Seriously! What the fuck is going on?” Jake reacted. Annoyed.

	“Who is it?”

	“It doesn’t show a fucking name. The sender's information is blank.”

	“What’s the message?”

	“It’s an address and time. 

	“What the fuck does that mean? It must be a Junk Text,”
 
	“That’s all it is… See…” Jake said, showing Emma the text. “A little more information would be nice.”	

	“Send something back.”

	“Fuck that! It’s probably just a bullshit text like you said.”

	Another text followed. ‘It’s real, not Junk or Bullshit.’

	“Whoa! Are we being watched? Emma inquired.

	The next text answered her. ‘Yes. But not nefariously.’

	‘Who is this?’ Jake responded to the message and waited. 

	‘Everything will be answered when you arrive.’ The return message prompted. 

	Jake, not satisfied with the response, replied back. ‘We aren’t going anywhere.’ 

	‘It is for your own safety.’ 

	“Safe from what?’ Jake inquired.

	‘The answer is at this address.’

	‘Please make the trip of your own free will.’ 

	“What is this bullshit?!” 
	
	‘This your decision.’

	Jake immediately texted back in frustration. 

	’Is this a person or some AI shit?’ 

	‘I am the only person with answers about your situation.’

	‘It is not safe to continue this encrypted communication.’

	‘All the surveillance cameras and audio from other entities in your apartment were shut down two days ago and put on a three-day loop of your normal activity.’
	‘I am ending and permanently deleting this thread.’

	“What in the entire Fuck was that?!” Emma asked.

	“I don’t know what’s going on. I thought we were on a track back to normalcy.”

	“Do you think we should go?”
 
	“Are fucking crazy?! We don’t even know who this is!”

	“We need to find out what's happening to you.”

	“Not this way!”
	
	“I realize that you’re not exactly digging this cryptic message routine and that whomever it is should just explain or call. But maybe, the issue is that they can’t.”

	“Why!”

	“Look at yourself. Do you think if someone has information about what’s happening to you, they will be safe freely chatting over text with us? It’s not like you’ve been hurt and someone saw it, so they want to help. This is something truly bizarre. What if you’re the target? What if you are not a mishap that they need to correct? What if you are part of something, dare I say, for lack of a better term, Good? What if this person wants to help and doesn’t want whatever Technology is in you to get into the wrong hands?”

	“I don’t know, Hun…. Who’s to say that we wouldn’t be walking into a trap?”

	“If you were involved in something, though nefarious means, you’d be dead by now or in their custody for some kind of testing. I think this person is trying to give us information before the people who might want to steal the technology find us.”

	“You could be right… But honestly…  this whole scenario from top to bottom makes no sense. Looking at myself, I’m still not sure this isn’t an ultra-realistic dream. What if whatever is in me is illegal? What if some international espionage type of crime has been committed? Shouldn’t we notify the police or homeland security to cover our ass? I don’t want to get arrested for trying to cover this up.”

	“I think this goes beyond that; we’re on a much different playing field.”
	
	“The law is the law; if we fuck up, we’re going to jail.”

	“What am I supposed to say when I call? ‘Hello, Officer, I'd like to report a physical change in my husband's body for the better. Oh yeah, and someone sent me an address and a time.’ “

	“Fine. But what about all the shit that said we were in danger?”

	“First of all, it’s not enough to go on. They have nothing to start an investigation. The text was encrypted. Now it’s gone. Deleted. They will think we are insane. None of this makes sense. They don’t know you or know what you looked like yesterday. They will just assume I’m nuts.”

	“It’s still better to report it. We could let your dad know and ask him what to do.”

	“The same scenario. How are we going to explain this to him? Hey Dad, look at Jake; he’s perfect now. We got some encrypted messages that are gone, saying we might be in danger. He will tell me, ‘Glad to see Jake is working out and healthy. The texts are partly just junk.’ I mean, what else is going to say? He didn’t live through this whole thing. My parents haven’t even chatted over video in months.”

	“You have a point.”

	“We need to find out what’s going on first. Then at the proper time, we can either report it or go into hiding. Because if it was one of our government agencies, we’re fucked. If they find out and this wasn’t supposed to happen. We will be walking to our deaths or, worse, dissection.” 
 
	“Let's do it. Let's find out. We will go to the address. We have nothing to lose… Look, Hon… I know, it’s fucked up, I know. It’s been a mind-bending-fucking-scary-day so far, and we have no reason to go. We are crazy if we do… But if this person is trying to help us, we should at least hear them out. They most definitely know more than us. Besides… Not for nothin’, but it will give us a chance to find out what the fuck is going on with you.”

	“You’re right….”

	“I don’t think they will harm us... you’re better, not worse. That’s what makes me think that it may not be malicious. I’m not saying ‘it’s not scary’ going there; it is… But there is a reasonable chance this person may be able to help.”
 
	“It's probably the CIA. They must have looked up the most uncoordinated, sub-intelligent, overweight, feeble guy in the country to try it on. To ensure whatever this might be that is changing me might actually work.”
 
	“No, Baby!” Emma said, smiling, with her hands holding his face. “They wanted the best!” ‘I need to keep my man laughing.’ Emma thought. ‘I’d rather have more levity than we need at this point. Who knows what the fuck is coming our way.’

	Emma wanted this to turn out well. After all the things they had been through in their lives, right up to this moment, it would certainly be an appropriate time.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 








CHAOS

 
[bookmark: Chaos]Chaos  
“A man should look for what is, and not for what he thinks should be.”
Albert Einstein 

	
	Standing on top of any hilltop, overlooking the flat expanse of Northlake, Texas, you could see for miles in any direction. Located just outside of Fort Worth, where Emma and Jake lived, there were several airports nearby, one less than five miles away and another two located within a fifteen to twenty-mile radius. It wasn’t unusual to hear and see planes or helicopters flying overhead. Trains also ran north and south on the east and west side of the city. They cut loudly through the landscape at all of hours of the day and night, breaking the vast stillness that endured.
 
 	When Emma and Jake first heard the whistling and the intermittent rumble, they hardly paid attention. But the sounds increased in volume. Something was steadily moving closer. As it continued, Jake’s senses switched into high gear. Emma looked at him, wondering why anything would seem so close. 

	Jake turned in the direction of the noise, and instead of his normal feeling of dread, he began to react. He lifted Emma, carried her into the next room, and put her down. He then blocked her, standing with his back to her, facing the doorway. The building began to shake. There was a loud crash followed by smashing glass and what sounded like an explosion. They looked up to see part of a plane engine crashing through the ceiling in the next room heading in their direction. As the engine moved closer, only Emma screamed. Jake stood staring at the ten-ton projectile headed straight for them. He understood there was no time to move; he wasn’t afraid. The engine began to crush up against him. He could feel the pressure but no pain. His chest was not caving, and neither of them moved from the weight or strain of the engine's thrust. He reached out to grab the engine as it began to crumble and stop. Stabilizing the impact to offset the force and prevent Emma from being affected. It was as if the engine had hit a solid object instead of flesh and blood.
 
 	Jake stood holding the crumpled mass, amazed but not by the event or that they were alive and unscathed. But because strangely, he began to understand the physics behind how something of this nature could happen. The most challenging portion was qualifying a theory to explain how his body, a light, and movable object, could withstand the impact without the slightest movement.
 
	Before this remarkable change in him, Jake was merely entertained by physics as a concept, something simplified in a documentary, but he would never have been able truly to understand the complex theory and math behind it. Right now, he did, and it seemed… simplistic.
 
	”Interesting…”  he uttered out loud. His mind flowed like a dynamic reservoir, unearthing and weaving through equations, theories and images. His thoughts unraveled, unconfined and free in mathematical surreality.
 
	On the other hand, Emma was still screaming, thinking he had been hurt. She became frightened and confused by what was happening—panicking, bordering on the verge of hysteria. 

	Jake pushed the engine away, then turned around and looked at her calmly. “We need to move.” He said.  “Let’s go; we need to talk to whoever sent that message. Something is after us or testing us.”
 
	 “Us!…Us!” Emma yelled. Her face quivered and fear boiled in her eyes as she stood crying and shaking. Jake impressed his confidence onto Emma so that she would understand. He took hold of her arms and stared promisingly into her eyes. At that moment, Emma realized that however unlikely, Jake could ensure their safety.

	As the ceiling started to buckle, he could hear the sounds of the neighbors and the apartment management yelling as they ran to make their way closer to the crash site. The children at the pool were screaming and crying. A mother's frightened wailing could be heard from an unaffected apartment above. Through the chaos, Jake could feel and sense that no one had been hurt or injured. He looked down at himself and noticed the lack of blood. As did Emma. The overwhelming, surreal aspect of remaining unharmed made her start to shake again. She put her hands on him feeling around, not understanding, and then dove in, smothering Jake. She squeezed him as hard as she could and wouldn't let go of what felt like warm, flexible stone. Jake picked up Emma and carried her over the debris. He reassured the onlookers that they were all right. Emma's head was lodged deep in his neck as she continued to cry. The police and rescue units arrived, rushing in to help the survivors out of the building. Screams of panic and cries from those trapped under debris echoed out of the cavern created by the engine. A thick cloud of dust and smoke filled the air in a three-block radius, billowing over the highway as jet fuel caught fire. Electric wires sparked through the water that gushed from broken plumbing lines. The rescue workers shut down the power and rushed in as Jake and Emma fled from the failing structure.

	News helicopters and vans circled the area for the next few hours until the site was under control. Insurance reps and ambulance chasers milled around helping some and looking for coherent survivors. 

	Black smoke lofted slowly along the ground as the police logged details from witnesses. Jake explained what he saw and felt, leaving out the implausible pieces of the puzzle. He thought about his appearance and clarified to the management and the police that he was his much younger brother and his ID was lost in the wreckage and rubble.
 
	After the police and insurance examiners were through, Jake took Emma to the car and entered the address they had been sent into the GPS.

	“Are you okay?” Jake inquired.

	“Yes...” she said quietly.

	“It's as good a time as any to check this out. We’ve got nowhere to stay for the moment.”

	“My sister said we could ride up and stay with her.” 

	“That’s fine; we’ll go over after seeing what's behind door number one.”

	“I don’t know how much more I can take.”

	“As great as my mind is working, believe it or not, I still have trouble comprehending everything that happened today. It’s a fucking nightmare.” 

	Jake brushed her face with his hand and smiled. Noting the tears streaming down her face. “There’s nothing to worry about.” He continued. “If we survived everything that happened so far today, we can get through anything. I’m never truly scared when I’m with you. You’re strong. Stronger than I’ll ever be. So, if I can make it, you’ll kick it in fucking the teeth.”

	Emma laughed. “I Love You,” she said as the tears dripped down her cheeks. 

	Jake started the Aston Martin, one of the couple's two vehicles, the other, a Jeep, custom-built to Emma's specs by one of her father's connections. The Jeep was outfitted with bulletproof windows and exterior. It possessed the ability to virtually climb a wall, if needed. Enhanced with an almost indestructible suspension and supercharged with a 6.2L V8 ENGINE, 707 horsepower, and 645 pound-feet of torque. Along with a towing capacity of up to 7,200 pounds. The Aston, covered in soot and debris, had escaped being destroyed when the engine hit the building. Jake acquired it through chance and one of many miscalculations by a very good friend. Jake managed to buy the 1969 Aston Martin DB 6 Convertible for a song on the backside of a bet during one of the weekly card games he attended with friends and colleagues. His lifelong friend, the infamous English Musician Seamus Black had found himself in a bit of a “situation.” The former Rockstar needed to liquidate assets during a recent economic upheaval. Unfortunately for Seamus, the downturn in the market turned around much sooner than he predicted, leaving Jake with a rather expensive and unique vehicle and Seamus on the losing end of a bet that led to a fiscally “uncomfortable” short sale.

	Emma and Jake drove up onto the highway, heading north to the address they were instructed to find.

	“I checked both cars when I was with the adjuster,” Jake said. 

	“How did the Jeep look?” Emma said, still shaking and holding tightly onto Jake.

	“There’s was nothing in it. No blood, bile, or mud... and there’s nothing in this car.”

	“Curious... Do you think the change may have occurred on your way in the house?” 

	“Possibly, but it will be rather hard to tell after the building was destroyed. It would take days of searching through the rubble to find any evidence. Assuming there is evidence to find.”

	On their way to the location, Jake continued to speak in a calm and reassuring voice. The address, about thirty miles from where they lived, was about an hour's ride through the traffic. During this time, Jake tried his best to slowly bring Emma down off the ledge. He discussed anything else to help keep her mind off the subject. Jake deflected enough so that each time they returned to the subject she was able to talk a little more. It was an exhausting process for both of them. Emma tried her best to divide out the acute degree of insanity while remaining focused enough to breach each hurdle and maintain control over her manic state. She thought, ‘I am as steady as humanly fucking possible.’ Given the circumstances and the severity of the day's events, she was doing better than anyone could or would be expected.
 
	While Emma was still clinging to him, she noticed his overall size had again increased, and his normal fear and dependence seemed virtually erased. Although she loved her husband as he was and enjoyed his quirky demeanor, she found herself attracted to him in a much different way. She felt comfortable with his new sense of calm and strength. She even found herself attracted to his new physical state. It was almost like he was always this way.
 
 	The Nolans could see the street sign up ahead when they reached the bottom of the off-ramp. Turning to follow the long thin road, the couple listened intently to the GPS as the Aston Martin crept slowly towards their destination. The building was hidden behind a row of warehouses off the main road at the end of an alley. The GPS assumed their goal to be a set of mailboxes, and it stopped. The couple followed the tar path that led to a gravel road that bent to the left, revealing a typical office suite. The modern building appeared to be built within the last 5 to 10 years. It stood in front of a large parking area backed by a dense tree line. There was a small box truck with about twenty vehicles parked randomly throughout. 
 
 	They pulled up in front and parked close to the main entrance. Jake opened the door of the silver Aston Martin and stepped onto the covered walkway. Emma stared at him, not knowing if she should stay in the car or follow suit. She watched as he stood assessing his surroundings. Jake's mind tore through dozens of scenarios trying to ingest as much information as possible. The clarity was unmistakable as he built a game plan with multiple contingencies. 

	Due to the arcane nature of the message, Jake expected the place to look more abandoned. He couldn't help but think that it must be the wrong place. After searching for several minutes, the somewhat cryptic office park signs revealed the number. The sign referenced large glass doors with several company names adjoined by their suite numbers. The suite number he was looking for had the name, Allied Modelers listed next to it.
 
 	Jake gestured for Emma to follow him. He wasn’t about to leave her alone. He also knew that he would need her ability to negotiate. She was fast on her feet, able to offer quick objective viewpoints, and had no problem getting people on her side. But more importantly, the situation wasn’t stable enough to leave her alone. Although she was a strong, capable woman, who could certainly handle herself in any situation, considering everything that just happened, especially with the engine, if something went down, he wanted to be in a position to protect her. Jake was hoping that nothing would happen. But the best-case scenario was to prepare for the worst.
  
	"C'mon, it's time,” Jake said, firmly taking her hand. “Let’s find out what the fuck is going on." 

	Emma nervously smiled and squeezed his hand to show solidarity. “I’m Ready.” She said.

	“This motherfucker ‘sgot a lotta ‘splaining to do, Lucy!”
 
 
 
 
 















STONE

[bookmark: Stone]Stone
"Skate to where the puck's going, not where it's been."
Walter Gretzky’s advice to Wayne Gretzky "The Great One.”



	Aidan Stone sat at a workbench putting together the last pieces of a handheld Nano-Accelerator. He let out a sigh of approval and smiled as he heard the Aston Martin pull up to the building. Stone turned to look at the footage from the outside cameras and saw Jake step out of the car. He watched as Jake stared at the facility, ingesting and analyzing his surroundings. Emma, muscling up for the unknown, stepped out of the car and slammed the door behind her as Jake signaled that it was safe to enter the building. Stone could hear the low volume of their footsteps as they made their way down the hall, occasionally stopping to consult one another. 

	For several decades, Stone had been working toward this day. A child prodigy, his interest had begun early in life. Still, it wasn’t until he began working on his Doctorate in Biomechanics at MIT and later with a Nano Technology Research Center that focused on Cancer and Degenerative Diseases that his theories and work would flourish to become tangible assets. Seeing the fruition of his discoveries would be a game-changer for Stone, reshaping the focus of his life. 

	He worked at several different facilities during that time. Building instruments, creating efficient research processes, and producing findings for his benefactors. He kept moving on to new research facilities, continually changing projects when the funding ended. Without another monetary extension in sight, the facilities would be closed down, and the instruments and data confiscated by the funding entities. He would be forced to start from scratch again or join research in progress. At first, he thought it was just the way it played out. Investors lost faith in the projects, grants were no longer available, venture capitalists backed other methods, etc., but after a while, his suspicions began to peak, and he first noticed a widespread problem.

	As Stone started to dig, the “Problem” soon became his primary focus, off the clock. He uncovered that although most of the funding was federal, other sources had been corporate. They weren’t the same ten or twenty companies, and there were only some affiliations, but not that many. Then he began to look at the type of research compared to the type of company funding. He put together two charts: The first chart showed the kind of company on the vertical and the type of research on the horizontal side. In the second chart, he listed the amounts on the horizontal and the funding sources on the vertical. He put them in order of their specific research timeline. Then drew a line and added points on the grid where the research started and ended. He stared at the charts trying to decipher the data, but nothing made sense. He worked for hours going back and forth checking the data; then it came to him. On a piece of glass, he rebuilt the second chart. Then inverted it and placed it over the first.  A slow build took shape, marking each development point. The companies crisscrossed, each company funding the opposite company’s research. It all fit together. Stone stepped back and laughed. The entire picture stood before him. If he was right, this was ingenious; they were using him as the catalyst for many of the steps forward in numerous technologies. His research and builds were the missing puzzle pieces. The objective was to move past and/or reroute the rungs of evolution in an effort to create the perfect human. At that time, he didn’t realize the extent and goal of the project, but it was enough that he knew he should stop and walk away. Something of this scope could only have a nefarious end game.
 
	The problem he faced was fatal. If he quit or moved on to something different, they would eventually find him and force him back. There were others like him, but removing at least himself from the equation would slow their progress. His designs were too valuable, and his work was so far ahead of the game that he would have to die before they would let him out.
  
	The only option on the table was to “kill” himself. The execution of such an event would need to be real in every aspect. Amid the apparent natural chaos of such an event, nothing could be amiss. If so, the consequences would be severe. 

	Stone devised his plan within a basic format. ‘No reason to complicate the situation.’ He thought. Just a simple out, a believable explosion. Each detail, perfect in its planning. For that matter, there could be no inkling that he may have devised any part of the illusion. Stone began this surreptitious undertaking, using only material available in the lab. Material that was part of a readily volatile process and related to currently endorsed work. Something that could, under the right circumstances, wreak havoc. The perfect solution, he surmised, would be to ignite an electrochemical fire. It was something that could get out of hand quickly, spread fast and infuse a dynamic explosion, depending on other chemicals and types of gas that were normal fixtures in a lab. Before setting his plan into motion, he laced the area with infinitesimal slices of bone fragment infused with his DNA. Along with microscopic particles of torn cloth, skin, hair, tooth, blood and fingernails. This would create the appearance that he had been obliterated for all intents and purposes. From there, it was easy enough to trigger the explosion remotely, making it appear that he had never left the building.
  
	He began creating a new life for himself in the months leading up to the explosion. Stone took this time to wipe any trail of the new identity being built from his old one. Since his time at MIT, he had been selling patents, designing, consulting, and doing contract work in several disciplines. Stone had earned enough to make himself very wealthy, and he would be able to use these funds to transition into a new life. He donated all his earnings to several charities set up by multiple investors from the pool of different identities he created. The funds were then funneled via offshore accounts, where he would keep the cash weaving through a plethora of investments, charities, personal accounts, and businesses until it was completely untraceable. 

	Stone, who preferred life off the grid, found it easy to base himself outside the center of the game.  A perfect remote viewpoint to keep an eye on the odious controlling pursuits of the flagitious entities he had uncovered. The building was designed to be completely self-sufficient. He layered ownership through one of his property management companies. He used other corporations that invested in or owned buildings and businesses of various sizes located in random cities worldwide. For the most part, the utilities were unneeded and used for appearance. The accounts were paid through a property management company to one of his privately owned green co-oped power companies. Power was generated through solar, wind, water, and electromagnetic platforms. Water was acquired through well water, then purified and softened through a natural salt crystal system. He then created several other businesses to fill out the space. It looked to anyone investigating concerns in the office suite that everything was above board and typical. He created several low-level frivolous reviews, inspections, and inquiries of four companies on-site to show regular human interaction. The location of the complex was out of sight and not in the eye line of surrounding buildings and roads. 

Even with these precautions, he was still leery of taking any chances. To cover his bases, he created a fortress: a living and working space endowed with specialized protections, armaments and redundancies. The facility was equipped with enhanced animated faux business operations to provide the illusion of everyday activity. Utilizing common actions, he used several different algorithms to yield endless combinations. The actions consisted of ringing phones, talking, moving, working, banging, machines running, yelling, alternating lights, slamming doors, windows opening, moving cars, etc. 
 
	The structure was a self-sufficient living environment. Stone used the unrelated companies he created to build the space, then he assembled the humanizing mechanisms himself. With all the functional pieces in place and an endless supply of money, this edifice was created with the notion that Stone could survive this way for an indefinite period. At a minimum, the objective was to live and work in a facility equipped to operate and evolve for a century. This included the optimal creature comforts. Spending 99% of his time locked inside meant every luxury and excess would need to be available. This included a gym, pool, theater, several workshops, power generators, a facility to grow his food, create lab-grown animal meat proteins, artificial intelligence, machine learning hospitalization, alternate water sources, socialization, and natural light cycles. To gain access to the internet at a high level, Stone acquired a section of the internet backbone within the structure of several of his corporations and formed another set of companies to manage it. Upon acquiring it, he created new technologies that would operate unseen and mask themselves as existing technologies. The new advancements allowed him to manipulate, develop, interface and observe at ten times the rate of emerging platforms. 

	There was a plan in place for outside activities and deliveries. If the occasion arose to leave the facility, Stone took different vehicles that he would purposely mar, wash or leave off-site for a few days. Any package that needed to be ordered was delivered to a store, a mailbox store, a separate building, or a post office box to keep anyone from purposely getting within a mile of the facility. 

	Stone did his best to avoid any kind of suspicion. The choice of location was somewhere he had never been and would never see another colleague or friend. On the off chance someone might recognize him, he painstakingly altered his appearance through a series of cosmetic operations at healthcare facilities he owned and then deleted any trace of the records. For specific procedures, he used AI robotics to complete the physical changes. He eventually grew his hair and beard long, adding biker impedimenta and tattoos. When the occasion arose to be in public, he wore a hat and glasses, along with altering his mannerisms and his gait. His gym regiment was steadfast, offering an obvious change in his physical appearance. Unintentionally Stone’s face, hands, and arms began to change over the years, acquiring nicks, scars, burns, and semi-permanent bruises from the various tools and machines he worked with and developed.
 
	In the ten years since he faked his death, Stone stayed as far out of sight as possible and off the radar of the AHSI (Advanced Human Science Institute) and their funding entities. AHSI was an institution similar to the CIA that focused on engineering, and just like the CIA, they were public and covert, above board and nefarious. 

	For years, Stones’ work had paralleled that of the AHSI. But unlike Stone, their efforts bore a death throttle for humanity anchored by two egregious ideals, two sides of the same coin. The initial plan was to create several types of automated, controlled, and tactical human drones, or for lack of a better term, “Super-Soldiers”, in AHSI corporate speak, they were referred to as “Enhanced Forces.” The second portion was a bleaching effect to numb entire populations into blithe submissive drones. When Stone had been trying to understand AHSI’s true motives, these two concepts fortified his theories and provided a common link. 

	Stone became aware of their work while researching the controllability aspect of his own work. AHSI was a specific research initiative funded by guarded, masked, and iniquitous entities. Each of these entities had been responsible for implanting a network of clandestine efforts dating back to the late 1800s. Carried out by influential personalities, religions, propaganda, politicians, world leaders, corporations, and monetary entities.

	AHSI had many failures in the course of implementing several of its agendas. Among the more serious failures were their test subjects. So much so, that they ran the risk of losing their anonymity. Eventually, AHSI built on the back of the military-industrial complex and began to use wounded soldiers from the opposing sides of the consistent backdrop of wars that riddled the world. They counted the soldiers as MIA. But as families began to investigate the missing soldiers, they moved on to the unconnected and the homeless, anyone with no interdependence, no family, friends, or people searching for them. A few test subjects had provided unexpected breakthroughs, where psychosis and physical ailments had been seemingly cured. Those test subjects were perfect and helped to align the two main phases of AHSI’s research. The first was ‘Growth’, which enhanced physical and mental capabilities. The Second was ‘Repair.’ The ability to regenerate quickly after something had been compromised.
 
	Three avenues were working toward the same goal. A triumvirate of knowledge and research. A one-way road from the corporate/government-funded labs, then onto AHSI, and finally to Stone’s clandestine work. The first two, completely unaware of the third. Stone realized at the onset that it was imperative to reach their goal first and correctly. 

	If there were any hope of surviving, he would need to be on the upside of this situation. There would be no way to stop corruption on this level. The only hope would be to slow their advances and subvert their findings. It would allow him time to move his work forward. 

	For the past five years, he monitored their findings within a series of hacks and attained access to coveted records where he could alter specific details and create dead ends. As they stumbled sideways, he let them work through significant mistakes and used their promising achievements to help move him closer to his goal.

 

	Aidan Stone was born along the Mississippi delta into an aristocracy. Though the family lineage had been one of wealth and education, they never fell in line with the separation in class that permeated the southern culture during the previous centuries. One of the first and only businesses in America to offer profit-sharing, bonuses, grants, zero-interest loans, and education, allowing their employees to build businesses of their own eventually. This concept helped the communities grow, obtain, and provide culture as they built an economic system. Stones’ ancestry dates back to Scotland before arriving on the untamed continent many years prior to the Mayflower. The family lived in small communities, making a living from creating, trading, and selling several types of libations. Over a span of fifty years, after arriving on the elbow of Cape Cod, the Stones made their way down the coast, settling for a number of years in various ports until finally making a permanent home in the delta. The family was an ingenious lot, who, through decades of innovative practices, developed a one-of-a-kind automated operation. This process, relying less on human interaction and labor, was expanded upon by each generation, offering an opportunity for the family to become immensely prosperous. After the Great Depression, Stone’s father, Eoin, a true southern gentleman, raised him to analyze personalities in various situations and form a hypothesis without judgment. This led him down a curious path where he found himself at a very young age, working as a consultant and mediator, fixing interpersonal, business, and legal problems for the community as well as building relationships through their dealings with a much more equipped and growing country. People inside and out of the small town where he lived, saw him as a prodigy, a savant instead of a jejune child like most of his peers. His reputation grew and would eventually help him to get into MIT. 

	As Stone’s mind developed in his formative years, he immersed himself in the energy and motion of the changing world. This time in his life was forged by an enlightenment in science that opened his eyes to the connection between all things. It is where his fascination with the universe and its correlation to subatomic and quantum exchanges began. This thirst for information was satiated by the monstrous exchange of information taking place in the latter part of the century. Allowing him to absorb and functionally understand not only Tesla and Einstein’s work but the paths where they would have inevitably gone. Stone didn’t see a seemingly infinite number of equations or theories, he saw paths, groups, correlations, and most importantly the big picture. Because of his father's guidance, he developed an acute sense of the truth in all things. A powerful mind that could view concepts from multiple angles and map how they existed within different sets of circumstances. With his wits clear and in tune, it had become time to move toward his goal and make his mark. Stone was positioned and on course to his Passion. 

	During his second year in High School, he developed his first Thesis. “The Enigma of Humans: Their relationship between themselves, the natural world and the Physics connecting humans to the Universe to what may exist beyond its boundaries.” which he submitted to his Physics teacher. The teacher, so impressed by his students’ work, passed it along to the local newspaper as a human interest story. He also sent it out with a recommendation to his associates at Caltech on Stone's behalf. Caltech saw it as interesting but told him Stone should apply through the proper channels. It was the newspaper article, that changed everything. It was picked up by the associated press and published in every news outlet in the country. Several magazines picked up the story and interviewed Stone and his teacher. The National Television News covered it as well. With all the attention directed at Stone, Caltech reached out with an apology and an offer, along with Stanford University, Harvard University, The University of Cambridge, The University of Oxford, ETH Zurich - Swiss Federal Institute of Technology, and The University of California (UCB).

	However, during the recruitment process, Stone was growing and learning at an exponential rate. During an interview with 60 Minutes, Stone postulated that he was on track to solving the holy grail of physics, “The Theory of Everything”. But with a caveat, to use it in a practical setting. He proclaimed. “Not only will l complete the theorem, but I will use it to reset the trajectory of humanity.” This brought in opinions from every corner of the scientific community. He was both ridiculed and praised. None of which, phased Stone in the least, he reveled in it. Within weeks, Stone’s drive to climb this uncharted mountain in science led him to key discoveries. Which every News outlet, magazine and science journal, was glad to publish.

	The reputation he earned led him to be directly recruited by MIT (The Massachusetts Institute of Technology). Who immediately saw his potential.  It was there that Stone would eventually accept an offer that was at a much higher level than any other university had assumed would be acceptable. MIT would allow him complete control over his trajectory, unlimited resources, and time with the greatest minds in the world. Stone graduated in less than a year with several Doctorates. He completed all his doctorate programs in 6 months, received his professorship accordingly, and started work on his own projects as well as work he selected from corporate-funded requests.

	It was at MIT, that Stone was first introduced to the interchangeable and vaguely tongued representatives of AHSI. These neatly dressed men offered him dream assignments and granted the school millions of dollars for the work Stone completed on their behalf. The monosyllabic former military machines would offer only the designated information and never diverge from their orders or break the detail they were given. During his tenure at MIT, talking with colleagues in other countries who had met with these men, he began to piece together and eventually uncover the atrocities AHSI had grown in every corner of the globe, no matter how well guarded. 

	In the ten years since he faked his death, Stone found different paths to surpass many of the AHSI goals and create something far beyond their expectations. He had initiated a significant first step in what would indeed be a revolutionary leap forward that only he controlled. 

	
































REVELATION










[bookmark: Revelation]Revelation 
“What you seek is seeking you.”  
Rumi (Jalāl al-Dīn Muḥammad Rūmī)

	
	Stone could foresee that there was something around the bend. It was beyond anything AHSI had planned or, for that matter, even what Stone would have thought would indeed become a reality. Tears rolled down Stone's face. This was a profoundly great yet undefinable moment. The possibilities were equally frightening and exhilarating.
	
	“Fuck…” Stone uttered out loud. His mind swelled with the memories of his ambitious youth. At such a young age, he had projected this moment as a distinct possibility in his thesis's conclusion. If something on this level had happened at that age, he would have raised the roof to celebrate an accomplishment of this magnitude. Yet now, to a scientist with Stone’s unique faculties and experience, he had become skeptical and rather conservative in his assessments. It didn’t matter how revolutionary the breakthrough might have been; he grew increasingly stoic. He knew there could always be a mistake or something else new, or it opened up another list of problems or achievements to be conquered. So now, at this moment, he found it strange that what he envisioned years ago just might happen and happen soon. Watching it all unfold filled him with an overwhelming sense of emotion, amazement, and child-like awe. Stone knew he needed to remain calm. It took everything he had not to jump out of his seat. He adjusted his chair, smiled to himself, and kept working.
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	Emma followed Jake into the building and down the beautifully designed modern stone and wood hall. Located behind the glass doors, the hall measured about 30 feet long and 12 feet wide, with two 10-foot-high wooden office doors at the opposite end. The walls were adorned with smooth manufactured stone and laid out in a design of paisley inlays. Suite numbers and company names were marked on small brushed nickel plaques. Streams of soft light shone under four of the eight doors, broken up by the movement behind them.
	
	Sounds of routine activity murmured from inside some of the suites, which seemed off-putting, along with the relatively normal appearance of the building. This was the opposite of what The Nolans expected. Jake searched for the suite number and saw a set of double doors at the end of the hall. The doors were smooth South American walnut with a glossy sheen and arched tops ornamented with black antique iron handles. Jake noticed Suite 9 etched into the right side of the casing, situated at eye level, but no Company Name was listed. He grabbed the handles, but the doors were locked. He pressed what appeared to be an elevator button about twelve inches from the left door at roughly hand height. The doors opened simultaneously, revealing an unlit foyer about six feet in length and eight feet wide. In front of them was a Safe with two interlocking titanium bank doors matching the height and width of the wooden doors. The Safe was mounted into a steel-reinforced concrete wall. It looked as though it had been created with an artist's eye and built with tech Jake had not seen before. It was a feat of engineering genius from the design to the implementation.
	
	They looked at each other, slightly bewildered. Ten seconds passed, and the Safe doors clicked. The sound of rollers and tumblers moved and stopped. Nothing happened. Emma and Jake looked at each other perplexed. After another ten seconds, they heard a hum, and the doors began to unlock. Seven additional clicks occurred before a loud metal ‘Bang’, and a ‘Thunk’ sound. Opposite of a normal Safe, the doors began to open inward. Light streamed through the crack along the length of the door, followed by a low hum of machinery in the background. 

	Jake held Emma close and guided her alongside him as they walked into the space. The opening grew more expansive, with a form coming into view about fifty feet from where they stood. 

	“What the fuck!” Jake said under his breath.

	The growing light gave shape to a large muscular man wearing biker-styled clothing seated at a stainless steel workbench, examining a small cylinder through a standing magnifying panel. A 3-Dimensional image hovered over spare parts and a robotic pair of hands mounted on the bench. A set of small tools and casings littered the table's surface. Peering out from under the man's shirt were tattoos covering his forearms. His hair was dark and straight, about chest length, with a beard, around 12 inches long, over his scared and weathered face. The man held the tube up to the light. His wide, thick fingers were adorned with scattered burn marks and torn dirty calluses with grease filling the cracks in his fingernails. A screwdriver sat clenched between his teeth as he turned to look at Jake and Emma walking towards him.

	“You’re looking good!” Stone uttered in a deep rasp with the worn driver still secured between his teeth. The timbre of his voice was strong, low gravel. Jake stopped and hesitated, not knowing what to say. He put out his arm to block Emma from harm. She grabbed him and leaned in, shaking but trying not to make it noticeable. Stone stood up, and Emma jumped. He pulled the screwdriver from his teeth and smiled, creasing his mouth slightly on one side.
  
	“Who are you?” Jake said with anger in his voice.
 
 	“Stone, Aidan Stone. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”  

	It was the first time he spoke his real name in ten years. Stone wanted to be as honest as possible with the Nolans, they were good people, and there was no reason to hold anything back. 

	Jake was the first person with this type of technology in his body and would be one of the only ones until Stone’s work was complete. The most important one.
 
	Stone’s plan was straightforward in its execution. It was nothing more than getting everyone on an even keel. He would move the entire population to the same page, making all other research null and void. Human evolution, stepping up to the next level. Perfect Biological beings. Killing any idea of super soldiers or numb drones. ‘“Enlighten everyone.” He theorized. “Create no reason to return to the sordid, corrupt past. Change history, give birth to a race that could take care of themselves.” Stone considered that if these assholes were intent on conquering and destroying the world in an onslaught of greed, repetition, and mass murder, he would see that his plan annihilated theirs. 

	Up until this point, Stone theorized, the human race existed as utter victims of their own stupidity. A race caught up in a repetitive mêlée; a hindered upward curve. In the thousands of years or more of existence, humans never truly learned from their mistakes. They consistently found ways to destroy themselves and slow their progress.

	He would remove that aspect. 
 
	This race would be disease-free, intelligent, forward thinkers, that were peaceful and morally on the same plane. Gone would be the perpetual convoluted rhetoric and misinformation. Instead of world policies being dictated by agendas of short-sighted greed and power, decisions would be made on a scientific platform. He envisioned that they would soon walk away from money and be driven by the ability to achieve true self-sufficient resources. Resources that would be built on a foundation of continuous technological progress. Long term, he imagined that this virtually immortal race would grow beyond this place and search for new ways to live throughout the universe and possibly beyond. In spite of that, he believed that their instinctual and intellectual ability to defend themselves would not be lost. It would be a part of their ability to preserve, protect and grow.
 
 	Jake snapped back at Stone’s greeting. “Finally meet us?! How the fuck do you even know who we are?!” 

	Stone smiled, reveling in his handy work. “Sit down, and I’ll fill you in.” 	

 	Jake crossed the room to move directly up in Stone's face. Emma tried to pull him back, but Jake turned around, lifted her, and set her down three feet behind him. Then he maneuvered back to close the gap between Stone and himself.
 
 	“Are you responsible for this?” Jake motioned to his newly acquired appearance.

	“I am.”

	“What happened to me?! What the fuck did you do to me?”

	“I will explain everything... Do you like the results?”

	“I need to know why and how I changed so dramatically to know if I fucking like it or not!”

	“I have been waiting for this day...” Stone said, smiling. 

	“Seriously! Answer me! Now!”

	 “Why are we here?”  Emma interjected with a nervous quiver in her voice.
 
 	“I asked you to meet with me for several reasons. The main objective is to keep you safe and out of harm's way. I will explain everything to you…and I won’t lie… you have no need to worry about getting to the truth. I have been waiting so long to meet you in person… It’s truly remarkable... You look great; you’re about five, maybe seven inches taller. The muscle tone is perfect; hair has regrown, facial lines have reset, jawline seems complete, your skin has enhanced and returned to a vibrant and tight composition….” Circling around Jake, Stone continued to examine him, smiling and talking to himself under his breath. He was impressed with the outcome. Excitedly, he pulled out a tape measure and held it up to determine the length of Jake’s jawline and then his arm. 

	Jake grabbed Stone's hand. “What the fuck are doing?!” 

	“Measuring how much you have changed in such a short period of time.” Stone replied as he continued to look Jake over, analyzing his achievement.

	“It’s fucking creepy.”

	“I’m sorry, my social skills are rusty. Let me get you some chairs. You’re the first visitors… really, the only visitors I have had since I built this place ten years ago.” Stone sprinted across the room and opened a large storage area, neatly arrayed as if it were in a model home. Wiping off years of accumulated dust, he returned with two chairs and put them down in front of his guests. Stone, Invigorated, smiled, rolling a stool out from behind the workbench. Leaning forward, he sat down on the edge of the seat and faced them. “Please sit down. There’s so much to go over.” 

	“Like what?” Jake said with an air of skepticism and even resentment in his voice.

	“I would like to tell you the entire story. It will make what you’re going through much easier to accept.” Stone said with excitement.

	“Fine. But don’t layer in any bullshit.”

	“Before we start, there are a few things I am curious to know.”
	
	“Such as…”

	“Have you gone over the basics?”

	“Like what?”

	“Let’s take this step by step… I trust the reason you are here is to understand what has happened. I assume you have considered that it may take some time to find out and be explained? I will lay it all out for you. I have a detailed plan in place. If you disagree with this course of action, how will you return to normal life? The people who know you will react to the change in your appearance; how will you explain it? How much time have you allotted to work this out? What will you do next if this is much more than you bargained for? Will you move away and start over with no ties to the past? In the immediate future, where are you going to live? Even if your place wasn’t destroyed, how would you deal with the inquires?”

	“How do you know about our place? Was that you?!” 

	“I watched the whole thing.” Stone pointed to the monitors. “...and no, it wasn’t me. But it certainly did test your abilities.”

	“Of course, we’ve thought about all of it! If you have been watching us, and I’m sure you have, you’d know we discussed it all morning. We are prepared...we’re fine. Your explanation better be damn good.”

	“I assure you, beyond a shadow of a doubt… it will. But you need to understand that this is more than an explanation. After you hear what I have to say and what I propose to do, everything may change for you. This is a very complex situation. The history is deep, and the factors leading up to this day are complex.”

	“What if we decide we want to go along with your plan? Which I doubt.” Emma responded.

	“If you agree with what I have planned, I will need to get a few things in place. In the meantime, you may not want to go out in public for a while.”

	“What if we don’t agree with your plan or your explanation? Can you change him back?”

	“Look at him. Are you sure you want that...?”

	“I want the original.”

	“Do you think he wants to return to what he was... going back to a lesser condition?”

	“I don’t know what I want right now. So get on with it. How long will this take?” Jake interjected.

	“That depends on you and how fast I can get through this explanation, factoring in your questions.”

	“You really think it will take that long to explain?”

	“Not only for the explanation, but either way, you’ll need to decide your future.”

	“Hhmgh…” Jake sighed in agreement with a pissed-off smirk. Still put off by the whole dilemma.

	“You may also… want to stay out of sight. Right now, it’s better to avoid anyone seeing you.” Stone turned to look at their devastated apartment on the monitors. “It appears you may need a place to stay. If you feel uncomfortable staying here, there are a few rather nice hotels within a half mile.”
	
	“We don’t even know you, buddy; why the fuck would we stay with you or near here for that matter.”

	“Fair enough.”

	“Get to the point. I want to know why you need to subject me to whatever you’ve got going on. I mean, seriously! What the fuck makes me ‘worthy’ of this… whatever the fuck it is? Why would you put us through any of this shit?”

	“What I am about to explain contains considerable depth. An ample amount of work and processes had to go down for something like this to occur. A considerable amount of history unfolded that led to you. Can I get you both something to eat or drink, before we start?”

	“No,” Emma spoke out, expressing her frustration. “What did you do to him?”

	“It’s a solution,” Stone responded. “I’m sorry if it seems as though I am dragging this out, but it is better if you know all the details.”

	“Then please, elaborate.”

	“Let me preface what I am about to tell you and explain that the unique events which occurred over the past twenty-four hours are twofold. They involve an antagonist and a goal that can only be reached through surreptitious technology. As vague as this ominous statement sounds, it does not make it any less real. Their strategy has been in play since before either of you or I were born, and the desired technology has been in development since World War Two. As far as the tech itself is concerned, it is only now near completion. This is the first time in history that technology matches the intent. More than that, since humans were conscious of life, sickness, injury, and death since they pondered their existence and began relating to each other, this has been the holy grail of humanity.”

	“You need to be more specific. What you’re spitting out sounds more like a conspiracy theory than anything else.”

	“I agree, and if I didn’t know all the facts firsthand, I would dismiss it.” Stone said and then paused to configure his thoughts. “The entities we are dealing with have long-term goals. Many of which have already been achieved. It started with oil, petroleum byproducts, transportation, global economics, and the transition through the industrial revolution into the age of technology. It involves the food supply, how and what we are taught in school, along with the control of resources, minerals, and chemicals. The events over more than one hundred and fifty years were spurred by greed, power, and a lust for control that eclipses any other time in history.” Stone explained.
 
	Emma broke in. “Are you serious?! I have heard this a million fucking times. What exactly are you trying to pull? You need to tell us exactly what you are getting at. Fast. If you weren’t the only clue we have right now to what happened to my husband, we’d be gone already. You better not be feeding us a line of bullshit, or I will come over there and tear your fucking throat out!”
 
	“It’s nice to hear your voice. It’s been a long time since a woman spoke to me.” Stone said, wincing, feeling strange about the way it came out. “It’s great to hear and see both of you. I have been studying your lives for so long I feel like I know you already. It is as if I am seeing some old friends. In fact, you are the closest thing I have had to friends in a long time.” 

	“You sound like a stalker! What did I just say!”

	“I know, it sounds gastly! You’re right. It is like I’m a mad fucking stalker… or possibly something far more nefarious. But I assure you, I’m not. I’ve been alone for a very long time. Some components of my interpersonal skills are slightly off-kilter at the moment.” Despair crossed Stone’s face. He fell silent, staring at the floor, his eyes closed, breathing through a long awkward reticence until he spoke again. “The solitude of the last ten years has been difficult. My life has been indulged in work around the clock, running studies, observation, development, and research….”  Stone paused. “Listening to my voice seems odd to me. In the past ten years, I have rarely spoken. I may say something out loud or speak to a cashier on occasion, maybe go to a bar and order a drink, but no matter the circumstance, I end up back in this cave. My work here is too valuable to let up for even a day.”
 
	“What are you doing in this place? It looks like an unfinished bank vault.” Emma asked, partly to ease the tension, but she also wanted to offer a jeering observation and let him know that he was still under scrutiny.
 
	“It’s my home, my workspace, and a state-of-the-art development facility—most of the instruments were built by hand. This part of the facility is very much like a vault. I constructed it …about… eleven years ago or so. It’s a very complicated story that I will get into shortly. The bottom line, I had to lead my bosses, colleagues, friends, and anyone and everyone I knew or knew of me to believe that I was killed in an explosion. After that, I needed a place that was off the grid and out of sight yet somehow hidden in plain sight. To create the technology that altered you, it was important to have access to certain amenities in a ‘comfortable’ lifestyle.” Stone let out a sigh of relief. He had waited so long to get to this point. It had finally come time to end a decade-long clandestine seclusion.
 
	“Why did you have to ‘kill yourself off?’” Jake interjected.
 
	“Look at yourself. Anyone with the ability to create this type of technology….” Stone said, emphasizing the intent of the partial statement with a shrug.
 
	“Understandable… I’m just not sure where you're going with the history lesson and this fucking story.  All I know is, you better get to the fucking point.” Jake said. It was evident by the agitation in his voice that he was starting to lose his patience. Although, on some level, he was beginning to like the guy. But he wasn't about to show that to Stone.
 
	“You’re correct; this is a history lesson, but it is imperative to understand the complete story. The actual history, without political viewpoints, propaganda, inaccurate reporting, fundamentally incorrect teaching, or spin. This is the way it is and always has been. The truth.”

	“Go on.”

	“First things first. Take a closer look at the world. You live in a society of complete contradiction. The governments, religions, corporations, media, etc., all suggest that they tell us the truth and are essentially on a high moral plane. Yet wars still wage, rape and murder are non-stop in one form or another, products are developed and produced that are detrimental to our health, race wars exist, and land wars are unending. A rationale now exists to destroy the planet while we debate over and quote ideals, important issues, the cult of politics, misinformation, and agendas that are nothing more than nonsense. We are ultimately led to slaughter by greed and conformity, with no benefits to humankind. We suffer our children and families to bad healthcare, terrible education, disease, and war, all of which are entirely criminal. It is complete and utter insanity. The simple fact is thatt greed, lies, and money have dragged us into this hole. We justify how we are treated and the insane way we treat each other by trying to base it all on some principled hypothesis that is an obvious fabrication. We follow it like lambs to the slaughter. We always have since the beginning of time.”

	“Correct. I agree that’s all true to a certain extent, but most of what you said is common knowledge. Assholes run the world; we all know that shit. But what does that have to do with my husband or what you have done?” Emma said, glaring at him, not yet calm enough to be patient through the explanation.

	“I understand your frustration, but please allow me to continue. The outline of this hypothesis may appear to be common knowledge that is categorized as either conspiracy or part of the fabric of human nature. What differentiates this particular theory is that it is truth backed but supportive factual content.”

	“Honey, let the man finish. I assume this is more complex than it appears right now.” Jake offered.

	“Fine. Go on,” Emma conceded. 

	Stone took that cue to proceed with what he saw as the binding concept. “Over the years, I have learned that the simplest solutions usually solve the hardest problems. Whether in physics, engineering, politics, or a friendly disagreement. The solutions to the issues we suffer through as humans are derived from one source, one common denominator, ‘individuality.’ 

	“What in the entire fuck….”

	“Yeah, ya lost me,” Jake added.

	“Individuality, as off subject or minor as it sounds, is the key. Although the core premise itself is simple, the theory is used over and over in multiple positive and negative variations. If we list them out, it becomes apparent and shows us how people can prosper through it or be held down by the lack of it.

	The media is the most common rendering tool responsible for creating the modern sans-individualistic society. In each society, the media has proselytized, indoctrinated, developed, and inducted leagues of lemmings, all void of individuality. These drones walk through life in the uniforms of their peer groups and speak the dialogue they have been given. They spout formulated political and cultural agendas and conform to the same ideologies. No matter how primitive the form of media was at any point in history, it has always been the same. Since the beginning of the societal concept, the general public has languished in the rhetoric they have been given, no matter the degree of hypocrisy in the words and concepts. They turn a blind eye to the truth so that they may feel comfortable and a part of a team. Giving up their individuality for untruths. In the current era, it has become easier than ever; media outlets are owned and/or dictated to by the controlling few everywhere. 

	Before the media existed, people were ruled in much the same way, by a lack of education, suppression, fear, religion, and manipulation through misinformation. Basically, they were lied to and controlled.

	The Military is an example of both the positive and negative concepts. Slightly altered for each country but built on the same premise of breaking down the traits that make each person unique and rebuilding them to elicit immediate compliance. Each branch or faction depending on the country, develops its military through an organized structure, each building its forces and agendas on conformity to maintain progression and safety. The negative effect becomes prevalent when the soldiers lose their sense of right and wrong and become drones or machines, knowing no life outside of their military identity. 

	On the other hand, militias often surpass highly regimented forces because they are unpredictable and mount their attacks using many different methods. It is the individuals instead making the difference.

	Cults are a negative yet prominent example whose survival is based on the absence of logical reasoning propagated by the loss of individuality. They are held in place by the breakdown of the individual to align them with specific rhetoric and agenda. In their most basic form, cults are no different and just as dangerous as the general publics’ lack of individual identity. They are essentially programmed clones predicated on false entities. They are simply manufactured characters. In some cases, they are similar to the aforementioned military personnel. 

	The workplace is a detrimental breeding ground where the modern human race comes together to struggle with individuality. They fight with themselves on a daily basis to understand which situation they should bend toward to follow suit. Should they conform and happily drink the Kool-Aid until realism rears its ugly head? Or analyze the workplace and build new methods to improve the company’s and their pier's situations. If they house themselves in conformity, sooner or later, this conundrum becomes emotionally draining, and they eventually lose their way. Workers become overwhelmed by the back and forth, whether they should speak out or placate the waste and stress. Ultimately, the paycheck, a means of survival, becomes more important than who they are or their dignity. Day after day, hammered over and over, under pressure until it takes its toll. They either leave or get fired. If they stay, they look forward to the periods of calm that lull them into complacency. Eventually, becoming numb and burned out as their brain chemistry begins to change. Their bodies fall into stress-induced decay, accelerated by poor diet. Too tired to fight, they agree to whatever comes down the line. They do this until it becomes ingrained in whom they have become, without question. Sadly, these tortured workers never find the wherewithal to speak out against the tyranny in their lives. Instead, they fall deeper into an ever more depressive state. Wandering through several forms of subtle addiction, developing phobias and disorders. They suffer mental anguish, trying to find their way out through therapy, self-help gurus, lifestyle changes, and anything else to relieve the pain until it’s over. They die broken, shattered by their lives, with no peace or a true sense of self. In the end, after they’re gone, there is another to take their place and start the process again. Raped by the process and their individuality stolen.
 
 	It takes five points of action to complete an agenda: Propaganda, Production, Performance, Presentation, and Distraction. If you look at it all objectively from an anthropological or scientific standpoint, you will begin to see bullshit (for lack of a better word) and how it manipulates each day's events. 
	
	Propaganda is the tool the media uses to subjugate. Poured out in the guise of News to create, reiterating human drones. I prefer to call them ‘Chuckleheads.’ In the everyday workplace, in the street, at the dinner table, at the party, at the cookout, at the bar, or on the couch, the masses soak up the blatant moronic babble and exaggerate even more Bullshit. This ‘Gossip’ and ‘Opinions’ about celebrities, politicians, world events, local events, war, politics, etc., are presented to the general public without qualifying research, out of context, and void of vital facts. These are based on very few skewed truths or simply zero truths. Propaganda is the rhetoric that gets the Lemmings in motion. It gets everyone's mouth moving, makes us pick a side, and lets us brainwash ourselves.
 
	Second, there is the Presentation, the Stage, the Circus, or as they are known to the general population, the Governments. Unfortunately, there are no functioning governments. The decisions are made in the offices of corporate hand holders and deciding entities. 

	It has been a long time since an unfeigned governing body was an actuality or if it ever existed. Governments that may have been built with a true sense of purpose eventually became as corrupt as we know ours to be now. Governments are a corporate-run chimera. They are a faux reality, a complete illusion. If you think your choice of a politician was elected, you’re sadly mistaken; they were put in place by the same people who funded the last ‘Elected Official’ from the other party you were told to distrust and hate. They push through the current agenda that the funding elements are backing and use the party philosophies to sway the public view. They understand that to believe their bullshit; we would rather feel as though were involved. We would like the agenda filmed, photographed, and media fabricated. Punched up by propagandists, spouting off in the media, giving us words to say and ideas to convey to our friends. Photos and videos to share and comment on. A great deal of spin mixed with falsification and misinformation. Without tangible evidence, the fires are stoked, propagating the lie to help us interact and feel as though we are part of something.  

	Third, is the Performance, given life through the Players, the Performers, and the Actors in the story. Politicians are, by trade full of shit. But even worse, they are far from actual people. They are the circus performers, following a script and ready to do nothing except what they are intended to do. Their lives are enriched through the benefits received when turning the screws on the common man. Sadly, the few politicians who care are without influence and are in place to keep us believing in the system. They act as noise, distraction, and misdirection, providing a buffer for the political actors who work off our short memories. We consistently forget that we always seem to have a problem with the current administration, who are running the same scams as the last hustling bodies.
 
	Forth, you will find the Production, the Politics, the Script, the Fodder, and this week's Game. Ridiculous entertainment, a show written and produced by corporations and behind the scene Showrunners. We follow this show with interest. Which Spin-Vision do you prefer to help elude you from the actual truth? The perfect spin to help you focus on what they prefer we take as fact, depending on which channel you regard as the truth sayers. Is it FOX, CNN, CBN, or one of the big three networks? It doesn’t matter; they are all the same. They are there to pull you into the Criminal Cult of your choice. It is entertainment for the masses. Designed to numb us and distract us. The ever-flowing rivers of baloney keep us at each others throats. These ‘Shows’ aim to keep us stupid, mad, and looking away from the man behind the curtain. The people who get heated over the day's politics are just wasting their time. The deals have always been done. Worse, the deals have already gone down. Charlie Rich said, ‘When we get behind closed doors and then she lets her hair hang down.’ it’s the same here; you're not going to see them with their hair down or find out what’s going on in the backrooms where the deals are made. There’s no reason they should show what is happening now. You can study it in school and build corporations to analyze it, but it is all still an illusion. 
 
 	Fifth, we are inundated with Distraction. A revolving door of disposable music, garbage movies, moronic television, idiotic toys, horribly rehashed fashion, poisoned food, boneheaded celebrities, fads, drugs, news, wars, politics, clothes, technology, etc. Facilitated by credit, loans, bad investments, high rates, and no controls. The clutter keeps us believing in lies and consuming the words and the products they have at the ready. We are held in a perpetual state of ‘boneheadism'. The idea is to draw our focus elsewhere while a world of shit is created around us. Bloating our minds and bodies, feeding us a contaminated reality on every level, keeping disease alive for profit, drowning us in garbage, raping our lives, destroying our planet, and subjugating us to an endless void of controlled chaos.
 
	We are left with only decay; our lives rent asunder, burrowed out, and replaced like a root canal with something that will be more destructive at a later date. As much as we believe we can think for ourselves, it is only a thinly veiled illusion. What sets us apart as humans is now becoming extinct.

	As our art suffers, we are continually force-fed garbage through the media’s trough. Nonsense is spewed out on the public by the entertainment industry in pretty packages, void of substance. The only attempt at art that remains is created by those who try desperately to stay true to their resolve and inject a sense of distinction—outliers who stray far from the norm and break from the pack. But eventually, those fabulous creations are sucked into the void, molded, robbed, and delivered back as utter shit. Anything can be sold. They could sell great art and help the Artists to survive on a high level and stay true. But a dumbed-down society is much easier to brainwash and control and much cheaper.

	I realize that I am reinforcing similar ideas, but it is in an effort to get across the truth behind the lies.
 
	The simple fact is that our stupidity is loved; we are nothing more than easily manipulated pawns. We lie to ourselves and let them lie to us. All our bluster is an illusion. We do what we are told. Ducks headed to the firing squad. If they say that the men firing the guns are not real, we blindly believe. We still believe if they further suggest that the men are ‘palm trees’ and the firing squad is a ‘beach.’ It makes no difference how outlandish or how many of us die; the belief is still present. Stirred by the tools of the game, packaging, spin, and rhetoric, we do nothing more than listen and rationalize. Look at what we take for the truth in our everyday lives, food, money, health, politics, war, news, credit, etc.; it doesn't take much research to see that it is lined with false information and that we are for all intents and purposes, intentionally gullible. 

	I feel bad for the conspiracy theorists led around by inaccurate information. They sometimes get so close to the truth, but misinformation on all sides sends them down the wrong path. Most want to believe to such an extent that they simply connect the dots to feel justified. Sadly, most of them are not individuals; they simply joined the ‘Cult of Conspiracy’ to either align it with the ‘Cult of Politics’ or something else. It is all part of the illusion and the distraction game. 
	
	Whether it is our need to fit in that persuades us or that we need to comply or conform, be one of the pack, join a team, wear a uniform, insecurity, fear, survival, it doesn't matter. Whatever the lie may be, it doesn’t matter. Even the lie of disease, what causes it, how to prevent it, what we should or shouldn’t eat, or what is in our food that creates it. We stand by as our families die when we live in a time where a combination of technologies can cure any disease. The nail in the coffin is that we are led to believe that if everyone gets cured, hundreds of industries will fall to nothing overnight. But the truth is that existing industries would be converted, and others would be created. When the truth is in our faces, we are told it does not exist; we believe the lie. That’s how pathetic this world has always been since the first conscious humans. 

	The saddest victims are the most intelligent people who know better but cannot facilitate change or help the situation. Those who do find a way are killed, falsely imprisoned, or injured in a seemingly irreparable way. If we continue to let these lies go unchecked, we will never be in a position to see the truth.
 
	The culmination of the five pieces to the puzzle is War. War is the primary purpose. It controls the population, makes money, forces agendas, offers control, builds and destroys countries, propagates religions, etc. It keeps us occupied. It’s the super bowl, the world series. It’s the trophy. The jackpot that industrialists strive to achieve. Break everything down, then build it up again—a constant state of change. Induce the money flow! There is so much cash produced in war from the people who build the machines of war, provide for militaries, and expedite corruption, down to the smallest and most mundane products like...I don’t know... like fucking coffee mugs, toys, food products, flags, stickers, books, clothes, music, charities, movies; it’s absolutely ridiculous. 

	Let’s not forget about religion, the great controller. The basic gift of religion should be what it actually states in the Bible or other religious texts: Don’t be a dick. Don’t be an asshole. Be nice to everyone, including yourself. Don’t talk about people, don’t steal, don’t kill. Just be fucking nice! Not too hard, right? It's pretty fucking easy. Love everyone and treat them with respect and kindness. Don’t stress over shit. Enjoy life. Before you think about doing something stupid, back off and talk to God. Use him as your guiding force… for good. How simple could it be? There are even books to remind us if we forget or lose our way. So how the fuck do people get killed, kill, start wars, molest kids, strap on a bomb, use it to promote corrupt politics, etc. It’s because those who run the show know how stupid the general public is, and those boneheads are most likely even dumber. It's the blind leading the blind into unneeded chaos.

	If you have gathered anything from what I said so far, the fuel and catalyst to get the engine started are apparent—something to flow through the mechanism and ignite the process. Bullshit, propaganda, news, gossip, whatever you want to call it, is the catalyst, and money is the fuel. These two false entities make the chuckleheads running the show happy. Happy about the nothing. The nothing that holds us in place and never allows the human race to reach its potential. We should be lightyears ahead in our development as a species, but our short-sighted boneheadism stops and slows every part of our lives. Leaving us with a backward, corrupt world. 

	We should be ashamed of ourselves as a species.

	The old adage ‘money is the root of all evil’ is basically true. Money is a lie. It’s nothing; it’s an idea. It hasn't been backed by gold since 1934 or backed by Silver since the 1960s. The Fed, an independent entity, will say they are printing money, but really, they’re just increasing the supply. Giving the go-ahead to the Treasury Department's Bureau of Engraving and Printing to print. The Fed simply determines how much money is printed. So, in turn, we are told that we need it, so we want it, and the only way to get it is to kill ourselves working. So we can have more Credit Cards, Loans, Newest Tech, Cars, Houses, Clothes, etc., until we are drowning in debt, depressed, and laying blame for the unfair scale. It has to be someone's fault. So we sit back in our crappy furniture and load up on lies. ‘Tell us, Oh! Great Media!’ who is to blame?Politicians! The Poor! The Rich! The tune has never changed in at least 5000 years. It has become an innate deception. Our ‘Go To.’ When all we needed in the first place was access to everything we needed or wanted in our lives. Not the money, not the hate that surrounds it, not the bullshit dressed up as news telling us the value of it.

	Money is, in itself, the option of an idea. To bring it down to brass tacks, it’s a compound lie. The lie is based on one equation; debt equals money. Without obligation, there is no money. Money is created from debt; it’s as simple as that. If there were no loans or credit, there would be no money. You take out a loan or a bond, and from that loan or bond, ten loans or bonds can be created, and so on. Then bets are hedged on this fallacy, and the Fed adjusts the odds. Goods, services, and property are given value based on the odds. It is the idea of the potential itself; no actual unit exists to establish a limit or value. Money is based on the faith that someone will pay someone else back. So to create new money, banks need to keep creating debt or the idea of the potential of debt. Then there is, of course, the legal printing of money based on nothing except the desire to have more money. Hence, when the Fed increases supply, you get Legal Counterfeit. It’s as commonplace as water from the tap.

	Since the 1980s, when the real push for credit cards started, bad loans and easy financing came into vogue, and everyone ‘assumed’ a higher standard of living. But it's not real because we were all up to our asses in debt. We kept buying, debt grew, and more money was created. It became a vicious cycle, with the ordinary person holding the burden. We sat on a mountain of obligation and believed that this was normal. So… What’s the problem? Who cares? It’s great. Everyone is living better! The economy is excellent! The stock market is up. It’s true since then we have been living better. But how we got to this place is an illusion. Money exists to keep us in check and keep us feeling good or bad about our lives. We could have everything we want without money, especially in our current state of technology. But that would break the game. 

	As the population increased and supply and demand grew in the 1900s, people began to have everything they wanted. But the necessities and luxuries for the current generation, the last generation, and the next generation, along with their children, needed to be supplied to the general public. To keep up with the current and future demand, we developed a disposable society. It’s everything we eat, buy, wear, read, use, drive, etc. From this, an incredibly wasteful lifestyle proliferated this overindulgent trash landscape. We took a horrific shortcut and drove our future off track yet again. We had become so accustomed to that endless cycle that we soon became the victims of our own making. Mountains of garbage, recycling, donations, clothing, polluted wastewater, and sludge are being buried, dumped in the oceans, or shipped off to third-world countries as ‘donations.’

	Instant gratification, greed, short-sighted mentality, and corruption destroyed the future we are currently living in. It has become part of the business and socioeconomic models. We are stuck in this ‘purposely overlooked dilemma’; the only recourse is to keep the bullshit flowing. It’s much easier to fuck ourselves over and over and over again. As long as we keep shooting ourselves in the foot, we don’t have to unmask the truth of the situation. It goes without saying, that we are all media brainwashed, but worse, we allow ourselves to be brainwashed. In the circumstance that have been created, there's no profit in reality. We could be living in a very prosperous society had planning and preservation been in place at least since the late 1960s and early 1970s. Even now, it could all change. All we have to do is open our eyes. But we would rather be on one of the many ‘teams’ and let ourselves be blinded by those in power who deal in a lack of beneficial ambition and revel in short-sighted detrimental goals.

	Here we are, all fattened up and ready for slaughter! Grossly poisoned by our food supply, dumbed down so far that we will believe anything we are told. Distracted, we gluttonously consume, believing in nonsense, and fighting against each other, to keep the medical, prison, and military-industrial complexes, egregiously profitable.

	Here lies the problem. The general population may be satiated and controlled, but at some point, everything will shift. Either people will have had enough and revolt, or those in the quote-unquote ‘Shadow Government’ will want to ‘fix’ the problem but remain in control, which is where we are right now. Unfortunately, this too, is a fallacy, a fleeting byproduct of their own bullshit. These boneheads believe the hype they created. So it will backfire. They will be no better than the drones they are on track to deliver. They will be lost in their own story.”

	Jake stood up and cut into Stone’s lecture. “Look, what you concocting here is a conspiracy theory. Half the time, it sounds like you’re talking out of your ass. I understand that any conspiracy is based on some truth, so I don’t doubt that you are right about some of it. But you are connecting the dots to make the theory seem plausible.”

	“Forgive my ranting; I fear I will continue to do so; there is a lot to tell you……  and clearly, my explanation needs work. I’m rushing through it. I will sit with both of you after I’m done and show you the research so that you can determine whether I am connecting the dots or not. But I warn you; you will hear what I have told you directly from the horse's mouth in no uncertain terms. Furthermore, you will see everything that has played out so far. All the technology and every situation. ”

	“Either pull up facts as you’re talking or layer the facts into your explanation.”

	Stone laughed, “You’re right. It is a complex situation, and I am rolling out ideas instead of utilizing a defining statement and backing it up with facts. It won’t seem so half-baked when I fill in the blanks with the Who, When, Where, and Why.”

	“Proceed.”

	Stone paused to regain his place and then lept back into his elucidation.

	“It makes sense to them to continue the process by proliferating the war machine and stirring the pot by way of the CIA. The agenda is always the same, teach other countries how to fight, give them the weapons and money to protect themselves, then go to war with them later. Or lie about one thing so you can gain control of another. Or create an opposing faction and then go to war with them.”

	“The military-industrial complex,” Emma said.

	“Money, bullshit, control, and power had an unholy baby, by the name of ‘War.’” Jake sang in a country twang.

	Stone laughed. “But you need a reason for that war, even if it is predicated on nothing. The tried and true favorite among these is the oldest and greatest war-maker of them all, religion.”  

	“True.”

	Just in this country, for over 400 years, there has been a war on average, every twenty years, every ten to thirty years, to be more precise. Money, power, land, and human management being the impetus.”

	“I would say it had much to do with ideals as well,” Emma added.

	“You are correct, but it runs deeper. The entity that controls the land, the people, and the propaganda, controls the game. People are pushed into war by the propaganda and the skewed perceptions, masked as ideals.”

	“Yes, but wars are started for complex reasons. You are simplifying the whole process it takes to go to war.” Emma said in a corrective tone.

	“I am bringing it down to the common denominator. If you research deeply enough, you begin to understand that it all centers around an equation. Lies + Altered Perceptions/Propaganda + Ego + Stupidity + Gullibility = Human Management. Land + Resources + Power = Money. Money + Human Management = Control. Religion has been using this method since the beginning of time. It’s even more effective when Government, which is always corrupt, combines itself with Religion; then, you have complete control. The old saying, Absolute Power Corrupts Absolutely, should be Absolute Control Corrupts Absolutely.”

	“Shouldn’t it be = Power = Money?” Jake questioned.

	“It’s like this… How does a church gain ‘Control’? It builds a congregation and gets involved in government, hence ‘Human Management.’ The ‘Managed’ (the congregation and the government) hand over land and resources to build the church, giving them ‘Power.’ Because of that ‘Power,’ the ‘Managed’ freely offer their ‘Money.’ ‘Money’ and ‘Human Management’ give them ‘Control.’  With Control’, they complete the circle. The ‘Managed (Congregation, Businesses, and Government) continue to provide them with ‘Money,’ and because religion is the deciding factor in the Laws, the Laws that Manage the Congregation, Businesses, and Government, the cycle continues.”
 
	“I agree, but only up to a point,” Emma stated as she stood up and began pacing. “For the sake of argument, let’s assume you are right. Can you prove it out?”

	“Stone waved his hand, revealing a translucent screen. “Take a look…. A quick search…here…look at this… it is from thoughtco.com.” He turned the information, allowing the Nolan’s observe. “Now, I am sure if we took the time to conduct the thorough research required, we could find precise dates and more conclusive information. But this will illustrate my point. It starts on July 4th of all dates.
 
July 4, 1675 - August 12, 1676 King Philip's War New England Colonies vs. Wampanoag, Narragansett, and Nipmuck Indians
1689-1697 King William's War The English Colonies vs. France
1702-1713 Queen Anne's War War of Spanish Succession) The English Colonies vs. France
1744-1748 King George's War (War of Austrian Succession) The French Colonies vs. Great Britain
1756-1763 French and Indian War(Seven Years War) The French Colonies vs. Great Britain
1759-1761 Cherokee War English Colonists vs. Cherokee Indians
1775-1783 American Revolution English Colonists vs. Great Britain
1798-1800 Franco-American Naval War United States vs. France
1801-1805; 1815 Barbary Wars United States vs. Morocco, Algiers, Tunis, and Tripoli
1812-1815 War of 1812 United States vs. Great Britain
1813-1814 Creek War United States vs. Creek Indians
1836 War of Texas Independence Texas vs. Mexico
1846-1848 Mexican-American War United States vs. Mexico
1861-1865 U.S. Civil War Union vs. Confederacy
1898 Spanish-American War United States vs. Spain
1914-1918 World War I Triple Alliance: Germany, Italy, and Austria-Hungary vs. Triple Entente: Britain, France, and Russia. The United States joined on the side of the Triple Entente in 1917.
1939-1945 World War II Axis Powers: Germany, Italy, Japan vs. Major Allied Powers: United States, Great Britain, France, and Russia
1950-1953 Korean War United States (as part of the United Nations) and South Korea vs. North Korea and Communist China
1960-1975 Vietnam War United States and South Vietnam vs. North Vietnam
1961 Bay of Pigs Invasion United States vs. Cuba
1983 Grenada United States Intervention
1989 US Invasion of Panama  United States vs. Panama
1990-1991 Persian Gulf War  United States and Coalition Forces vs. Iraq
1995-1996 Intervention in Bosnia and Herzegovina United States as part of NATO acted as peacekeepers in former Yugoslavia
2001 Invasion of Afghanistan  United States and Coalition Forces vs. the Taliban regime in Afghanistan to fight terrorism.
2003 Invasion of Iraq  United States and Coalition Forces vs. Iraq”
March, 2011 Libyan War   Foreign Intervention in a civil conflict
Libyan leader Muamar Gadhafi
2011–2017 Lord's Resistance Army U.S. and Allies against the Lord's Resistance Army in Uganda
2014–2017 U.S. Led Intervention in Iraq 
U.S. and Coalition forces against the Islamic State of Iraq and Syria
2014 U.S. Led Intervention in Syria 
U.S. and Coalition forces against Al-Qaeda, ISIS, and Syria
2015 Yemeni Civil War Saudi-led Coalition and U.S., France, and Kingdom against the Houthi Rebels, Supreme Political Council in Yemen, and Allies
2015 U.S. intervention in Libya U.S. and Libya against ISIS

…and so on…This doesn’t include assistance, battles, actions, and agendas of the regimes that have been sponsored. Nor does it list classified conflicts that are not technically on the books.

	These fucking warmongers, these power-obsessed, self-righteous, hypocritical paragons of insane tautology, fail to understand the same premise: That amid their grandiose schemes throughout history, eventually, they all fall from grace.

	The game has been adjusted at each interval over the years to elude one warring side or another into believing that they may be winning. But these clowns all fall prey to their own design. These bumbling stumblefucks never seem to learn that it simply does not work, even as they are eaten alive by the next set of boneheads. This game has been played thousands of times, and the result is always the same. The human race never seems to wake the fuck up!

	All my research leads me to the same conclusion: unless the human race changes its trajectory, we are doomed. A dynamic change is in order and overdue. We need to finally leave behind the repetitive entanglement. Since the inception of the human interactive relationship, we have finally reached a point where a complete and utter overhaul is required. If we do not make a change incorporating vastly different rules, the people of this world will finally destroy themselves. It’s time to take the wheel from the infinitely stupid, ego-intense, insane fuck-ups! Kick these greedy, maniacal, garden variety assholes, and their misguided agendas, out of the fucking car! You’d think after tens of thousands of years we would stop listening to these fucktards. That we would be tired of being led to the fucking slaughter!

	In order to emancipate ourselves, three changes will need to occur. First, science must move to the forefront and become the guiding force. Second, we all need to be truly equal. Third, we must look forward to a resource-based society instead of a monetary facade. But none of these things can happen soon enough if our current state is one of stagnation. The only thing in the human race that has changed is technology. We are all still as blind as we were on day one. We wander aimlessly from generation to generation, continuing on the same destructive path. 

	What I propose is an actualized rebirth. To truly take a step forward.

	If the human race does not institute a radical change that will turn everything on its head, we are doomed. We as a race will need to evolve to the point that will allow us to accept this as the only alternative. It is time to paralyze and stop the idea of a ruling class, an indestructible army, and the benumbed enslavement of the general population. We are not meant to be enslaved. We are not meant to be ruled in this way. This blatant agenda to nullify the populations, not allow for evolutionary growth, and to raise an imposing class needs to be taken off the table. Now!

	 I began to see the endgame after I started at MIT, and while working on the projects, I was given and that were given to other scientists in different fields of study. Everything seemed to lead to one place. It became apparent very quickly that I would need to get there first and alter the planned outcome. 
	
	That is what led us to this point. 

	I plan to give evolution a jumpstart before the greedy fucks destroy the small amount of ground we have gained as a species. We can’t let these people fuck up the world to such a degree that we can’t turn back. Even though the misinformation shows otherwise, the population is growing exponentially. Sooner than we care to realize, we will be in a state of anarchy. With their plan being so short-sighted and void of a solution, there will be no way to sustain life on this planet. Greed will equal Death. So they need an out.

	The only two alternatives in their plan for us are Death or becoming Human Drones. Both outcomes are essentially the same, and both will be used. It could be argued that we are already in a brain-dead society and always have been, but this would be actual brain death. Our bodies would run as slaves to the will of others. Right now, some of us have the sense to revolt, but at that point, we would not possess the ability for revolution.

	Ultimately, they will be able to regulate the population and keep us in check. They will remain in power and do as they will.” 

	“You make some valid points...but...I don’t know...I mean....it seems plausible; I am not saying that I agree with all the shit you’ve laid out so far...but it is possible. Maybe not exactly the way you think, but some of your theories have a shred of truth. I’d call you insane, a nut job, and a conspiracy theorist if I didn’t already know about some of this shit. I’ve never broken it down in such depth or could prove that this was truly happening. But if you are right, they need to be brought down or taken out.” Jake responded.

	“I don’t understand why they need to nullify and drone us out if we all follow suit anyway,” Emma said.

	“It has reached the breaking point. It wastes too much time and costs too much money trying to control the eventual outcomes. There are too many variables,” Stone answered. "They need an instant and controlled response. We may be dumb fucking, gullible assholes, but we are still slightly unpredictable and rebellious. Also, the number of agendas has grown so dramatically that it has become too complex. There are too many games running, and the outcomes are convoluted. The game has run amuck.
	The political climate has always been cyclical, but now it’s starting to fall apart. The same propaganda is being launched from both sides in different packages at different times. There is a growing attitude on all sides of the population that there being fed a line of bullshit. There’s no mystery left, everything’s out there, and anyone can find the real info. Sooner or later, enough people will take the time and react. 

	Those in charge can’t afford the exposure related to the upheaval. How many mall shootings, school shootings, train wrecks, building bombings, murders, plane crashes, car accidents, etc., can you stage before someone fucks the wrong thing up and it gets turned back on these motherfuckers. They need the security to continue whatever they have planned without consequence.”
 
	“What the Fuck! You are seriously fucked in the head. I don’t see it happening. This is all bullshit you made up in your head. You are undoubtedly a genius for changing my husband, but you are truly insane.” Emma said.
 
	“What are you not seeing, hon?” Jake responded.
 
	“I don’t see this as anything but a conspiracy theory. You’re both fucked in the head! I can’t believe you spent the last ten years of your life on this crap.” Emma said. “This is just bullshit. It’s propaganda against what! The Illuminati, the Bilderbergs, whoever is in vogue. It’s a conspiracy theorist's dream. This is fucking insane.”
 
	“I wish it were…I really do… But what lies beneath is more of a shadow world government. It always has been… since the beginning of time. It has never been at this level of organization, but there were always factions and controlling bodies. In most conspiracy theories, there is a certain amount of truth; the rest is misinformation and a ridiculous amount of connected dots.” Stone sighed. He didn’t want this to be true any more than Emma did. Even with the holes in his theories, the premise that underlined them all was true and too close to fruition. First-hand proof slapped him in the face over and over, so he knew that if any conclusions were missed or wrong, there was enough overwhelming and first-hand evidence to prove his theory repeatedly.

	“Assuming what you said is true; what is the outcome? Why did you develop the technology that created this change in me?” Jake asked.
	
	Stone sighed and paused before speaking. “We are headed for a collapse that, if triggered by any unforeseen event or set of events, could domino and lead to total cataclysm or a white-washed stasis. Both of which would pilot the end of our existence.”

	“We need proof!” Emma exclaimed.
 
 	“Let me show you… what’s going on...live as it’s happening….” Stone said. He opened a feed that enlarged over their heads. “This is AHSI, the Advanced Human Science Institute. This facility is the main research and production center designed to build two new forms of human.” 

	Stone went into depth about all his findings and let them listen in on the conversations at AHSI. He had access to their systems for the past ten years using twenty or more non-traceable methods and saved thousands of hours of evidence that he had bookmarked extensively. The discussions spoke for themselves as they disclosed the nature of AHSI’s activities. Stone's theories seemed much less insane as the live feed and recorded excerpts outlined the plans that were well underway.

	The Nolans watched intently as the information unfolded on the screen. Emma, shocked and put off, finally began to understand. She continued to question everything Stone explained, and AHSI covered, going over the information repeatedly until it made sense. Jake sought a different perspective, concentrating on the technical aspect of what was occurring in the lab. He could comprehend most of the information, references, and intention, which gave him a much clearer understanding of what was happening to his physical and mental being.
 
	“You’re away ahead of them.” Jake blurted out. “What’s happening to me is far beyond their knowledge.”
 
	“True…” Stone smiled. “Then you understand what they’re saying?”
 
	“Yes, for the most part…there is a lot I still am unable to glean. I need a more comprehensive picture of their progress. But from what I can discern, they are going down a different path than you are.”
 
	“Correct. There are several flaws in their theory, limitations I helped them to discover, and mistakes they arrived at through their own design. I found certain aspects of their data that could be manipulated at different points. This helped them to identify alternate conclusions, but that data would throw them off course. I made AHSI believe that moving in the correct direction was the wrong way to go. Enforcing the belief that it would be pointless to alter their scope, I led them to believe that it would be too costly, too time-consuming, and more than likely not yield any results. In doing so, they missed putting it all together and creating something new. 

	AHSI helped put itself in a bad position by letting the corporate entities that fund and manage them run a fowl in a web of their own stupidity and greed. This led to their progress being stalled. As you continue to watch and listen, you will notice that they have other issues holding them back. Sadly, for AHSI, their scientists have fallen victim to the corporate rhetoric. They are yielding to the hierarchy, ass-kissing, and run-of-the-mill bullshit, which is not uncommon in the corporate world. It would seem these motherfuckers are downing the kool-aid. You might also notice, if you haven’t already, that not one person at AHSI, seems to have any common sense. Indeed, if they did, they have no balls to stand up and do the right thing. Not one of them has been forthright and told anyone else that they're wrong. No one questions what is going down. 
	
	Most of these chuckleheads are right out of college and never worked a day in their pathetic lives; they are out of touch, talentless, boneheaded fucking weasels. It makes me sick; how can you function or determine how to get from point A to point B in multiple innovative variations without life experience, a strong foundation of inherent ability, and common fucking sense?! It’s like being a great musician, you can go to school and get a doctorate in music, but that doesn’t mean you can create or perform worth a damn. Knowing innately how to move from one note to another and make it sound and feel correct is something that can’t be taught. It needs to be lived, experienced, worked, and felt before the music becomes substantial. Or being an artist, all the colleges in the world will never make you a great artist or even supply you with the ability to paint, draw or sculpt. It’s the same in any area of expertise. Each discipline requires an innate ability, the interest to learn and understand, combined with a few years at the school of hard knocks. The people who create something new, build companies from nothing, and drive success, are abilities that can be studied but never innately learned. It is what they are, what is inside them, and how they reason that fosters success. College is not a factor unless your job is “going to college.” It seriously pisses me off to watch these chuckleheads, even though it benefits this entire situation, that they dig themselves deeper into a hole.”

	“Children fucking up corporations,” Jake added. “I have dealt with this my whole life. The worst part is that these bastards grow old at these companies and still never fucking learn. These little fucking pricks never cop to the consequences of their actions. They are nothing but bloody fucking cunts! Little puss-ridden dicks! I’d like to string them up by their fucking balls! They should all be shot and fucking quartered.”

	“Despite all their issues and as flawed as their shit has become, they still managed to create horrific technologies. These techs are used on demand, despite the consequences.”

	“Enough of this shit! Why Jake?! Why did you fucking pick him?”  Emma interrupted, aggravated by the conversation.
 
	“Okay, let’s deal with the elephant in the room. You know somewhat why and the history behind what is happening. So it should make better sense to you. How can I put this… He’s the key.” Stone answered, getting up to go to the refrigerator. “Would either of you like a beer?”

	“Sure,” Jake said, noticing a shelf full of Shiner. 

	“No, you don’t!” Emma cut him off. “We still don’t know if this guy is conning us.”

	“I assure you, I’m not,” Stone responded.

	“He has Shiner! How bad could he be? Jake said jokingly.
	Emma scowled at her husband, then turned her wrath toward Stone. “Look buddy, not for nuthin’, but we have been through a Fuck Ton today. I don’t know about my husband, but I’m still in shock and I don’t even know what the fuck to think. Even though he looks fine, better even, I can’t be sure. I don’t know what has actually happened to him. Is it permanent? Is he going to be all right? Is this only an upswing, and is he headed for a crash? Does he need to keep taking something to maintain? I am scared as shit right now. I need to know if he is truly better and what the fuck all of this means to him and to us… I want to know everything!”
 
	“He is better than fine for the long term,” Stone answered. “In fact, his body may never break down. He is almost like the quote-unquote vampire legend; he will regenerate, repair, and reconstruct if need be; he is indestructible. His skin is…akin to…flexible tungsten… but much more sound… stronger than Nuclear Pasta. For all intents and purposes, he can be as strong as he would like to be at any time. 

	Hopefully, soon we might all be this way… to a certain extent, the playing field will be leveled. 

	It took me a long time to realize and prove my suspicions about what AHSI was considering at the time. Despite all the ways I have suppressed and rerouted their progress, they remain full steam ahead. Luckily, I have been able to stay far enough ahead of them, but time is beginning to run out. The problem is that I only know of the entities I have found working on these technologies. There could be other factions out there doing the same thing. My developments might be way behind their progress, or I may be ahead. There is no way to know.
 
	I had to practically kill myself to stop these people from utilizing me—no friends, family, or anyone close in ten years. I changed my appearance drastically. I live off the grid with barely any human contact. Thank God I have reached a place where we can begin to end this chaos. This insanity has been part of my every waking hour, and it needs to end!”
 
	Stone went on to further explain his past in detail; the trials, the efforts, and the pain. He explained about AHSI and its backers. How he arrived at his conclusions, the research, the facts, and the trajectory of the AHSI. He put it all on the table for the Nolans to assess.
 
	Going back over to the closet, Stone pulled out the charts that led him to the initial conclusion. Wiping off the dust, he showed them what the world was up against. Mapping out how the money, the backers, and the progress have changed considerably over time.

	“This appears to run incredibly deep. Jake observed.

	Emma nodded her head in acknowledgment. Barely able to speak, she uttered her response slowly. “The level of deceit… the money… perversion… of what… could be… a great scientific achievement… is abhorrent…” 

	“It truly is…” Stone acknowledged.

	I feel like throwing up.” She said, gagging. After a few seconds, she caught her breath and continued. “Oh my God, this can’t be happening! If  this didn’t happen to us, there is no way I would ever believe this shit.” Tears rolled down Emma’s face as she sat shaking. “Is the world really headed for a maniacal shitstorm?! Are these people really fucking with the very fabric of who we are… for their own personal fucking gain! What the fuck!” Emma turned away to vomit into her hand. Stone quickly wet some paper towels and found a bucket for her to heave in. This day had been full of realizations she wasn’t prepared to handle. She was scared, confused, and appalled. It was too much to take in all at once. 

	“Baby, are you all right? Do you want to stop for a while? We can talk about something else?” Jake asked, concerned for his wife.

	“No...it’s... all right… I need a couple of minutes.” 

	Emma tried to regain her composure. Jake pulled her close to comfort her as Stone exited the room to give them some privacy. 

	He returned a few minutes later with damp face clothes, some hand sanitizer, and a few towels, then pointed to the loo at the side of the room. Placing several bottles of water down in front of them, they each grabbed one. Stone cracked his open as they watched, then the couple did the same, still leery of their host. Stone pulled up the movie Jay and Silent Bob Strike Back in an attempt to relieve the tension. After ten or fifteen minutes, Emma loosened up again and cracked a simile, laughing quietly at the movie.

	“You feel better, baby?”

	“A little. I think we can go on...”  She looked up at Stone and held onto Jake tighter. “Can you move this along and skip over this AHSI part? I seriously can’t hear any more about these people… You can pause the movie for now but keep it queued up. If I’m going to get through this shit, I may need to divert my attention once in a while.”

	“No problem. What would you like to know?” Stone replied. 

	“How is my husband going to be better? I don’t understand how he could go from being an overweight, weak little guy to this perfect indestructible specimen. I can see the obvious change, but it’s hard to comprehend that this could happen so quickly, if at all.”

	“The human body is a fantastic piece of work. The computer in your head works very much like the computers you use every day. It is programmed by years of external input. But instead of being told what it needs to complete a process, it makes those decisions independently. The brain's biggest problem is that it sometimes confuses reality with the fantasy world it responds to each day. This fantasy or faux perception is created by the fear it has developed in dealing with the world. It stores and understands everything correctly and does this with consistency. But it also stores false perceptions and uses those instead of accurate input. The brain can override its deficits and store, learn, mimic and reiterate anything it experiences with perfect accuracy. But the flaw with most humans is that they never develop these abilities to their full potential and instead get bogged down in problematic perceptions. They stay attached to their fears and emotions. Their judgment continually builds layers of clouded memories. This stunts the ability to develop into analytical beings and fix any issues due to external or internal damage. They end up in the state we are all in today, one of confusion, bizarre perceptions of ordinary events, and emotional outbursts over what is essentially nothing.
 
	The brain also controls functions. It can build and destroy the body and itself. We all understand how stress adversely affects the body and mind, causing diseases, breaking down neurons, creating symptoms, and shorting telomeres. It is as simple as this: when you are nervous and your heart races, you sweat, shake, etc., that is a response to the brain creating detrimental effects quickly and succinctly. If the brain controls the body adversely, it can rebuild it similarly. Consequently, if the brain can induce a heart attack through stress and damage the body in other ways, it can also fix a damaged heart and organs, bringing them a higher level of performance. Think about if you are ever in the zone and what the body and mind can do unconsciously. Or what the brain can sometimes achieve if it is affected by severe trauma.
 
	Fear pushes the brain to create or break—fear of the unknown and fear of our perception of the known. We can trace all of our misgivings in life to fear. What we never accomplished, a person we couldn’t speak near, missed opportunities, tragedies, incidents, etc. Each time we do this, it takes a bite out of our stability and trains our brains to respond incorrectly. We are left with phobias, disorders, and physical ailments. But it doesn’t need to remain that way.
 
	Instead of trying to eliminate that part of human nature that destroys us, it would be better to embrace it, to build from that power. If the mind can destroy to such a great extent, it can also build, repair, and perform.
 
	An unlimited number of levers in the brain control how the brain works and the potential contained within it. I’m sure you have seen instances where someone cracks their head open, and after, they can paint or play an instrument, understand complex theories or calculate math with ease. There are many cases of children who graduate medical school in their early teens or younger, children who have extreme talent and are masters of a specific art form. Some people are remarkably proficient and can work at a level twenty-five, fifty times, one hundred times, or more of an average person's ability. There are those of us with genuinely photographic or eidetic memories. People who are physically beyond any person before or since. Athletes whose bodies should break down but never do or reset at the point that they should scientifically crumble. People who conquer diseases after multiple doctors told them they would die. These people can change their physical being and access their brain potential for extended periods of time or permanently.

	There is a man who has undergone several studies by universities and other scientific entities by the name of Wim Hoff, or in the dutch vernacular, ʋɪm ɦɔf. This individual, known as “The Iceman,” is noted for his ability to withstand low temperatures. He held the Guinness World Record for swimming under ice and prolonged full-body contact with ice. Hof, born in 1959 and two years older than your husband, also holds a record for a fucking “barefoot half marathon” on ice and snow. He attributes these feats to frequent cold exposure, breathing techniques, and meditation. Among other accomplishments, he can control his body temperature and stop an array of diseases and ailments through breathing and/or cold therapy. 

	He is not an anomaly. He is able to teach others and then replicate the results all over the world. Hof has been the subject of several medical assessments, including a 2014 study that injected him and his practitioners with an endotoxin. It showed they could control their sympathetic nervous system and immune response.

	Several documentaries have been created about him, but look right here…… on Wikipedia…… “ Stone paused as he pulled up the site, “You can glean some basic information and start researching him yourself.”

	In 2012, a case study led by a group of researchers in The Netherlands and published by The Journal Psychosomatic Medicine titled The Influence of Concentration/meditation on Autonomic Nervous System Activity and the Innate Immune Response, found that his "concentration/meditation during ice immersion" greatly reduced his "ex vivo pro-inflammatory and anti-inflammatory cytokine response":
	"The concentration/meditation technique used by this particular individual seems to evoke a controlled stress response. This response is characterized by sympathetic nervous system activation and subsequent catecholamine/cortisol release, which seems to attenuate the innate immune response."
	
	In 2014 an assessment compared Wim Hof and his identical twin brother Andre. The scientists had them practice Wim's breathing exercises, then exposed them to the lowest temperature that would not induce shivering. They concluded that, 
	"No significant differences were found between the two subjects, indicating that a lifestyle with frequent exposures to extreme cold does not seem to affect BAT activity and CIT (cold-induced thermogenesis)." The researchers stated that the "results must be interpreted with caution given the low subject number and the fact that both participants practiced the g-Tummo like breathing technique."

	In 2018, a study published in the journal NeuroImage titled Brain over body–A study on the willful regulation of autonomic function during cold exposure, used a combination of fMRI and PET/CT imaging, and found, 		"Forceful respiration results in increased sympathetic innervation and glucose consumption in intercostal muscle, generating heat that dissipates to lung tissue and warms circulating blood in the pulmonary capillaries. Our results provide compelling evidence for the primacy of the brain (CNS) rather than the body (peripheral mechanisms) in mediating the Iceman's [Wim Hof's] responses to cold exposure."

	In 2014, a paper published in PNAS titled Voluntary Activation of The Sympathetic Nervous System and Attenuation of the Innate Immune Response In Humans extended the 2012 case study of Wim Hof with a randomized group of twenty-four healthy volunteers, twelve of whom were trained with the Wim Hof Method:
	"In conclusion, we demonstrate that voluntary activation of the sympathetic nervous system results in epinephrine release and subsequent suppression of the innate immune response in humans in vivo. These results could have important implications for the treatment of conditions associated with excessive or persistent inflammation, such as autoimmune diseases.”

	In 2014, a report written by Geert A. Buijze, MD, PhD and Maria T. Hopman, MD, PhD titled Controlled Hyperventilation After Training May Accelerate Altitude Acclimatization, dealt with the effects of the Wim Hof Method on Acute Mountain Sickness (AMS). 
	During an expedition to Mt. Kilimanjaro, a group of 26 trekkers who were trained in the Wim Hof Method used the breathing techniques to largely prevent and, if needed, reverse symptoms of AMS:
	"In comparison with previous studies,4,5 this report may suggest that acclimatization, as well as AMS symptom relief, can be safely accelerated. Based on previous data, it was expected that the majority of our group would experience severe AMS. All 26 trekkers had symptoms of AMS to some extent, but even without prophylaxis, none had severe AMS. Even though we discourage (very) rapid ascent because of potentially lethal risks, we consider these outcomes of potentially great relevance for the prevention and treatment of AMS, as well as for rescue teams needing to ascend fast with little time for acclimatization. Further research is warranted to expand or revise our understanding of the physiology and treatment of these conditions.”

	In 2015, a proof-of-principle study titled The Role of Outcome Expectancies for a Training Program Consisting of Meditation, Breathing Exercises, and Cold Exposure on the Response to Endotoxin Administration, demonstrated that: 
	“The WHM can attenuate the inflammatory response, through practicing techniques that are relatively easy to learn within a short time frame", but "It remains to be determined whether the results of this study using an acute model of inflammation in healthy volunteers can be extrapolated to patients with chronic autoimmune diseases."

	In 2018, the RMIT University in Melbourne, Australia, conducted a survey asking people around the world what impact the Wim Hof method had on their lives. More than 3,200 people responded.

	In 2019, a proof of concept trial titled Battling Arthritis-An add-on training program involving breathing exercises, cold exposure, and meditation attenuates inflammation and disease activity in axial spondyloarthritis, concluded that: 
	"There was a significant decrease in ESR levels and ASDAS-CRP upon the add-on training program in the intervention group. These findings warrant full-scale randomized controlled trials of this novel therapeutic approach in patients with inflammatory conditions.”

	In 2020, an article titled Involvement of lactate and pyruvate in the anti-inflammatory effects exerted by voluntary activation of the sympathetic nervous system concluded that: 
	"Practicing the breathing exercises acquired during the training program results in enhanced activity of the Cori cycle, and next to the previously established relationship between epinephrine and IL-10 induction, the current data indicate a role of lactate and pyruvate in the enhanced production of this key anti-inflammatory mediator and in the overall anti-inflammatory phenotype observed in trained subjects.”

	In 2022, a pilot study titled The Effects of Cold Exposure Training and a Breathing Exercise on the Inflammatory Response in Humans showed that:
	"The combination of cold exposure training and a breathing exercise most potently attenuates the in vivo inflammatory response in healthy young males. Our study demonstrates that the immunomodulatory effects of the intervention can be reproduced in a standardized manner, thereby paving the way for clinical trials."
	
	“Cold and heat are good examples of learned responses that are easily conquered. Aborigines do something similar as well.

	Here, I’ll show you a field investigation which you can easily find anywhere, conducted by P. F. Scholander, H. T. Hammel, J. S. Hart, D. H. LeMessurier, and J. Steen in 1958, that studied cold acclimation in the Pitjandjara, a desert tribe of Australian Aborigines. 
	“Oxygen consumption and rectal and skin temperatures were taken every half hour throughout the night a) while the natives were resting naked on the ground between their campfires and b) while they rested naked without fires in a single-blanket sleeping bag, subjected to a moderate, but known, cold stress. The air temperature frequently dropped to 0°;C in the early morning. It was found that the campfires on windless nights could readily supply enough heat to keep both the natives and whites in heat balance throughout the night and resting under basal conditions. In tests with the subjects in light sleeping bags without fires, the natives underwent considerable peripheral skin cooling, with their foot temperatures regularly dropping to 12°–15°C. They slept soundly through the night with average resting heat production. The white controls cooled almost as much but were unable to rest. They shivered and thrashed about all night, with a corresponding elevation of metabolism. The cooling adaptation of the Australian Aborigines, which resembles the insulative cooling commonly found in mammals, differs from the metabolic compensation and greater peripheral heating developed in the cold-acclimated white man.”

	On the simplest level, we, the human species, conduct our lives through learned responses. We are much more than the lie we have been living for thousands of years.”
 
	“...so you must have uncorked that bottle,” Emma said.
 
	“Exactly. It is like the mind is a skipping record. It hits a particular spot of difficulty, and skips for a while, gauging a hole, then it moves on only to skip again to wear another part of the record down. Jake’s “skips” are gone, never to return. Everything is calibrated. The simple malfunctions of his chemistry, such as serotonin levels, have reset to normal. Additionally, his extreme fears and multiple phobias are gone because his mind is subject to learned responses. It’s not like he has amnesia; in fact, it’s just the opposite, he remembers, but instead of a negative effect on his psyche, he initiates a positive response that empowers him to an unheard-of apogee. His mind and body are changing at the Nano level. All the levers are opening.
 
	“It is amazing that this works on me of all fucking people,” Jake said.
 
	“It does because of what is deep down inside you… and I mean that literally. The way you actually think and feel as opposed to the clouded version. The minute I began listening to you for the first time, I knew you were the perfect subject to respond to the technology. Your thought patterns work in a particular way that seems similar or less than your peers, but in actuality, you are a far more advanced, a hidden gem. Your wiring was searching for technology out there like this one. You craved it with every fiber of your being, every neuron, every quantum response. That’s why I picked you.” Stone responded.
 
	“Look, I love my quirky husband the way he is, but I don’t see why this should have been done to him. How can he be perfect for this ‘experiment’? Sure he has a shit load of issues, but so do a lot of people. What makes you think he needed or wanted it? What gives you the right to do this to him?!” Emma asked.

	“You know your husband better than I do. He has so many difficulties, and as much as you build him up every day, it still doesn’t change the fact that he has all of these problems and wants them gone.”

	“Why can’t he continue being who he was before this happened… before today?”
 
	“He could… he can make himself any way he would like… Although, do you really think this change is bad? Stone inquired.
 
	“No, not that I can see right now. But that’s not the point. He has the right to choose, especially about something like this…!”
 
	“He did.”
 
	“What the fuck are you talking about? What kind of fucking crack are you smoking, buddy?! Not for nothing, but… I never saw or heard him ask you or anybody else. He would probably be afraid to ask! No offense, honey.” Emma said in her best Rhode Island accent.
  
	“He asks every day in many different ways. He has needed it since he was a very small child, perhaps even before. Many of his statements are direct and out in the open. You might see them as general conversation, venting, dreaming, or complaining. Doesn’t he tell you all the time that he wants to get off of his medication, that he hates feeling like he’s sick, every time he gets a weird physical feeling, he wants to go to the doctor to get rid of it, that he wants you to go to the gym with him, that if won the lottery he would hire a personal trainer, that he wants to live forever?”
 
	Emma glared at Stone. “You’re fucking nuts, buddy! Everyone thinks like that! Everyone wants to feel good and better themselves! No one wants to be afraid or take meds!” Emma retorted. 

	Jake raised his eyebrows, questioning both sides of the debate.

	Emma glared at Stone while he paused briefly before explaining. “Your husband is not as meek as you believe. He knows what he wants and that he is thoroughly capable. You have seen him in times of stress when someone threatens you or a family member; he is ready to kill to protect. The fear leaves him. His objective is all that matters. You have seen him in front of a large crowd. You know his abilities and how unusual and extraordinary they are.”
 
	Still glaring at Stone, Emma knew he was right and held her tongue for the time being. Jake was unique; it was one of the things that attracted her to him. The fact that he was a force to reckon with at times was one of the attributes that made her most proud. When Jake was in his element, he was an unstoppable agency. A man at the top of his game.
	
	“I don’t say this lightly, but your husband is truly good. As are you. It is not like you two are simply nice people; this specific commonality you share is the essence of the word, good. This would not work unless you were both of the same ilk. It is for that reason he was selected. Jake monumentally cares for the well-being of others. He wants the best for everyone and would do anything for that goal. Whatever slightly compromising behavioral idiosyncrasies that may plague him stem from his fear and nothing else. Fear of the unknown. Fear that he is stupid and inadequate. It is fear that breathes life into his imposter syndrome. Fear of confrontation. Fear of making mistakes. Fear of consequences. Fear of blame. Fear of disease. Fear of pain. Fear of getting hurt. Fear of others getting hurt. These and other fears helped create most of his phobias. But his heart is always in the right place. Regardless of his emotional responses, you always remind him that he is a great and good person. You help him work through his fear and anxiety. With all of his roadblocks, he still considers you before anything else.”


	"Fine. So he wants this shit. So we are good people. So, my husband is a raging ball of anxiety. That still doesn’t explain why Jake and not one of a million other people you could have found.”

	Stone pulled up a database and started scrolling through it. He pointed to the number of subjects listed at the top. “Right here shows the number of subjects researched. Scroll through and see for yourself.”

	Emma leaned in and scrolled through, stopping randomly to check the data. “You researched in excess of three hundred and fifty million individuals from across the globe.”

	“Yes. Every ethnicity, physical and mental attribute you could possibly imagine. But not one person was able to fit all of the criteria. Some people were in the ninety-nine percentile, but because this project was so vital and this was the launchpad, all the specs had to be a one hundred percent match. Nothing could be off. The calibration had to be absolutely perfect. No margin for error. Zero. Period.

	So when I found Jake and ran the numbers, repeatedly, mind you, over several months, I was in shock. The person I had been looking for was in my backyard.”

	“What do you mean by launchpad?” 

	“Because Jake turned out precisely correct, no variations, I can build out everything from his DNA. This combined his innate abilities, and there are more than anyone can imagine; we will be able to right this wrong quickly and decisively. Jake and only Jake will be able to suppress any hurdles that arise or change those obstacles into a positive result. As we traverse this impossible expanse, you will see firsthand the full scope of his capabilities and the monumental force that will be unleashed.

	This is the bottom line. Among the aforementioned critical attributes, we discussed that Jake possesses, he is simply… perfectly aligned. Precisely normal. Average. He had the right amount of issues, ailments, problems, talents, senses, abilities, height, weight, etc., to take this Hail Mary to fruition. He is the only person from whom this endeavor can “launch.” It’s that simple; he is the perfect specimen.”
 
	“Speicimen! Fuck You!” Emma lashed out. She jolted off her chair, writhing in front of Stone's face. Getting more enraged by the second, she lost her cool. “What the fuck! He’s not some kind of corrupted cell or sample, he’s a person and human-fucking-being! How the fuck can you make the assumptions! On top of that, you fuck; how do you know what we said?! Everything we fucking think?! Everything little fucking thing about us, especially my husband! Look buddy; my father works for the State Department as a...”
 
	Stone cut her off. “I know who he is and what he does for a living. I have seen him many times. Intelligent man, I would never get in his path or injure anyone in his family. I know what kind of power he wields. Although your mother could inflict more harm, if my intentions were nefarious, I would be more afraid of her. “
 
	“You sick fuck!” Emma retorted. “Are you a fuckin’ stalker? You bugged my family?! What the fuck is wrong with you?! I’m going to kill you, asshole!” Jake put his arms around her shoulders and held her back from going after Stone.
 
	“Let the man explain. We can discuss everything when he’s done. We don’t know the whole story.” Jake said calmly.
 
	Emma pulled away from Jake and sat down again. She continued to grill Stone. “Fuck you, too! I can’t believe you’re listening to this shit! This guy is fucking out of his mind!”

	“Look at me…! We need an explanation. Not just part of the story. Let’s hear him out. We don’t like it, we leave. That’s it. It’s Over. Done.”

	“I am sorry for my choice of words.” Stone apologized. “Specimen was not the best way to describe what was needed to bring this to fruition. Please forgive me if the method seemed overly invasive. It was the only way to obtain the truth about both of you.”

	“How the fuck did you find us?! Why us?! Why our family?!”
 
	“I found the both of you in a store. Believe it or not, it was a grocery store.” Stone continued in a calm voice to try to keep Emma at ease. 

	“You’re fucking sick!’

	“I overheard the two of you talking. You were getting on him about something...what was it...ahh...oh yeah. He asked if you wanted him to get something off the shelf, and you said, ‘I already did. Aren’t you listening? Are you paying attention?’ it made me laugh. The more I listened, the more I became intrigued. You were funny, and it was clear that you had been very much in love for a long time. So I just followed behind you for a while. You seemed like good people. When you went to check out, I went to the self check out at the next register. Your cashier said your first name, and then you told her a story about your last name. Luckily, we completed our transactions simultaneously, so I walked right up behind you when you left the store. I was on a roll; you got on your phone and gave someone directions to your apartment, the address, the whole deal. It seriously couldn’t have been any easier. It was serendipitous.
 
	The rest was fairly straightforward. You talked about your work in the store, so I figured out the schedule. Then I looked up the services for your complex. I called the bug company and told them I was the property management company and that we needed to cancel service this week because work was being done. I presented myself as the bug man to the complex who let me in. It allowed me enough time to set up cameras and recording devices all over your apartment and several places outside. It was perfect; I would be able to have as much time as I needed to observe. 

	It was easy to hack into your records and find where you worked. Then it was just a matter of monitoring your computers and devices and running my version of a background check which includes a highly detailed set of requirements and quite a bit of infiltrating as well as talking with close to a hundred people. Fortunately, I could not find anything that would have suggested that you were nefarious, criminal, or morally askew in any way, shape, or form. Then I observed for several weeks, and everything was ideal. Having said that, because of the nature of this project, I still wanted to make sure that both of you were perfect. So I kept on observing for the next few months, and the more I saw, the more I became convinced that Jake was the one. I don’t want to leave out that if you or your family were bad, Emma, I would have crossed him off the list and moved on. But you were equally as upstanding. Maybe even more, if that was possible. It was a beautiful thing.
 
	By the way, the food you cook looks outstanding. I really wanted to make friends with you, so I could come over and try it. Your family is very nice, all of them. You are all genuinely good people… and funny.”
 
	“You fucking asshole!  You sick fuck! My family! How many other lives did you invade?! You should be arrested! What the fuck!” Emma yelled.

	“Why didn't you use yourself as the ‘specimen’?” Jake asked.

	“Because I’m not all those things that you are. You were the best-case scenario, the perfect place to start. The one.”

 	“Did you observe all the time?”
 
	“Naw, no reason to go that far. I’m not a creepy person. It’s not my sort of thing.”

	“You could have fooled me.” Emma retorted snidely.

	“I only observed when appropriate. I just turned it off for a while if you were about to get intimate or if either of you might be preparing to have a good time… on your own. Mostly, I tracked internet traffic to see the kind of sites and searches frequented to help build a profile. I was tempted once to observe sex to know if there was anything odd I might need to be aware of, but I never ended up going through with it because nothing in your everyday life suggested it, and you never really talked about it. You gave the impression that you were just normal, average. 
 
	You have to understand; it wasn’t like I had it on 24/7, and even if I did, there would be no way to watch it all. I would peek in randomly to listen to conversations, observe interactions and get to know you… the real you.

	I ran algorithms that focused on certain words, phrases, or subjects that could be problematic, but neither one of you prompted it. That made me check in more frequently to ensure the algorithm was working. But it worked… perfectly.

	When I monitored both of your work computers and watched your screens, I could not believe the archaic systems they had you working on. Ultimately, it just made searching your data and listening to your conversations very easy. 

	Jake probably knows this already, but speakers can also be microphones, so… I could hear everything… Damn, both of you curse a lot during work. Apparently… ‘Everyone is a fucking idiot?’”
 
	“I can’t believe you did this to us. That anyone would...” Emma said with deep frustration in her voice and still partially crying. “I can’t believe you didn’t just ask; if you know us so well, you should have known you could have talked with us.”
 
	“True, but would you have accepted such a radical transformation from someone you didn’t know, knowing it had never been done before?”
 
	“Of course not, but there had to be a better way… you could have made friends with us, talked about your work; we may have volunteered.” Emma replied.

	“I could have, but I wouldn’t have seen the real you, just the social you. This way, I could see it all. Besides, if I were to make friends with you and, at minimum, ask you to be a part of an ‘assessment,’ it would have drastically skewed the data. There is no way you would have given me your true selves, even if you wanted to comply completely and be as honest with the data as possible.”

	“I still think you’re a fucking asshole,” Emma said with anger and resentment still waning in her voice. 
 
	“Look, I, in no way, want to harm either of you or anyone else for that matter; in fact, just the opposite…that’s what this is all about!“ Stone said in a firm tone. “There has to be a way to make you understand... “ Stone paused again and rubbed his forehead. “Damn…. Okay…… Let me try to explain it this way… If the possibility existed, for you, to create a safe-haven and extricate everyone from ground zero prior to an explosion, would you move them?

	“Yes, of course.”

 	“If you literally had the means to protect, liberate and save the world itself or even just your family and friends from imminent death or a life of odious deception and enslavement, you would do whatever it took to right the wrong before it happened…correct?”
	 
	“Again, Yes.”

	“If the measures you had to take were extreme, but you knew doing so was the right thing to do, you would do it...true?”

	“I would... if it was the only way.”
 
	“In a nutshell, that is my dilemma. For the last ten years, I have looked for every other way to achieve the same results. But I have come up with nothing. I had to give up everything to do this, my family, my friends, my entire life.”
 
	“Fine! But you had the choice to walk away; we don’t have that preference! You’ve already changed my husband without giving him or us a chance to understand and comply.”

	“With something like this, how else could I have shown you that you would have understood it was safe?!”

	“You couldn’t have...” Jake interjected. “I can tell you from having gone through it that there was no way I could understand the extent of the change or even been able to fathom that it could be safe, for that matter. This was the only way. He didn’t have a choice.”

	Emma’s eyes drilled into her husband.  
                      
	“You’re just happy because you have what you want, but I’ve lost my husband, the man I married. You’re both fucking assholes.”

	“I know you want the old me back, but if I return to my previous state, I will always long for what I have now. I understand so much more than I ever could have before. If possible, I love and appreciate you at a higher level because I’m not as insecure and concerned about my issues. My thoughts aren’t clouded behind a wall of ridiculous crap. I have always been able to see you for who you really are, but this allows me to see you without detrimental filters. I love you more because of it and despite it.”

	Jake reached out and pulled her close. She felt unshakable in his now firm grasp. But even as she buried her head in the curve of his neck and chest, she longed for his old enervated frame.

	“Please continue...” Jake requested.  

	“There was no way I could leave it all behind and not do anything. Once I knew what was involved in and my role in it, I had to take it on. It has been agony for me over this last decade… to go through with this… every last second……” Stone looked away and slammed his fist down on the bench. “If I didn’t do this to myself, they would have killed me, but not until they drained me of everything. My family, my friends, my work… I would have been enslaved by the murderous, controlling few. Worse I would have been forced to create hell on earth for every person alive! I had no choice!!!”

	The tension in the air was thick. The Nolans were in something they could have never fathomed, and the desperation in Stone’s voice was inescapable.

	“You can walk away any time you’d like, now or three days from now.” Stone paused to clutch his hands in his head and let out a deep sigh of frustration. “I’m not saying I don’t need you to commit to this endeavor and see it through because… truthfully… I am hoping and betting that you will. But if you don’t, there is no point. I’m not holding you here or asking you to do anything you’re unwilling to accept. If you want to leave, please go, take everything I have given to you and return to your life.”

	“Why would we want to overturn our lives? We didn’t know any of this existed before today. If we don’t do it, we will be saddled with the guilt, providing everything you said is true. But what if this is just some elaborate con, we’re fucked!” Emma shouted back at him.

	“How could this be a con? Look at him!”

	“You could be just brilliant enough to pull his change off but crazy enough to create a con just as brilliant.”

	“To what end?”

	“How the fuck should I know!”

	“It’s not about the guilt! It’s not a con! You can research this shit all day on any device, anywhere. It’s about the stakes involved! It’s about you and the significance of what can be achieved!”

	“What the fuck are you talking about?”
 
	Stone stopped and looked at the both of them; then, closing his eyes, he took a deep breath and let it out. A few seconds passed as he tried to regain focus. 

	“I need you to accept this with every fiber of your being because both of you, without a doubt, need to make this your responsibility.” 

	“What…! Fuuuck you! Why the fuck would we do that?!”

	Stone paused again, not knowing how to explain. He was resolute in his conviction and knew there had to be a way to convince them. When he found the couple, it was apparent this would be a hard sell. There was a plan in place, and it should have worked within reason. Having spent so much time researching and developing, along with watching hours of iniquitous planning on the part of AHSI and the controlling entities, he thought it was a shoo-in for anyone to recognize. But the Nolans were not just anyone. They certainly were not gullible. The change in Jake itself should have been enough to convince them, not to mention everything that he had told them so far. Stone was in a race against time, and somehow, someway, there had to be a way to bring them around.

	Stone began to speak again with hardwearing unease anchored in his voice. “I need to choose my next words carefully. It is important that I say this the right way... what the fuck... look, I’m just going to lay my cards on the table... without you... it is highly unlikely that this can be done. So much has changed in the last few days. More than I gambled on... The scope of what is ahead has taken a horrific and unexpected turn. Once they reach the point where they have a sufficient product to bridge the gap, there are factors in play that will place everything in motion immediately. The clock is running out. Finding anyone as unique as Jake and yourself in time will be nearly impossible. It may fall short or never materialize. Action needs to be taken now, or the situation will escalate and be irreversible….. We will all slip blindly into a hell from which we will never recover….. Jake’s change in and of itself should be proof enough that using this technology to control others would mean the end of civilization as we know it. If you’re not willing, there is no sense in going forward…. Everyone, with the minor exception of Jake and myself, is doomed. Without a doubt, I will inevitably use it before it’s too late. But it won’t fucking matter! The people of this world and the planet itself will spiral into an abyss from which it will never return.” 

	“With all due respect, why should we believe you? Jake inquired. “This metamorphosis that I have gone through, our apartment being leveled, all this information, our necessary involvement in it, is a lot to take in. My wife has a point, this could be an elaborate con by a hyper-intelligent individual, or everything you’re saying could be true. The passion and desperation in your explanations certainly adhere to the latter. You have been very forthcoming, but we need to know beyond a shadow of a doubt.”

	Stone stared off; he thought of something that might put this to rest. Reaching over, he scrolled through files on his system and opened up an archived feed marked, ‘Evidence.’ The footage showed leaders of several nations and terrorist organizations, billionaires, former presidents, oligarchs, power brokers, religious leaders, organized crime and cartel consiglieri with their bosses, the CEOs of the largest financial institutions, oil magnates, industrialists from military, pharmaceutical, oil, media, and food sectors, along with powerful and influential people, some known and others that were off the radar.

	In the years since Stone had been in his self-imposed exile, he learned about things he had perceived as myths or conspiracies. Reviewing the thousands of hours of footage revealed private conversations eventually led him into a byzantine and corrosive world—prompting him to hack deeper. Stone found a plethora of meetings, plans, contracts, and databases in vaulted libraries located in surreptitious sites at every corner of the globe. 

	It took years of detective work on his part to locate the schedules for meetings and the location of footage that would expose and put these people behind bars.

	These were the individuals who decided what was to be brought to the media, textbooks, scientific research, medicine, and pharmaceuticals, which wars would be waged where, how, and with whom, and which leaders would be put in place at all levels in each country, who would run which companies, etc. They controlled resources and how they were distributed. They ran the world and had been running it since before recorded time. As one died off, another would be brought in to replace them.

	Two rules have existed since the beginning of time. The first rule; no one could disclose any information or the identity of anyone in attendance. If that happened, they would all go down together. The second, “Immediate death upon disclosure,” was in place if the first rule was broken. The first rule had certain amendments since the invention of the photograph in the early 1800s and soon sound and film in the subsequent years.  Adding that film, audio and images could not leave the premises. Recording devices were put in place to ensure everyone's safety from each other. If anything leaked from the last 200 years and earlier, it would rewrite history in a second and expose the living and dead. 

	Since the mid-twentieth century, technology came into play, offering a permanent insurance policy to the second rule. Each member had a small but effective cyanide device injected into their bodies, which could be exploded remotely. If anyone attempted to remove the device, it would also explode. It went without saying that once you were a part of this organization, it was for life. The rules applied to spouses and family members along with the person(s) to whom the information was disclosed and their family. This meant a clean sweep of every family member, parent, grandparent, child, grandchild, or partner in an affair; whoever was close to the person and alive would be eighty-sixed and disappeared. No evidence. No trace of their existence. Bank accounts were emptied and closed; their property and vehicles changed ownership and burned to the ground to destroy photos, DNA, and other evidence of existence; paperwork destroyed, birth and wedding certificates, passports, employment, hospital records, IRS and military records would be gone, no school records, archived news and magazine articles, and video, all online presence vanished. If they were a star, a deep fake would be added for some films and shows; the rest would be gone like the person or media never existed. If a person shared photos, videos, and memories online, they would be deleted, and any evidence scrubbed. If any old magazines or newspaper articles surfaced, they would e confiscated. After that, it would be considered a Mandela Effect if anyone remembered the person and their work. Authors would be pseudonyms and eventually republished under the “original name. Each of these people would be scrubbed. Erased. Similar to being Sheep Dipped, but no new identity created. All loose ends… gone. Completely wiped from existence, online and on paper. Bots are then set up to find and erase the information stored on personal hard drives.

	Rumors and conspiracy theories about organizations like this had been around for centuries. The Bilderbergs, the Illuminati, Skull and Bones, Freemasons, the Bohemian Club, the Rosicrucians, Knights Templar, ORDER OF ST HUBERTUS, etc., or any of the other supposed controlling entities or societies. All may have some truth to them, but for the most part, their power was limited, benign, or subject to this controlling house of power, knowingly or unknowingly. This entity was on a much higher level and far more malignant. A true shadow world government. Structured and organized. A full-scale conglomerate of control.

	The Nolans saw everything Stone outlined being fleshed out and said in those gatherings by people they recognized. They could see that all of the footage was not deep faked; there were no edits, simply a running feed of conversations and meetings. 

	They watched presentations of technologies that would be used only by this organization, other technologies that would never be given to the general public, and technologies they would release incrementally to the citizens of the world at a high cost over a long period of time.
	
	What Stone had told them was just the tip of the iceberg. The vile agendas and the opinions expressed as they exchanged views were insidious and facinorous in nature.

	Unearthed as the Nolans watched was the entanglement of criminals at all levels of government and industry. Ninety percent of the people in power were criminals; the other ten percent were put in place and manipulated. 

	The Nolans saw the world for the first time in a new light, a very dark and horrible illumination of everything around them.

	“Turn it off…” Jake and Emma said in unison.

	A tense feeling filled the room culminating in an uneasy and lengthy respite. Shifting about, Emma covered her face, sobbing and sick. With eyes red and flush with tears, Jake stared off into the nothingness in shock. The two could not react with words; it was too hard to absorb the overwhelming amount of inveterate information. 

	Stone worried, waiting patiently for the right opportunity to speak again. He felt exceedingly uneasy, asking these people to align themselves with what clearly sounded like an insane foray but was now real to them. No one should be asked to take on something of this scale and depth, but someone needed to, and they were the best candidates, the only candidates. It was too late to start over, the timetable was changing fast, and the window was almost closed. He knew that, above all, Jake was the one... conceivably something more, a particular quintessence. 

	Emma sat back in the chair and leaned her head into her hands, covering her eyes, still watering and bloodshot. Emma wiped the tears from her face with this inordinate amount of information coursing through her mind like nails on a chalkboard. Her first instinct was to get up and leave with her husband in tow. She wanted out. She would never sign on for this kind of life, but she knew now that it was wrong to walk away. The weight involved in either leaving or staying was too complex, and the burden too great. She wanted time alone with Jake to discuss everything that had transpired. Enough time to work through each possibility until she could have sure footing. It was clear she would never get to exploit that privilege. The imminent gravity of the situation would not allow for that timetable.

	Finally, Jake stood up and paced slowly in front of Emma and Stone, not speaking. It was his life that everything rested on to thrive or fail. Even if Emma complied, it was up to Jake to accept it or take Emma and walk.

	Since he'd been given this gift, it had become his responsibility to move forward. Whether he liked it or not, the world's fate rested on his shoulders. If everything went south as it appeared, it inevitably would; it would be his fault. So walking away was not an option. 

	He knew what Stone hypothesized was correct. His entire life led here to Stone’s work. To this historical nexus. To this monumental shift. This technology had become his burden and his saving grace. But more importantly, he knew now that Emma, Stone, and his burden had become the world’s saving grace.

	The room was tense with anxious trepidation waiting for Jake to speak. His decision to move forward would be the final word. Neither Stone nor Emma could force him to take on this task or leave it all behind. 

	Jake had made his decision but for the sake of his wife’s sanity and the amount of data he would need to gather in a short time, he let the situation breathe. 

	Applying more than enough strength and confidence to let Emma know he had a handle on the situation, he turned a fixed gaze on Stone brandishing a look that burned right through him.
 
	Jake opened in a stern and efficacious tone.  “We want it all on the table. Emma and I need to know everything. Every specific detail, it doesn’t matter how small. I will have no issues reaching a decision. But keep in mind, you will have to convince my wife that this is attainable; she is not easily persuaded.”
 
	“Thank you... I appreciate your patience in hearing me out. I know that I put you through a lot today.” Stone responded. A thick sigh of exhaustion and respite filled his voice. “This is excellent, excellent...” Speaking partially to himself.

	Stone had been awake for the last two days monitoring Jake’s progress and needed to push through before driving them off or passing out. 

	Watching Jake transform had been an extremely stressful and horrifying event. Even knowing what would happen didn’t change the fact that anything could have gone wrong, and he could have died or been horribly mutilated. But each modification accelerated Jake’s capabilities far beyond what Stone anticipated. Until the engine hit the Nolans building, Stone did not realize how far above the mark Jake had begun to transform. Jake was absolute, yet somehow more. The impossible made possible by an intangible characteristic. A characteristic innate in Jake. 

	Stones’ scientific achievement with Jake as the vessel created something beyond the next level. In this day and age, commonplace technology like a Wifi signal and a command can unlock a door. Moving up a giant step is Quantum Entanglement. But what Jake is nearing is radically more than Quantum Entanglement—adding an unknown element that drives and can plot infinite courses. He is the key, the mechanism, the lock, the Wifi, the command, the lock floating apart from the door, opening it, shutting it, locking it, unlocking it, then moving it into every door frame in the house while sealing and unsealing every entry, the lock then becomes the house, from there, the house, and the world it’s on would be able to move between universes and become anything it desired at any point in time. Realigning for the task, situational relevance, or whim at hand.
	
	Since the Nolans arrived, Stone tried to explain that Jake was uniquely important. But the “something more” inside Jake that allowed Stone’s technology to work as it did would make Jake responsible for what could be achieved. Explaining that to the Nolans after what they had been through since they woke up this morning would be an involved and lengthy process, to say the least.
	
	“I feel that you may already know where this is going… still, there is a great deal of information that will help to round out Jake's role, my stratagem, and this base organization's agenda.” Stone continued.
	
	Trying to muster a second wind, Stone stood up. Stretching his weathered muscular frame, he let out a burst of air. Stone rubbed his face, pushed back his hair, and shook out the stress from his head, neck, and shoulders.

	Above the workbench were split feeds showing the different labs and offices from several vantage points. He explained to the Nolans how to switch around, add more feeds, adjust the volume and translate, providing anything that appeared consequential.

	“Understand before I start that others besides myself may be aware and working in parallel with me. Whether or not that is a possibility, if this organization uncovers information about them or us, they will not stop until we are all eliminated. Which means both of your lives could be in danger. If that’s true, we are just seeing a part of it, and it’s worse than I anticipated.

	Adversely, this organization may have already anticipated work being completed, similar to mine. That is why the timeline has been moved up, even though work still needs to be finished.

	As far as I know, this is where it all stands….” Stone said, pointing back to the array of feeds. 

	“Keeping an eye on the activity in each lab will help you gain a better perspective of what’s going down. If you need me to stop talking so you can concentrate on a specific feed, let me know and I’ll stop.” 
 
	“Do you have any research I can look over?” Jake inquired.
 
	“I do. Sadly, more than you can imagine.” Stone opened a folder.  “Everything in here should flesh out the story.”
 
	“Thank you,” Jake said. He pulled his chair closer and began to scroll through what appeared to be thousands of documents that all related to Stone’s research and AHSI’s development. Jake read at an accelerated pace, stopping periodically to reexamine and retrieve previous data, occasionally laughing at AHSI’s data and notes.
 
	“As you get further in-depth, you will begin to see that what these bastards are working on is extremely horrific, and the scale of their plans are monumental.” Stone continued.

	He took a drink, searched around his workbench for the cylinder he had been examining when they arrived, then held it up.

	“What I intend to do is just the opposite. I aim to stop them by getting there first. Instead of creating a multi-class system, I aim to create something completely new, a new sociological path where everyone is commensurate. The idea is to realign each individual, one by one, into a refocused race. These newly enlightened people will then be able to base their decisions on science, instead of ruling and understanding through emotional and delusional chaos.”
 
	“What are you, a fucking Scientologist?” Emma blurted out sarcastically, trying to vent her anxiety.
 
	“God, no! Fuck those motherfuckers! They’re fucking scam artists, hustlers, and jackasses. Hubbard may have had good intentions initially, although my research led me to believe he wanted to create a cult, control people, and steal cash from the get-go. A few of his theories were on the cusp of something, but he is a writer, not a scientist. So there may be some fragments of truth to what he says, but the rest is bullshit. He and a troop of hustlers grabbed onto the shit and created a fucking circus based on some self-help jargon and science fiction. It’s just another motherfuckin’ asshole cult. Besides, I found some shit on him making a bet that he could create a religion or a cult. Whatever he did shows how fucking gullible we are as a race and why it’s so easy for this organization to manipulate people. They teach us to hate and we buy right into it. Very few people have thought for themselves since the beginning of time. They listen to each other, their leaders, their peers, or the media and believe every word. It’s sad, truly sad. ”
 
	“I agree it’s hard to believe people buy into what amounts to opinion or any cult, whether it’s politics, religion, self-help, or whatever rounds out as the bullshit of the day. Why would anyone want to fuck up their life and follow blindly based on someone else’s opinion or half-baked theory.” Jake said.
 
	“Look… it’s simple… we need to be equivalent and unbiased... to think, feel and exist on relatively the same platform with complete and utter objectivity. Right now, we work against each other from ego and misperception with a need to be aligned with a social category. So, instead of working from this negative standpoint, we will build on common ground with each other, offering individualistic points of view to form true agendas.

	“It sounds idealistic.” Emma asserted.

	“It should sound that way because we are taught through all our life experiences that nothing comes easy, that we are not meant to work in harmony. If we do, then something must be wrong. We forget that positive, productive cohesion is a natural part of life that happens all around us. When people let go and become one with an experience, immersed in the concept and interaction, their ideas and thoughts are able to sync. This allows them to forget about the bullshit in between. For example, when great jazz musicians are in a flow, they lose all sense of ego and become one with the music. The patterns are created organically, uniquely, and endlessly, intertwining in a give and take from each individual. The music moves with a life of its own. It can be the same when we are aligned in our day-to-day lives. I am not saying that we don’t achieve this now in our everyday interactions, we do in some circumstances, but ninety-nine percent of the time, we are all petty, self-involved boneheads, caught up in our misperceptions and insecurities. It’s backward, a giant stumbling block that needs to be removed for us to prosper.

	What we are about to undertake is pertinent to our survival. If we fail, we are all screwed. We will end up just like the lost souls who join those cults, but getting out, won’t be an option. Even worse... the most abysmal part of this horror show... is that we will never even know any better.”

	“Why didn't you just fuck all their shit up, so they couldn’t get this far?’

	“Well… I certainly tried, but it is impossible to know which pieces of the puzzle are in place, how many people are working toward any of over a hundred possible goals, and which people might be working on any of those projects. 

	Also, if I did too much, it would immediately draw their attention, and the death toll would be catastrophic. 

	Beyond that, I am afraid other nefarious agendas are being hatched, far worse than the one we face right now. There are so many questions that need to be investigated. It is nearly impossible to quantify how many other technologies are in development or already up and running. Even with all the automation I built, there would still be blind spots. There’s no way to stop it all. I’d be running around mad, like a chicken with his head cut off.”

	“Point taken. So then, what’s the plan?” 

	“First. The encompassing situation must be assessed to ensure that my theories and priorities are correct and in order. So when we get through this literal battle for the future of human existence, everything will be transparent and out in the open. Nothing will be an issue. Instead, we will prosper and move forward together. That is, assuming I can convince you to fight this war with me.

	Second. We will need to locate and minimize increasing variables and roadblocks. That leads us to the Third.” 

	Stone stopped and covered his face. The anxiety in his voice rose as he continued. “Although… every possibility has been researched; surreptitiously, there are reprehensible scenarios, even more abhorrent out there.” 

	“Such as…” 

	“In the realm of possibility… How about wiping out most of the population?

	“Seriously!?!”

	 “Well, the level of control would increase dramatically, opening the natural transition to a totalitarian state. AI, robotics, and machines would take on a majority workload and, of course, the task of policing. Leaving more resources at their disposal to manipulate and giving them a longer timeline before they have exhausted this planet.”

	“So, what you are saying, is that killing most of the population could be their next step, providing the current plan goes sideways?”

	Yes. But… and that’s just one scenario. I can sit here all day outlining countless more that I have caught a glimpse of over the years or considered could be one of their possibilities. One thing is for damn sure; they are not putting all their eggs in one basket.

	This is it. Our only stand! If we don’t do something to stop them before they can start this agenda or any other scenario… it’s over! Period!”

	An awkward silence fell over the room. Stone looked up, his eyes fixated on nothing. The tension escaped his body in a long breath. As he tried to speak, his voice echoed the deep wound he had been caring for all these years. Teeth grinding, the words rang out in a foreboding tone. “This is the horrific truth…  no matter which method they employ… the FUCKING BASTARDS are far enough along to shut the world down in a single step.”  

	“Then it's the mass indoctrination?”  Emma asked rhetorically.
	
	“My God!” Jake exclaimed, understanding the total weight of the situation. “What the fuck…?!” 
 
	“In no uncertain terms. Under any of their schema, this is how it is going to go down. This egregious… maniacal… reprobate consortium will, in a concise timeframe, enforce sweeping control of the population—ascendancy over the mind, body, life, and death of every person on the planet.”

	“Programmed for whatever suits their needs.”

	“Correct. Currently, the amount of work it takes to keep us all moving in line is growing beyond their control. It’s also getting much too expensive. So they’re going to step in and nip it in the bud. Abruptly shut off free will and the sentient knowledge that we are being controlled. At that point, fuck… there is no turning back.”

	“So that’s it. No more wars. We are all just unwitting slaves.” Emma responded.

	“That would be a little less abhorrent. So, yes and no. The rape of the planet and its people will be a script that will play out for as long as they desire. There will still be war. I’ll get to that in a minute. But you need to know that although we will all be controlled, the ways in which we will be dealt with will be different. 

	Starting with the military that will be made up of newly created… how can I put this… I hate using this euphemism, but for lack of a better word, ’super-soldiers.’ With these programmable toy soldiers in place, they can enhance drone programs by adding human ones. The current expensive and easily destructible military personnel will be rendered obsolete by ‘Regenerating Soldiers.’ It’s a no-brainer; you send them into battle, they get shot, they repair, and they go right back out. No money wasted. No PTSD. In this scenario, no one dies unless someone at the highest level wants them dead. No money is spent on hospitals of any kind, physical or mental. No money to be squandered. Reusable war machines. Money made and goals achieved! 

	Some people might think that type of soldier sounds novel and possibly admirable. ‘Regenerating Soldiers,’ Yes. But what of their mental status? Where’s their humanity, their human emotion? Where’s the option not to go to war? Where is the fucking choice! Where’s the opportunity to discuss directives? It becomes ‘Permanent Moral Injury,’ with a caveat. They will be able to conduct themselves in any social situation without presenting abnormality… until it is time to kill, rape, or commit immoral acts. These soldiers will consider those actions to be typical and expected. No remorse, regrets, sympathy, or empathy. No sadness or negative emotion. Like a person without a soul. Without a moral compass. Currently, in psychological terms, this type of person would be considered to have psychopathic traits. Going unnoticed in everyday society, and, in some cases, they may be very charismatic. We see this in people like Charles Manson and other cult leaders. Except, these soldiers are controlled and programmed like machines.

	As for the general population… concurrently, each individual will be initialized, sculpted, and pushed into the workforce. They will be placed happily into lives that are shadows of their former selves—obeying and blissfully succumbing to mind-numbing existences—then oriented to a specific occupation that they will ‘like,’ regardless of the role. No ‘original thoughts’ other than reciting the mantras of the workforce and a simple ‘yes sir,’ ‘correct sir,’ ‘I love my job, sir,’ ‘what do you need me to do next sir,’ emptied-headed and happy. They will be alive to work and consume, slaves to their existence. No one will ask their superiors if there is a better way, nor will any develop one on their own. They will never see or understand that they should walk away and live a better life. Instead, these poor, living, breathing, milked corpses will remain hopelessly blank. Consumer-driven ‘yes men,’ walking lifeless in total servitude, without a choice and happy about it. The perfect enslaved people. Stepford people, if you will. Existing, but not living.

	Once all choice is gone, humans as biological entities will ultimately deteriorate over time because a life without choice is animated death. ‘Choice’ in and of itself is existence. It is involved in every aspect of our lives. ‘To choose' is to have ‘actual life.’ One needs to make choices, whether good or bad, in order to develop who they are and what one can offer the world around them. When a person strives to carve out a path in life and attempts to create a government and social order that reflects their ideals, the choice has to be a part of it. Therefore, it is an incorrect hypothesis to suppose a society can exist without choice. 

	There is only one way this plays out. If the human race is hijacked and left to rot under the new slavery blanket, life will soon break down. Not necessarily in the near future, but it will go sideways when evolution steps in over time. 

	Having said that, the antagonists we are dealing with may understand this concept. So when that point arrives, they will do one of two things. Either leave and/or repurpose the earth. Or they will wipe us out completely. 

	At this stage in technology, when living forever or transference of human consciousness to a new biological vessel, hybrid or machine is right around the corner, there is no sense in keeping us around to fuck their shit up.”

	“They already tell us what to do, and we follow. Isn’t that enough if they kill off most of us? Emma inquired.

	“Not exactly; although people still have the ability to choose and choose to be manipulated, consciously or subconsciously, there is still the nature of choice in our daily lives. This allows us to function as humans psychologically. 

	Humans, as a species, need the power to invent and innovate, no matter how mundane. It is the small steps that help us to progress and keep our evolution on track. It also keeps us relatively sane. Removing it by allowing only manipulation is shutting down a basic brain function, which negates the ability to create what has never come before. If those choices are removed, it will hinder progress, and humanity will eventually grind to a halt. With only a few people making decisions, humanity will drown in stagnant waters. The pool of ideas will ultimately wash away, and we will cease to function as a race of beings on this planet. Finally ending our time here. 

	“If that happens, wouldn’t they try to reboot or reformat the brain?”

	“They might, but as I said, they may eliminate the race at that time. Erase the problem.

	Our only hope is that evolution will adapt and add in choice again to survive at a time when they are willing to let it happen because they have evolved. But that’s a very long way down the road, and if they evolve the far, they will just let us off the hook anyway.”

	More questions arose as Emma pondered his theories. The situation was complex and intriguing. She found herself deep in the rabbit hole with a strong desire to dig further. 

	“The population right now is prodigious,” she formulated. “Which tips the scales and adds a high number of variables. How are they going to succeed if information leaks? The militaries will attack to stop it or, worse, try to steal the technology.”

	 “You’re right and wrong. If a leak occurs, there won’t be enough time for a coup. The key delivery processes are already in place. It will happen too fast. A global initiative will occur first, bringing everyone on board; this will keep countries from seeking a coup. When the initiatives have been completed, it would be time to bring each country into the fold to follow suit as applicable. Besides, they run the show. A little misinformation, and redirection, running concurrently, would allow for enough time. Providing there are obstacles.” 

	“What if they are betrayed, from the inside, within the conglomerate itself?”

	“Honestly, as I said, there won’t be enough time. As soon as they smell a mole, the project will be initiated. You see, everyone inside is tracked and observed. So again, the second they hear or see anything, all involved will be killed. It will happen quickly without a way to stop it. At that time, an assessment will be made. If too much damage is done, the project goes forward immediately. 

	The backbone is in place. The militaries from each country have already been brought under the same objective. Everything is ready. The perfect game. Each contingent is set to perform a part of the job. It will initiate like falling dominos.”

	 Stone grabbed his water, his body and mind reaching the breaking point. 

	“Once it is complete,” He continued. “The militaries will then shift gears. Like clockwork, they will become sublime little soldiers. No more training, no more post-traumatic stress, no more friendly fire, only perfect programmable weapons that can be activated at any time.”

	“I don’t see the point of controlling both sides. That ends any reason for war or military.”

	“Since time immemorial, the military and its counterpart, war, have been part of the whole package. Initiatives need facilitators, hence, the military. War has always been a tool of political restructuring and population control. Both push technology forward and reinvent nations. The two are vital to their plans. 

	If this particular agenda comes to fruition and one of their members goes rogue or factions develop within the conglomerate, then action will be taken in one or two ways. The militaries will either intercede through stealth operations or, depending on the nature of the conflict, act as a whole to enact wars.”

	“This is idiotic. It’s the same thing on a smaller controlled level.”
	“Tada! Ding! Ding! You are the winner!” Stone laughed. “I know it seems illogical. But as you have seen and I have tried to elucidate, the game has always been controlled; it is just getting more challenging to administer. 

	Historically, we’ve seen great leaders, conquerors, allied forces, and monumental campaigns forged by dozens of empires all fall to waste. There have been agendas that were unable to be fulfilled. Certain leaders upset the strategies, backed out, betrayed, or worked both sides. Others misappropriated money, driving their countries into extreme debt, and squandered their assets as well as their power. Others refused to play out the scenarios. There are a hundred different reasons people didn’t play ball or play well with others or play well at all. 

	This ‘shadow world government,’ ‘conglomerate,’ or whatever the fuck you want to call them, used those hiccups of human nature as ways to fuel and provide their cyclical agendas. But now, because everything is getting out of hand, overriding the all opposing objectives is much simpler, cheaper, and far more advantageous to solidify their plans and ensure their well-being. 

	Additionally, in the past, membership for these individuals who have been exploiting the world order survived on a constant revolving door. A door that they now want to lock. A line of demarcation has been reached. Technology has given birth to the lock and a dividing line. It’s wrapped into a neat little package and facilitated through a simple solution. In one fell swoop, total permanent control, the ability to achieve any agenda, perfect health, and a ceaseless life. As I have hypothesized, ‘technology matches the intent,’ so the revolving door can now be closed.”

	“Are you saying that they will be maniacal versions of me?” Jake asked.

	“Yes. But, luckily… not that advanced. If they set themselves up to be that advanced, they would immediately realize the insane path they are on and fix it. 

	Besides, they have no idea that you or something like you exists. If they did, they would be trying to acquire you or  kill you to own that technology.” 

	“Are you saying you’ve put my husband in danger?!” Emma interjected.

	“Not exactly, Jake will be able to handle himself. There is something about Jake that creates an infinite structure, that nothing can destroy. I provided the impetus, but the rest is him.”

	“What’s to say, there’s not someone else like him?”

	“If there is, then we have help. But, I don’t think it’s possible.

	As far as we stand, I have only made two of this particular batch and the other is for you, Emma, if you ever decide that you would like to have it. The solution is specific to your DNA. It won’t work on anyone else.”

	“I’m sure if you created this technology, then someone else could also.”

	“That’s true, I am doing my best to monitor and add new feeds so I can find out if there is anyone out there on the same track. Right now, I haven’t seen anything. But it's entirely possible. That’s why we need to act quickly. The longer we wait, the more probability that it will happen.”

	“Okay, so… what’s to stop these fuckheads from finding yours and reverse engineering it if something goes sideways on our end?”

	“It would be like trying to decipher a dead language. I have hidden the formulae within itself, so that if the batch were ever found, it would appear to be something else. Only when it reacts with your DNA does it become active. On anyone else, it would be completely benign.”

	“Where is it now?”

	“In my Safe, right there.” Stone pointed across the room to a blank wall.

	“So, it’s in a Safe behind a wall?”

	“Yes…” Stone approached the wall, using his ring finger on his left hand and the fifth finger on his right to touch a precise area, and then pressed his ear to the wall. Stepping back, the wall raised, revealing a Safe. Stone then used a specific algorithm generated at random to a clear dongle embedded under his skin, which was used in congress with a full body scan and as it collected a DNA sample. Stone added a high level of sensitivity to detect the presence of false fingerprints on each hand. This, combined with the ear print, made it virtually impossible to falsify an identity.

	“No one knows the Safe is there except us. The Safe itself is like Fort Knox.” Stone explained.

	“I’m good with it,” Emma said. “But what with the ear? Listening for something?” 

	“Nada. Not even close. Every ear has a unique size, shape, and pattern that extends down the ear canal. Built into the wall are light and sound tests. Before the wall rises, these tests must be passed and matched to the odd array of fingerprints and patterns. Each time it's opened, the amount and selection of fingers changes and the ear preference.”  

	As Emma continued questioning Stone, Jake read at a furious pace trying to glean information. He ingested and understood the technologies but sought to uncover anything that might be missing or incorrect to confirm or dispute Stone’s hypothesis. In the meantime, he hoped Emma and Stone would slowly develop their conversation into a trusting banter and become more comfortable as she grilled him. Through the relentless questions and discussions, Jake knew Emma would learn and retain all the information and by doing so, would ascertain Stone’s legitimacy.

	After almost thirty minutes, Jake broke into their conversation.“If I am reading and understanding this correctly, they intend to introduce it surreptitiously through the water and air. Introducing it into the clouds during each flight that takes off and lands at every airport around the world. This will enable it to spread worldwide in a matter of days. Is this still true?” Jake asked.
 
	“It is, although there are a few flaws in the method they designed. Luckily I was able to make some recent changes to their formulas. But that doesn’t mean there isn't someone I’m unaware of who may have figured it out. They are continually acquiring new companies, so I’ll never be sure that I am up to date on their advancements and revisions.” 

	“Do they have the resources to pull this off?” Emma asked.

	“They do, but I have a better plan,” Stone responded. 

	“Do tell,” Jake queried. “It’s perfect. How can you create something that could work more effectively or spread at a faster rate? It doesn’t seem possible...” Jake paused and leaned in to emphasize his next thought. “Speaking of... ‘delivery methods’... how did you get it into me?”
 
	“I guess the bug man might have put it in your almond milk…?” Stone said, shrugging with a comical look on his face.

	“Are you fucking kidding me!”

	“It was the obvious choice, I had to select something Emma would never drink. I watched and waited until you worked a half day. When you mentioned that morning that you would eat cereal for lunch, I made my move, pouring most of it out so you would only have enough for one bowl.”
 
	“That’s insane. What if someone else had pulled it out to drink it?”
 
	“Good question. Even though this particular solution was designed for you, I didn’t want anyone else drinking it. There was a sensor on the bottom that would kick an alarm here. I made sure I was able to watch you take the dose. If it wasn’t you, I would have set off the fire alarm; if that didn’t work, I would have turned on the overhead sprinklers.”
 
	“Why a half day, so it would work overnight?”
 
	“Precisely. It needed time to filter through your body and knock you out when the first transition occurred. What I didn’t count on was you making plans to play poker or staying that late. On your way home, it was getting too close to the wire. When the change began to occur, your vehicle started weaving in traffic. So to avoid an accident and risk a hospital visit, my only option was to run it off the road. You got out and walked into the woods, tromping around in the mud until you eventually passed out. I pulled you up out of the mud and drove you to the apartment. When we arrived, I carried you through the parking lot, unlocked the door, propped you up, and locked you in. I watched the feeds for a while to ensure you were all right. You took a nasty fall, but the change contracted it. When everything was back on track, I returned to your vehicle and towed it to the apartment. 

	In the morning, when you woke up, the transition was about fifty percent complete. Over the next week or so, you will keep changing, and depending on your mental state, it will improve and allow the transition to advance at a much more accelerated pace. If you adapt faster, it will react even more rapidly. Everything is based on how your consciousness unfolds during the process and how you attune to the change overall.”
 
	“I can still feel my mind and body metamorphosing ...the sensation is remarkably exhilarating; it’s incredible. I can't tell you how much I enjoy it.”
 
	“That will help… it will make all the difference. Your particular psyche is bridging specific gaps that will take this process further than I originally intended.”

	“Did you base all of this on a certain set of people who have accentuated physical and mental abilities?”

	“Actually, the set was extensive. I utilized aspects of greatness within a wide range of physical and mental abilities. A few the samples you might know off hand: Albert Einstein, Michael Jordan, Wayne Gretzky, Mozart, Charlie Parker, John Coltrane, Leonardo DiVinci, Nikola Tesla, Jesus, Aristotle, Vincent ‘Bo’ Jackson, Roy Jones Jr., Sun Tzu, Marcus Aurelius, Ray Kurzweil, Harry Houdini, Jacque Fresco, Atilla the Hun, Ghengis Khan, Michael Jai White, Wim Hoff, Bruce Lee, Vince Gironda, Richard Branson, Dean Karnazes, Carl Sagan, Caravaggio, Confucius, Socrates, Plato, James Lovelock, Shi Yan Ming, among many others.”
 
	“What about Emma? When can she have this done?”
 
	“What!?! I don’t want this shit! I am fine the way I am. Leave me the fuck out of it!” Emma responded. She hated this kind of technology and always took the opposing side until she could get her head around it. After that, you wouldn’t be able to take it away from her, and there would be no reverting back. At her core, she is a naturalist, a realist, and a purest. With no dreams of being something other than what she is or started as when she was born. Her approach was that ‘Mother Nature always gets her way.’ Although, if the option organically presented itself and she became involved in it, using it as part of her everyday life, there was no letting go of the change.
 
	“Look, I don’t want anything to happen to you.”
	
	“Oy vey. I’ve made it this far in life with no real issues. I’m fine.”

	“That’s true, but we are in a new game. What if someone critically hurts you are kills you?”

	“Then it’s my time. I can’t live my life thinking I am ogling to get hurt or die.”

	“Hon, from what I am able to decipher, this is a good thing; I’ll never have to worry about you again.”
 
	“I don’t care; this is my life! Not yours! Not his! It is my fucking decision, and it is something we can discuss later!”
 
	“Emma is correct. This is nothing to take lightly. If she decides, it actually will need to be on her own terms. That is how I developed it for both of you. I factored in Emma’s logic. Jake, you are the first, and Emma will be the last if she ever decides she wants to go forward. Someone trustworthy must stand apart from the process in case anything goes awry.” Stone offered.
 
	“I didn’t even get the choice, and I’m fine as far as I know,” Jake said.
 
	“Yes, but you have always wanted to be involved in this type of technology the second it was available. She hasn’t. This isn’t important to her and that is what makes her a fundamental part of the puzzle.”
 
	“Important, how?” Emma asked with an inquisitive look.

	“Everything you do, think, or preside over is important. Selecting you, was equal in importance to the consideration I placed on your husband.”

	“That’s my girl.” Jake endorsed.
 
	“Getting back to your question, I can make it spread faster. Fast enough so they won’t have time to react.”

	“Well, I hope your plan is underway.”

	“Why?”
 
	“Because I think they have already reacted.”
 
	“How?”
 
	“By dropping that plane engine on our building.”
 
	“That was just an unrelated fluke.”
 
	“I don’t think so…” Emma offered. “Look at the feed of our apartment. Whoa, who are those people rummaging through the rubble…?”
 
	“It’s them…”
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"Truth is on the side of the oppressed." 
Malcolm X



	“Let’s get back, I didn’t find anything, and I can’t feel anything in this place. There’s nothing here.”  Sranith said.

	“Are you sure? Did you see any syringes or vials? Were there strange liquids or smells out of the ordinary? What about a binding agent, flesh samples, or blood?” Tcraice asked.

	“It appears the subjects may have been infused at an alternate location.”
	
	“If you are going off the ‘data’ we received, how do you know they are actually ‘subjects’?”  Tcraice said, holding his fingers up in a mock quote fashion. “Besides, how can you find anything in all this rubble? It’s like a war zone.”

	“Explain how you would know the topography and evidence of a war zone. You’ve never been more than a hundred miles away from home.”

	“I’ve seen pictures and movies.”

	“It’s not the same.”

	“That’s true, but there’s still no reason to trust the data; you know how often it has been wrong.”

	“I’m not saying that there is reason to trust shit! But look what the fuck happened here. Both of these people should be dead.” 

	 Sranith and Tcraice observed the devastation, unsure where to anchor a theory that would feed their investigation.

“I doubt very much that it’s just dumb luck.” Sranith continued. “This a small apartment, so tell me, how were they missed by the engine or the building itself when it caved in on the apartment? How did they survive? You want to explain that wise guy.”

	“You may have a point, but it still could have been an isolated occurrence.”

	“They were unscathed...”

	“So...”
 
	Sranith shrugged off Tcraice comments and opened a quantum analyzer that represented its findings in four-dimensional space. He uncovered chunks of the rubble and measured the Nolan’s items to glean any information that might help him to develop a theory. But the readings were not able to provide solid evidence. When he tried to feel for any residual mental energy, he could only grasp shock and despair, a natural occurrence from the crash. There was too much confusion mixed in with it, making it hard to piece together an immutable train of thought. He considered that something or someone might be stopping him from gathering information, but it was unlikely, given the circumstances. Although the feeling still lingered, pushing him to continue the search.

	As Sranith scoured the apartment for evidence, he noticed that the wreckage appeared to defy the basic laws of physics. With the force of an engine filled with fuel falling from above ten thousand feet and weighing several tons, there should have been an explosion at ground zero of the collision or, at the very least total devastation from the gravity and weight of the engine. It should have crushed anything in its path. But the engine was lying on top of the rubble. There was no clear path, nothing was crushed underneath, it was almost as if the engine was driven through the building and placed down. It didn’t make any sense, there should have been more damage from this type of impact.
 
	“I don’t know what to think. Nothing seems right. Can you locate additional public and private feeds that we can review? It wouldn’t hurt to monitor the site as well. When the Nolans return, or we track them down, it is imperative that they are gleaned for information about what happened.” Sranith requested.
 
	“I still think you could be wrong. We don’t have any proof that they have been infused. As I said, it might simply be an anomaly.” Tcraice emphasized.
 
	“Tcraice, I can not proceed on that assumption. It’s not a chance I am willing to take. Nor is it one we can afford to accept.”
 
	“Fine. If you feel that’s the right way to go.”

	“I do.”

	“Khasre, is telling me he agrees with you.” 

	“Tell him, thank you. Wait...If he agrees, then shouldn’t you?” Sranith said with a puzzled look on his face. Tcraice ignored the question. “Is there something wrong?” Tcraice still did acknowledge him.
 
	Sranith shrugged it off and checked his notes, making his way through the rubble back to their vehicle. Tcraice wandered off on his own into the unlit parking lot. The street lights had been down on the block since the engine took off the top of the pole.

	“We need to track them down,” Sranith said, trying again to get his attention.
 
	Tcraice shouted as he turned around quickly. “Sranith, something is going on, there’s screaming!”  A look of despair and utter fear washed over his face.
 
	“What is it?!”
 
	“Khasre…! I can’t feel, Khasre…!” Tcraice yelled as he dropped to the ground. 

	A local officer stationed at the crash site on the street in front of the apartment complex saw Tcraice hit the ground. He had detained them earlier and finally let them in after their faux FAA IDs checked out. He waited to see if he stood up, but nothing happened. When he saw Sranith run across the lot and stand over him, clearly upset, he got out of his vehicle and sped over to help. 
 
	Sranith knelt and felt for a sign of life. There was a dark emptiness, but he could feel a low wave of energy.
 
	“What's going on!” The officer shouted. “Is he all right?
 
	“He will be fine; he seems to have had a seizure,”  Sranith answered, trying to hide his panic.
 
	“Do you need me to call an ambulance?”
 
	“No, he should be okay, sir. It takes a while before he regains consciousness. Can you help me carry him? We let him sleep it off in the back seat.”
 
	“No problem. Grab his feet. Are you okay? You seemed very distressed when he collapsed?”

	“I’m fine. The seizures shock me every time. I always think something else is wrong when this happens.”
 
	They deposited Tcraice in the back seat, and Sranith closed the door.
 
	“Do you guys live close by?” The officer inquired.
 
	“No, we are about a hundred miles out. We requested this assignment because we know people who live in this complex. We haven’t found any sign of life. Their apartment is destroyed. I’m getting worried. They aren’t answering their phones, do you know if they are all right?”

	“Which apartment?”

	“The first floor, right here.” Sranith pointed to the taped-off rubble.
 
	“I think they were fine. They made it out without a scratch. I believe they left to find a hotel.”
 
	“Thank you, officer, I’ll keep trying to phone them.”
 
	“Have a good night. Take care of your friend.”
 
	Sranith, overwhelmed by the situation back at Yrican, tried desperately to avoid letting the officer witness his fear and unease. As the policeman turned away, Sranith could feel the empty sadness of his people as it washed through him. A myriad of emotional torment cascaded and swelled like the turbulent waters of converging storms in the deep ocean. 

	Legs quivering and barely able to walk, the flood of anguish filled the deep gaps in his being. Almost unconscious, Sranith batted the relentless tide. Disjointed, his body contorted, oblong, and shaking, he could feel himself falling away. Nearly dropping to the ground, knees buckling under, he pulled himself into the driver’s seat. With eyes glossed over, he pushed against the chaotic flow that forced itself down upon him. The overwhelming impetus converged as he worked to upend its prominence. His goal to remain objective without succumbing seemed insurmountable. It seemed like endless formidable strides before he could build enough momentum to reverse the tide and remain coherent.  

	An explosion broke the silence. Opening a fissure that revealed a clouded scene transpiring at Yrican. He felt their shock and desperation upon entering, but the images remained unclear in a confusing foray of anguish and despair. A desperate blackness soon filled the space and surrounded him. He pulled back and forced his way out before he could be trapped inside. Sranith was frightened by the possibility of what might be transpiring. Nothing like this had ever occurred before in all the years they had been stationed at Yrican. 

	Without warning, the vehicle started and moved forward, heading in the direction of Yrican. Although the wheels turned, they were not functional. The vehicle hovered silently to its destination. Sranith held the steering wheel as he passed the officer and waved, trying to appear as normal as possible. Keeping his distance, he continued to concentrate on Yrican. Trying to glean something, anything without getting trapped there. His fear rose as he looked back to check on Tcraice and saw no movement.
 
	Tcraice and Khasre were the same being, two halves, able to act as one and as two separate entities. They could not survive without each other. If one died, the other would also die or become severely debilitated. The only chance of survival was minimal; it would take a third. The singular entity of two would need to be merged with another being—a Scrien. The Scrien would act as a conduit, a means to rebuild Tcraice and Khasre.

	Sranith tried desperately to search for a legible signature to enable communication and understand the developments occurring back at Yrican. If everyone were gone, there would be no way to revive Tcraice. Sranith was at odds, having no idea what to do next. Tcraice was in a coma of sorts, still breathing on his own but clearly in a nebulous and unconscious state. The future of his people was in question if he could not find a Scrien to bring back both Khasre and Tcraice.

	Tcraice and Khasre were unique beings; only fifty existed in the population at Yrican. A species with the ability to interact with millions of organisms and technologies. Working in voluntary and involuntary capacities, they were innately structured to rebuild when damaged, transmute, advance, and create. Without them, most of the systems at Yrican would slow down considerably or shut off. By virtue of their nature, Yrican was transformed into a hybrid living entity.
	
	The unique traits of the fifty individuals made them very hard to kill. But with Khasres' and all of the Scrien’s status unknown it seemed their genetic structure was in flux, unable to repair or change. In their history, nothing like this had ever occurred. It was virtually impossible to initiate this form of stasis upon an Oriander or eliminate one. Never mind, shutting almost all of them down.

∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	Noda was taken aback as he walked through the doorway into the operations area. The room was empty. Several minutes earlier, there had been a cluster of activity with over one hundred of his people working, solving issues in sequences for execution and I/O routines. At the opposite end of the room, about seventy feet away, he heard voices behind the door that led into a large section of the building. The language was unfamiliar, but the timbre was uniquely that of the Orianders. Unsure of what may have occurred, he walked closer to the doorway to investigate. Listening intently, it became apparent that the mounting expression carrying through their speech was that of pleading. The voices blurred with the loud whir of a machine. As the noise increased in volume, it soon overshadowed their cries. 

	Noda, petrified, stood motionless, afraid to act. His fear escalated, realizing quickly that no sound should be able to make its way through the wall and across the room where he had been standing. The construction of the building, for better or worse, was soundproof. It was created to effectively avoid any breach. The building was made from variations of hardened, high-carbonized, and tungsten steel as well as titanium alloys over pockets of specialized flexible concrete, densely packed sand, and layers of air in between. The doors were designed to move into the air pockets, creating small hallways when opened. The walls, ceilings, and floors were each seven feet thick, with floating cloud ceilings to assist in sound calibration. The windows were equally dense, made from transparent layers of blast and bullet-resistant fiber, plastic, and glass, making them virtually impenetrable on par with the walls and doors. The campus, designed to withstand a high level of disaster, natural and artificial, was built to protect the Orianders and to stop anything from leaving if trapped. If he could hear them, it meant that part of the door on the other side was gone, and only a thin layer remained. 

	Noda’s fear and confusion gave way to panic when he noticed the door was starting to vibrate as though it was about to explode. The remaining layer of the door and the casing around it bent, iced over, and cracked. He quickly moved back. As he did, the door shattered, and the voices became shouts of terror. The building began to shake as the wall exploded, slamming him into a window. His body raised off the ground and moved through the opening where the door had been. He was gone.
 
	Fires loomed in several areas around the parameter of what was now a large disheveled space. Remnants of the structure, along with furniture, wiring, and fixtures, were scattered across the floor closest to where the doorway once stood.

	Noda awoke, head throbbing, face down on the floor. The pungent odor of burning metal filled the air. He opened his eyes and tried to move his head, noticing a dark black smoke floating about the room. Unable to stand, he tried to call for help. Nothing came out. His body lay paralyzed on the cold cement. Noda raised his head to look around the room. The only thing in his line of sight was several hundred Orianders lined up on the floor, every third one face down. As the vibrating dissipated, the room fell silent. The sound of pleading and shouts of terror stopped. He tried lifting his head and chest higher to peer out at those around him, realizing that he might be the only one who could move his head. 

	The smoke dissipated, and the feeling in his legs began to return. With eyes full of water and teeth clenched, Noda tried to roll. He could hear the snap of footsteps on concrete. Cold steel met his skin, and a desperate prayer raced through his mind. The next sound was the click of a gun.  
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	Yrican was hidden beneath the landscape on the backside of the Tashiam Sanctuary National Park, one hundred yards from a gate that marked a long unused road into the facility. The gate, built in the late 1800s, was now crumbling and had long since fallen into disrepair. During the mid-twentieth century, the gate, the entrance, and the surrounding areas decayed to such an extent that they became part of the natural landscape. Hiking had been prohibited in the area for the last twenty years due to the dangerous terrain as well as the rare and endangered species of wildlife and vegetation. This forced the national park service to deem the land a natural preserve and regulate it as hazardous and impassible, eventually fencing it off. However, hovercraft and aircraft developed by the Orianders could access the acreage. The park was eventually taken off the register, and all traces of its existence were scrubbed.

	When building the facility, they installed a covert tunnel that led to the secure underground structure. The mechanism for entry could only be facilitated by several Orianders working in congress from the control desk inside the building.

	Sranith drove the last few miles toward Yrican under thick cloud cover that painted an unfathomable black sky above the densely wooded area of the park. With visibility below ten feet, the vehicle maneuvered slowly through the natural obstacles. He followed the deteriorating dirt road, littered with sinkholes, vines, barbs, and Texas Indigo snakes, which overran the once precious and beautiful landscape. With each passing moment, the creeping pace drove a spike of anxiety and torment further through him. Remaining on course as the road wrapped along the parameter, Sranith searched for an opening allowing him close enough access to attain a visual without being detected. When the vehicle reached an optimal access point, it raised to a more suitable level and hovered over the brush line, disappearing into the thickly wooded area.
 
	Sranith rarely left Yrican, only on research trips such as this night's current objective, which had been sidetracked by this occurrence with Khasre, Tcraice, and the unprecedented silence at Yrican. Unable to shut down his chaotic connection with his people, two feelings flowed In a constant loop, intense sadness, then nothingness. Tears ran down Sranith’s face. What scared him the most was not being able to perceive what was transpiring. 

	His abilities allowed him to sense and understand any events that transpired. He was able to see through a host's eyes and, at times, enter into their three-dimensional space. He knew what they felt and was conscious of the intent of whomever he surveyed. But now he sparingly heard words, felt a second or two of emotion, and then… nothing.
  
	As Sranith approached the bunker, a large hover-truck came into view near the entrance. It was grey with no markings. On the thick tree and brush line parameter, the vehicle stopped and lowered into a small open area about ninety feet from the facility. 

	On the edge of panic, fear again washed over him in waves. Not knowing was uncharted territory for Sranith. He would need to move quickly to get inside and investigate. His eyes closed as all his energy was forced on the only concept he could grasp…‘Gone.’ Within seconds as fast as the translucent state opened, it closed. Much like a dense fog, it showed nothing.

	Sranith stepped out of the vehicle and changed his appearance to a mirror of his surroundings. Now camouflaged, he began to run, snapping branches along the way through the trees and brush. He grew closer, remaining completely masked. Watching unmarked soldiers as they milled around the outside of the facility. Sranith remained concealed, invisible to the soldiers guarding the bunker. At roughly fifty yards from the entrance. He was startled by an armored presence pushing him aside. The soldier turned to look but saw nothing and remained on course.
 
	Falling in line behind the soldier, Sranith, now within twenty feet, slowed; this was his opportunity. He stepped in line with the footsteps of a passing group of soldiers transporting weapons and equipment into the bunker. The armored soldier stopped outside the entrance and barked orders at several soldiers to store the weaponry inside an open area just beside the doorway. Sranith kept walking, trying not to breathe or make a sound. Maintaining an even stride, he passed them. Once inside the building and out of sight, he turned a corner and leaned against the wall to regain his nerve and start again.

	Sranith lived his entire life in Yrican and knew every inch of the facility. The odds were in his favor as long as he could remain unseen.

	Although Sranith was enabled with specific capabilities and attributes, there was no assurance that he could find his people or succor them. His fear urged him to turn back, but he understood quite clearly that the only way to help was to follow through, with blind faith that eventually, he could covertly turn the tables on whatever might be happening to the Orianders.

	Sranith regained his composure and stepped out into the large hallway. A cogency slammed into him and knocked him over. One word pushing through him like a wall of water… ’Move!’




 



 
 


































ORDINAIRE


[bookmark: Ordinaire]Ordinaire
“Change is the law of life. And those who look only to the past or present are certain to miss the future.” 
John F. Kennedy
 
	
	Outside of what remained from the destruction of Jake and Emma’s apartment stood two men in tailored grey suits. The suits appeared to be from the late fifties or early sixties, one a slightly darker shade. The two men, Harold Weinstein and Jackson McCreary, watched as several PI (Preternatural Inaugurate) scientists outfitted in HAZMAT Protection Level A suits sifted through the debris.

	“They’re gone, I don’t kn….” Harold began, reluctantly choking on a comment that escaped through a haze of smoke. “What do you hope to find?” he rephrased, trying to hold back the inevitable cough that inhibited him from releasing more words. The billowing plumes of smoke that encircled them flowed from a perfecto-shaped cigar he purchased his previous day ‘on the job’ in Havana, June 11th, 1960. 

	Understanding Harold’s intent, Jackson grunted a response amidst clearing his throat. The timbre of his voice was gritty and laden with a thick New York accent. “Trace evidence of substances is gonna help determine…” he faded off, turning his focus to the scientists or minions, as he liked to call them, watching them stop to examine a small cylinder-shaped object. Unsure whether or not it was relevant, signaling Harold, he tipped his head toward them and relayed the remainder of his point. “The goal here… is… to find out if he changed and to what extent.” 

	Jackson McCreary was a heavily built, foreboding character in his mid-fifties who looked as though he was no older than twenty-five. The slightly darker suit accentuated his strong demeanor as a quintessential, no-bullshit, retired military officer who worked his way up the ranks. A dominant sense of authority exuded from his harsh features, accentuated by sets of cicatrix on his face. His forehead was lined with several thick scars. One passed through his right eye and down into his cheekbone. Leaving his eye with a discolored white hue. The most visible scar, carved deeply into his other cheek, ran from his left eye toward the bridge of his nose and hooked around the back of his ear. A lighter scar on his left forehead followed down through the eyebrow and into his eyelid. The most damaging spanned from his chin in a jagged line down the length of his neck and disappeared under the collar line.

	“We could have just followed them, Mac.”

	“Naw, that ain’t no good. I doubt they understand what happened to ‘em. Besides, I had two guys on it, and they just reported that somehow, ‘Joe Average - Husband and Wife’ gave them the slip. We need to stay here; the Tech is too sensitive to leave anything unchecked, so I want to monitor every move these boys over here make. This is the highest priority; we need to know how, when, and why this happened. The future is being altered from the course we are directed to keep it on. Everything we work for every fuckin’ day is in jeopardy.”

	“Ain’t there no backup plan? What if we can’t do anything about it?”

	“Whattayoutink? Hehh…! We’re all fucked!”

	“Then what’s next after this? Are we going forward, staying here, or going back?”

	“That all depends on how successful we are right now.”

	“Well… personally, I’d like to go back and grab some more Cubans, then cross over to our time. The Pre-Embargo days were heaven; ya can’t find a cigar that good anywhere since that shit went down.”

	“We will need to debrief in our time; then you can take leave.”

	“Mr. McCreary, sir!” One of the scientists called out. “I found something in the milk.”

	“Whattaya got?”

	“There’s not much in the container, but enough to raise a flag during the scan. We need to take this back.”

	“That’s most likely all there is, but crate it up and keep looking.” 

	“Yes, sir.”

	McCreary’s face became tense; he stepped over the rubble towards the area where the kitchen had been. Pissed off, he hammered the wall with his fist and began pacing as he talked to himself. “What the fuck!” He said under his breath. “We made sure that no one could optimize this tech. How the fuck did they get it right?!” 

	“It’s going to be a stuuupid fuuuucking niiiight….” Harold angrily sang to himself.

	Rolling his neck and massaging his forehead, “I want to know who figured this shit out!” McCreary continued.

	“This is going to be fucking greeeeaaatttt.” Harold said sarcastically.

	“Fuuuuckkk… me…. this is un—fucking—believable!” 
	
	“I had shit mapped out for tonight…. But nooo…”

	“What the fuck do they hope to gain? Don’t they have ANY FUCKING foresight?! Common! Fucking! Sense! People! That’s all it fucking takes!”

	“My Girl was coming over for dinner. I had the whole thing set up. Flowers, lobsters, booked a scenic boat ride…”

	“Call in a few more analysts; we gotta get things moving here. The clock is tickin’.” McCreary ordered. “Any idea how I’m gonna explain this shit?” 

	“Fuck if I know,” Harold replied as he walked off, still mumbling about his plans for the evening.

	McCreary played with the scar that danced along his cheek and leaned back against what was left of the building. Tilting his head down, he rubbed his eyes. “Fuck is right,” he said.

	“How long do you think we will be here?”

	Still turning a deaf ear to most of what Harold had been saying, McCreary continued. “I don’t get how this happened. We have been doing everything possible to avoid a situation of this magnitude.”

	“Whatttya think… another hour or so…?”

	“When this sprung up on the report, I didn’t think anything would be here. At most, I figured we’d find evidence of a ‘Schmuck Corp’ trying to develop the tech. Not the fuckin’ tech itself!”

	“She’s gonna kick me in the nuts if I cancel again.”

	“Are you listening?! This is fucking important! It reshapes the future of world events.”

	“Yeah, I get it. It changes the fuckin’ game. But some of us have lives outside of the job.”

	“If this goes south, there ain’t gonna be no job. Once we report what happened here, speculation is gone. 
	
	“Whattaya sayin’?”

	“We gotta move on this now! Before the big guns coordinate any of those ‘special contingent’ fucks to handle the situation.” 

	“How are we gonna track down whoever’s responsible before this escalates? Fuck knows who developed this shit.”

	McCreary kicked over a piece of rebar nestled within the debris. “Shit!” He yelled, “I have no clue….” Biting his bottom lip, he shook his head in frustration and disbelief. “I don’t even know where the fuck to throw a Hail Mary?” He grabbed the back of his neck and wrenched the muscles to relieve the overwhelming tension. 

	Despite Harold's seemingly oblivious nature, he was chosen to be McCreary’s partner because of the skills he developed as an investigator. His out-of-the-box perspicacity had uncovered previously unseen elements, which led to notable acquisitions and new investigatory methods. McCreary tolerated Harold, who hadn’t been on the job long enough to develop the sufficient experience needed to handle discrete situations. Adding that to Harold's demeanor, which was less professional than McCreary thought appropriate, offered the potential for problematic situations.  

	Harold started singing Enrico Caruso’s ‘Pecche?’ hopping in and out of the empty spaces between the debris like a child playing hopscotch when he caught a glimpse of something odd near the leg of the couch. He leaned over and pulled a piece of paper out from under the rubble. Getting McCreary’s attention with a drumroll on his stomach, he hyped like a boxing announcer. “Ladieeees aaannnd Gennntleeeemen!  Baa Bamm! I have… THE ‘WINNING’ CLUE!”


ORCHESTRATE
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"Knowing yourself is the beginning of all wisdom." 
Aristotle


	“Who are they?” Jake asked.

	“People we need to avoid,” Stone answered matter of factly.

	“They look like Kennedy-era government officials. What’s with the hazmat suits?”

	“The gentleman in the grey suits are controllers… at least that is how I refer to them. Potentially… they pose a real problem. But more precisely, they are an enigma I hoped would not be involved. Their appearances are random, and their purpose is unknown. 

	I began tracking each occurrence, checking and rechecking every image and camera feed to uncover who they might be and for what agency, group, or corporation they worked. It is a complex riddle that I still have yet to solve. 
	
	Additionally, I noticed two strange developments after examining the footage. First, each time they exited, one of the suited gentlemen altered a significant aspect of the work being completed. Secondly… and I know this will sound strange… they seemed to appear out of thin air and then disappear in the same mysterious way.”

	“What?!”

 	“I’ll show you what I mean.” Stone pulled up the footage showing them entering a lab. “This was the first time I saw the controllers, and it was the only time I met them. They paid me a visit about a week before I destroyed my lab. You can see them walking through the main door to the lab. They offered FBI credentials as ID and asked about my work. At the time, I had no reason to believe they were not on the up and up. The building essentially had no address. To enter the building, the security protocols were retina, fingerprint, facial, audio, and ear print which needed to match a high level of clearance and access to a lab. Once inside, entry to a lab required credentials for that specific project. All others would be locked out. When you passed the building clearance, it unlocked only the doors that led to a singular hallway directly into each lab.” Stone then pointed out a time stamp starting thirty seconds before in the hallway outside the lab and overlapping thirty seconds after they were in the lab. “As you can see, the door opens, and they enter the lab, but nothing in the hall before. It’s like they appear in the doorway. Also, according to the timestamps starting at midnight the night before, you can see that they never entered the building, crossed through security, or any other elevators, stairs, or hallways leading to other projects.”

	“That’s fucked up… It must be an edit or a glitch.”

	“I thought the same, so I examined the footage and put it through deep fake analyzers. It’s legit. No hacks. No edits. No loops. No glitches.”

	 “When we are done, show me what you did to prove it was accurate.”

	“I can show you now.” Stone pulled up the footage, along with deep fake and editing analyzers. He imported the raw files to put them through each of the processes. Jake, not satisfied, sat down and did it himself, trying several other methods, and questioned Stone on the aspects of each test. 

	Emma observed becoming more incensed. Her skepticism and frustration were at a boiling point, unable to be satiated. She nudged her husband aside and throttled up the mechanics involved in getting at the truth. She meticulously grilled them both during their trials, eventually improvising several techniques they had not tried. All three of their efforts yielded the same result. The footage was real.

	“Interesting.” Emma and Jake responded simultaneously.

	“Did they alter your data?” Emma inquired.
	
	“The short answer is, ‘No.’ Typically I submit my findings after any work is completed, but beforehand, I hold my cards close to the vest as an added layer of security. Just because someone has the proper clearance doesn’t mean they won’t use the findings for nefarious purposes or let it fall into the hands of someone who will. Beyond that, any other scientist with the appropriate knowledge working on the same project could pass it off as their work. So when these guys showed up, I treated them the same and offered bogus information, assuming that it would satisfy them enough to move on. 

	You can imagine my surprise when I put away the faux data the next day and noticed that one calculation had a different symbol than what I had written down. I don't know why it caught my eye. It wasn’t a noticeable change, and the handwriting matched mine exactly. Had the data been accurate, it might have slowed me down. 

	“I am assuming that may have been the point.” Jake inferred.

	“Then conveniently, you disappeared, which worked in your favor,” Emma responded.

	“There’s no way to know. Because they still return periodically as a precautionary measure. Once they have your scent, good or bad, you remain on their radar indefinitely. Even if you appear to be dead.”

	Stone searched through several other folders until he found one labeled ‘Controllers 1’. Upon opening the folder, a list of 20 or so files populated. He chose the file entitled ‘Sighting 1’, the first of nine other files in sequential order.

	“As I continued my investigation into the controllers, I noticed they showed up at several of the labs I had already been monitoring.”

	“Interesting…” Jake remarked.

	“Just like my interaction, they would ask questions or revise data that would change the course of a test. Other times a facility would mysteriously catch fire. Or sometimes people would disappear by either getting a great job in another industry or winning the lottery or ... I don’t know... falling off the face of the earth. The point is that some change would occur.” 

	“Have you tracked this data anywhere?”

	“Of course. But that was the tip of the iceberg leading me down the rabbit hole. After locating the points where they appeared, I matched proprietary government and commercial facial recognition, then accelerated those findings with several customized algorithms. From that data, I was able to locate at least fifty points in time when they appeared. Now, understand, this is just what I found. These guys could be up to much more, with additional units investigating other processes.”

	Stone pulled up the feeds he had in place.

	“This is the first time I began tracking them while I was still ‘alive.’ As you can see, it is after-hours in my old lab. Watch… here they are...they drive up, walk to the door, wait for a few seconds… now they are inside... they never set off the alarms… there’s one at my desk looking through my notes... he changes several formulas... after he is done they gather at the door…. and back outside.”

	“What the fuck! Is this a joke!”

	“It is precisely how it went down. I can show you dozens. Here look at this one.... pulling up to an AHSI lab. They go in… see them standing at the door... wait.... they're inside….”

	“What the fuck! No fucking way! This one has to be edited.”

	“It's not; look, I’ll move it back...check out the timeline… I ran it through the same processes as the other files. It’s clean.”

	“That can’t be right.”

	“They move some things around, exchange a few items… here’s the guy I saw at my lab... look, he’s rewriting a long calc… watch what he does next…. he logs onto this workstation… finds a file…. alters another calc… wait for it… almost… here it is, they move towards the door… they are on the outside.”

	“Why aren’t they tripping the alarms?” Emma asked.

	“Good question...” Stone replied. “I’ll run it back. It took me a while to see this... as soon as they appear inside, he waves something over the alarm… it’s a small disc… here I’ll pause it… see… there in his hand… it must act as a key card that temporarily puts the system on hold without triggering it or setting it off.”

	Emma turned to look back at the feed from their apartment...

	“Oh! Shit! Stone! Look… One of those motherfuckers has the Milk.”

	“They’re bagging it…. That can’t be good… ” Jake said.

	“We’ll need to throw them off the scent and buy us some time.” Stone replied. “They must know that someone is helping you and not utilizing you as a random guinea pig. I doubt they were able to follow you here. But you need to know that permanently throwing these guys off is much harder than throwing AHSI or any covert team off the scent.”

	Stone backtracked through the timeline leading up to the controller's arrival at the Nolan's residence, scouring the feeds from each roadway.

	“Look at this...here they are coming up the boulevard… go back one feed to the street before... now coming in off the main road…. now turning onto the main road from a residential neighborhood…. okay look at the street five seconds before...4, 3, 2....there they are...! They just appear on the road.”

	“Are you sure that’s right? Play it back...” Jake said.

	“This is no game; look again.” Stone looped the segment.

	”What are these guys?!”

	“I don’t know enough about them to tell you decisively, but I can tell you they are working by a whole other set of rules. Their scope of technology is much wider, and their understanding is at a higher level than current science. They are working without blinders. It’s as if they unlocked a significant range of quantum usabilities.”

	“What do you think we should do now?”	

	“Control the game. Whatever they are trying to achieve right now is beyond our control at this moment. They will keep coming after you to eradicate the tech I have created. So our position will need to change. Everything, from our game plan, to how we are perceived and the capabilities we possess.”

	“So you’re saying we should throw them off course?” Emma questioned. “I think we should let them see the truth. No matter how radical, the truth, in this case, is an altruistic situation.”

	“Unfortunately, we don’t understand their intentions. So, in this case, we want to do both as long as we can remain protected.”

	Emma, frustrated, saw it in another light. “We are unaware of their endgame and why they need to shut us down. How can we be sure if we should devise a plan to keep us safe and further your project or open the door and let them in? What if they are right and we are what needs to be nipped in the bud.” 

	“We don’t know,” Stone answered. “But you are right; we do need to uncover their goal. Just be aware that we can’t sit idly by until it all comes to light. Other players in this game will kill us all on-site and take what they desire. You need to know that along with both of these dilemmas, several high-stakes issues will need to be handled soon, or everything goes to pot.” 

	“Whoever they are, I want to know how they found out about my husband.” 

	“How did they find out in less than a day? Unless they knew it was going to happen.” Jake pondered. “If we factor in, they know about everyone working on the technology and how to circumvent it, stop it and delay it, then they must be from the future or a race that utilizes a higher level of technology. That being an incongruous hypothesis, there must be a more elementary answer.

	I agree with Emma's point that if Stone is the only altruistic player in this game and they want to stop all those who appear nefarious, then letting them in on the truth of our purpose could only benefit us.” 

	“Unless Stone is lying….” Emma added.

	Stone smirked at Emma, letting her know he wouldn’t continue with this train of thought. He explained and proved himself to be a person of good character. That part of the conversation was over.
	
	Stone paced straight to the wall and back, with his head darting around the room in a relentless stride. Steeped in overwhelming thoughts, he began to process each decision and how it would play out into the next one until it all was over. All the anxiety built up over the last several weeks started to overflow, giving birth to a wisecracking smile. He dashed for the center of the room, opening a blank three-foot by five-foot holographic workspace. Stone drew a circle approximately the size of a 33 rpm record. From outside the line of the circle into the center, he drew two lines, one at ten o’clock and one at two o’clock. Then he stared at the drawing and made an arc connecting one line to the other on the outside of the circle. Scribbling an equation next to each line and one over the arc, he tilted, turned, and contorted his body. Glancing around at the feeds in wild frustration as the ideas raced around in his head. Stone, desperate to work through it, quickly changed from the simple circle and drew a large figure-eight pattern that engulfed the center of the room. Stone’s frustration mounted with each lap through the figure eight and the sharp upward glances at the feeds. Raising his arms as if to sculpt and assess the ideas, he mumbled incoherently until he hit a wall in his thought process.

	Breaking his stride, Stone sat and closed his eyes until several minutes had passed. Words soon began to flow as he repeated the statement in a 5/4 time signature. Letting it pulse like a mantra. “Stop and reassess… Stop and reassess…  I need to clear my head and rejuvenate.”  The declaration was comical, but the breathing and simplicity of the statement put him at ease.

	“It appears that you might clear your head and rejuvenate,” Jake said jokingly, trying to add a bit of levity to break the tension in the room. “But… I do see what you are going for in….”

	“Would you like a tour?” Stone said, stopping the mantra and cutting Jake off mid-thought.

	“Sure...I guess…” Jake responded, surprised by the off-kilter nature of the question and the change in Stone’s demeanor. 

	Springing up out of the chair, Stone glared at them with a wild look in his eyes and exclaimed. “Great! Let’s do it!”

	Perplexed by the sudden change in Stone’s mood, Emma and Jake were unsure how to respond. Jake attempted to cue Emma with facial expressions, body movements, and eye contact before opening the conversation slowly. “What do you think, hon…? Do you want to see the place?”

	Disconcerted, Emma hesitated before committing either way. Finally, turning to Jake reluctantly, she voiced her thoughts out loud in front of Stone. “If you want to… it’s fine… If this man felt the need to do something nefarious or lock us up, it would have happened already. Besides, this doesn’t appear to be the type of place you would keep people captive. It’s in keeping with what he has spelled out about himself and the situation.” 

	Emma’s curiosity had been peeked since arriving at Stone’s facility, but reluctance still plagued her. She remained highly skeptical, despite the validity of the information and seemingly benevolent surroundings. Although her response was mildly positive, her gut feeling was apprehensive. A noticeable chill came over her. Her mind raced through every possible scenario. Because, despite all that happened to Jake, everything Stone had explained, all the evidence she witnessed with her own eyes, trusting this stranger was still not a viable option, quite yet.

	The Nolans closed ranks as Stone motioned the couple to follow him on the tour of his facility. Relying on each other, they quietly made the combined yet cautious decision to move forward. Emma grabbed Jake’s hand tightly, letting him pull her in close. But as the tour and in-depth descriptions of this unique and powerful habitat wore on, they began slowly and unwittingly dropping their guard and relaxing. Stone explained each specific feature and how it integrated into the whole—leaving them in awe of the mammoth complexity of the structure and the practical attention to detail that went into the design and construction of every square inch. Every room, closet, lab, machine, computer configuration, and piece of furniture had multiple distinct functions that Stone explained in the most minute detail. Passionately elaborating on the interrelationship and reason, he employed each concept. The tour lasted almost an hour, at which point he invited the couple to stay in any room they desired. He told them to take their time and enjoy the place. Get some rest if needed, and they could meet him in the entertainment area when they were ready.

	Emma and Jake retraced their steps back to a room that caught their attention during the tour. They sat on the bed gazing in delighted wonderment at all they had seen. The twenty-by-thirty space looked like a five-star hotel. The windows were designed to let light in and enable a view, but nothing was visible from the exterior. They were created with multiple degrees of functionality, working as solar panels, air filters, CO2 to Oxygen converters, humidity controllers, cameras, and displays, all built to be impact-proof. Able to withstand damage from a bullet, bomb, grenade, and advanced weaponry. The bed was King size with a long plush pillow that ran the width of the bed with two large pillows placed under several throws on a deep luxurious mattress. The tweed headboard and frame, along with the other furniture in the room, were handmade with simple lines and brushed nickel hardware. A paisley rug laid atop marble patterned hardwood floors that ran into the adjoining full bath decked out like a spa with multiple shower heads, granite sinks, and a giant oversized claw foot jacuzzi tub. Outside the double doors leading into the bathroom in an arched reading area was a window seat, bookcases, and plush classic simple furniture, next to a stocked wet bar with a coffee system built into the wall atop a glass-doored beverage fridge. A large remote-controlled fan hung from the three-tiered recessed ceiling painted in several different shades with a three-dimensional holographic entertainment system.

	“What do you think of all this?” Emma inquired. “There’s so much detail and care. The style and taste put into this place are not consistent with someone who is a fraud or dangerous.” She continued, surprising herself. “Judging from what he told us, his demeanor, and the fact that nothing is out of place and wrong, it’s a safe bet that he is on the up and up. Why go through all this trouble to build features into a place like this unless you were planning on staying here for a very long time to protect yourself from something horrific or groups of dangerous people.”

	“I have to agree,” Jake responded. “It’s incredible the amount of detail, common sense, and intelligence that was put into this place. I really don’t think he would be fucking with us after all we have seen, everything he’s told us, this place, and all the unbelievable things we have been through today. If it makes you feel any better, I can understand the logic and the theory behind the technical aspects of all he has shown us. It’s not something I could have done before I changed. Yesterday, it would have been more of an abstract understanding. Everything here is real. It’s absolute genius. It is, without a doubt, fucking incredible. I am truly impressed and amazed at how well he pulled fit off.”

	“It still scares me, Jake. There’s so much to take in all at once. Last night, I talked to my mom about their dog, my dad’s work, and what’s happening with my brother, my sister, and the kids. My aunt and her kids are all going to dinner when they come to visit, and now… I just don’t know… We had a normal life yesterday, and now this… It’s too much! How can anything about today be remotely real?” 

	“I can’t say that I am not still in shock…I am. It’s true; yesterday, we were normal people who would have never thought it possible to be involved in something of this nature. Today we are up to our necks in the impossible. Look at me; I am physically and mentally light years ahead of where I could have ever gone. If this were a day ago, in my previous state, I would have been out of my mind. 

	What scares me the most is how this is affecting you. All of this... I wouldn’t blame you if you cracked and went off the rails. You know me, I’d be flipping out if the shoe was on the other foot.”

	“I am on the verge of panic. The only thing that gives me any reprieve is that you have remained calm. My mind is all over the place, yet with all, we have been through today... I am starting to feel that we may be safe right now. But then again, I am still overwhelmed and terrified. Every time we turn around, this situation escalates further. I would think it was getting out of hand, except that you have been like a rock and seem to be getting stronger. You understand everything he’s told us and have been able to reciprocate the conversation. That’s the only reason I’ve stayed the course.” 

	Emma paused and looked at Jake. Her eyes revealed the anxiety that still lingered. She felt weary and needed to empty her head. Mentally and emotionally drained, all she wanted to do was get off this ride.

	“It’ll be all right. I can see the light at the end of the tunnel. I know where this is going, and I can get us there. We’ll be fine. I don’t want you to worry... This whole thing will all be over sooner rather than later.”

	“How do you know?”

	“I can see the multiple options for his plan, the variations and alterations we can make that will lead us to a positive outcome. I have even factored in contingencies, although I know there will be unknown hurdles where I may have to improvise.”
	
	“Are you sure? Do you think we can trust that Stone is the good guy in all of this and not just fucking with us? I know my skeptical attitude is frustrating. But it is essential that I go over this repeatedly. If he’s playing the long game, I will eventually trip him up.”

	“Up until now, everything he has said so far is logical. Sure, he could be fucking with us, trying to gain our trust to setting us up for something down the road. This would be the way to pull it off. But I don’t get that vibe. I haven’t noticed any masked intentions. He is absent of any tell. He’s not lying. There are no holes, no backsliding, no miss interpretation, nothing. He’s clean. He’s had plenty of opportunities to hurt us, lie to us, fuck with us in some way, and he hasn’t tried as of yet. If he is fucking with us, then we might have seen flaws in his logic or heard some significant bullshit ring out. Besides, look at this place; does it look like it was built by someone who would want to kill us? Too much time, care, intelligence, and money went into creating it… and creating me, for that matter. Why would he want to destroy what he developed? It wouldn’t make sense.”

	“So you really think we can trust him?” Emma reiterated, leaning her head on Jake’s chest and pulling him close. Tears streamed slowly over her face as she squeezed him as tightly.

	“Look at me!” Jake said, gesturing to the size and strength he was continuing to amass. “I am thousand times my normal potential and still changing for the better.” Looking up, Jake took a deep breath and pushed his chest forward. Clenching his fists jokingly, he sat up and hammered his chest to emphasize the point. Then raising an eyebrow to elicit a response, he held the pose until she smiled back at him. Finally, Jake let his arms down and continued. “I understand on a deep level what has happened to me and can see no malicious intent on his part. Aside from that, I think I have some good news; all the information I’ve imbibed since we arrived at Stone’s, has allowed me to decipher a way for us… to end this…it’s sim…ple…” Jake slowed to a stop mid-thought and gazed down at her. Brushing her hair back, his hand cupped her face and lifted her head. A stone-cold presence washed over his eyes. “We will survive this ordeal.”
	
	“I… want it all to go away….” Heaving tears flowed during Emma’s response. Her bottom lip quivered until she finally spoke again. “I want to go back to our life.”

	“We will, baby...it’ll be all right….” Jake said, his arms firmly wrapped around their shoulders in the hope of soothing her terror. “Get some rest. You can put your mind at ease for the time being. We are not in danger.”

	Emma sighed, giving in to an exhausted sense of relief. She leaned back, letting the deep, indulgent bedding softly and quietly engulf her body. When Emma closed her eyes, Jake took it as a cue to do the same. He understood that it might be their last chance to rest for a significant amount of time.  

	Three hours had passed since the couple submitted to the comfortable haven. Jake opened his eyes and transitioned from a tranquil dream state back to the real world. Absent of the stress and anxiety that had continually plagued him, he felt at ease for the first time in his life. Emma soon followed suit and awoke with a long overdue smile on her face. Recouped and refocused, the Nolans reveled in the moment, unconditionally submitting to the feeling and letting it linger indefinitely. 

	As Jake looked around the room, enjoying the view of his wife’s beautiful frame next to him, the enticing aroma of several gourmet courses found its way down the hall where they resided. “I think we should go and meet with him now.” Jake prompted Emma as he brushed her hair back to ease her into the moment. She opened her eyes and put her arms around him. She kissed him, feeling his strong, comforting presence. Her body folded into Jake’s strong frame and remained like that for several minutes until the scent seeped back into the room again. 

	“What is that fantastic smell?” Mama asked.

	“Hmmm… I don’t know… I am certainly curious to find out.” Jake prompted again. 

	They got out of bed and stopped for a few seconds to take in the view before walking toward the doorway. Emma felt Jake's thick arm around her as they made their way down the hall. Putting her hands around his waist, she felt the hard muscle under his shirt. An intriguing surprise after years of holding onto his normal body.

	Stone sat watching a movie being conveyed into the room. The solid holographic representations were created from a set of projectors that spanned the length of the walls. There were twelve light sources, one down from the ceiling, one from the floor, one from each side, and eight angled around the room. The substantial images had girth and thickness weighted with a depth that virtually changed the empty area. The Nolans were taken aback as they stepped across the threshold. The realistic aspect was compelling, making it feel as though you could touch the images moving through the open room. 

	 Stone was genuinely pleased to have the Nolans enjoy the place with him. He developed many inventions over the years but never had the chance to share them with anyone. Smiling reluctantly, he was filled with an awkward feeling that he shouldn’t enjoy such a genuine connection to people he had just met. He considered these people friends, knowing it was the combination of the short time today and the long time he spent observing them. But that made the awkward feeling more severe, remembering how often he laughed with them and enjoyed their conversations, knowing he had intruded on their lives and privacy. 

	“Hey, how was the...uh... nap?!” Stone asked jokingly. Trying to hide the way he felt.

	“It was great… Thank you. We needed some time to empty our heads and reassess.” Jake replied. 

	The Nolans basked in the sights and scents that filled the room. The cool temperature of the oversized, comfortable, classically simple leather couch accentuated the feeling of enjoyment. In front of the sofa was a long wooden table with a large pot of coffee, a set of uniquely designed dishes, utensils, cups, monogrammed napkins, and a large round plater. Inside the bevel of the plater rested an assortment of freshly baked desserts: Pain au Chocolat, Canelé, Angel Wings (Polish Chruściki), Croquembouche, Financier Tea Cakes, Mille-feuille, and thick brownies with a deep layer of chocolate frosting spilling over the top. 

	“Have some… indulge... please...” Stone offered.

	“It’s not laced with something good or bad, is it?” Emma said, conveying her intent with a genuine smile.

	“No, it’s not; you’re safe. Here, I’ll take some.” He picked up the coffee pot. ”Pick a mug for me...”

	Emma leaned in and pointed to a mug. Stone poured the coffee and added milk and sugar to it. Then asked her to select a spoon. She did so, and he used it to stir his coffee. He then gestured to the food. She pointed to the Pain au Chocolat, and he picked it up. Stone sipped from his mug, taking a rather large bite of the pastry. He swallowed the first bite and smiled at her before drinking more coffee and relaxing back in his chair.

	Emma and Jake grabbed the food and coffee, ravaging it like starving children.

	“Jake, you need to eat; you are growing at a very accelerated rate. Your body was feeding off the stored energy from your previous form. When it was finished, it absorbed the ambient energies surrounding you. But as you continue through this transformative state, adding external energy sources will help to accelerate the process. So eat until you feel satisfied. There is more in the kitchen.”

	“Thank you…” The Nolans said as they simultaneously bit into the food.

	“You are looking good; your body and mind are still building. It is an incredible site, even for me, who created the technology. You will notice that sleep helps to propagate the growth process as well.”

	“I haven’t eaten since this morning… I am starving.” Emma professed as she sat back on the couch. “So where do we go from here?!” Emma said excitedly, deciding to accept Stone at face value due to her husband's understanding of the technical aspects and her thorough investigation. She felt it important to embrace the circumstances so forcefully thrust upon them, but she would do it with a keen eye still focused on Stone.

	“Confusion, my friends, is the name of the game. We need to build a strategy that offers a certain amount of said confusion to all the parties involved and anyone else who might enter the picture.” Stone began.

	“What’s the plan, Stan?” 

	“At the moment, it appears we are in for a ride. We now have several additional players in the game. Therefore, we need to account for more unknown variables. Until we can put the pieces into place, it is not going to be as easy as I’d like. The adjustments we will need to make in the plan are a necessary struggle I was hoping could have avoided by beating everyone to the punch.” Stone placed his hands over his eyes and leaned back as he tried to focus on new ideas. 

	While Stone was responding to Emma, Jake walked toward the window and took in the view, letting his thoughts move in an organized pattern to fully realize the needed strategies. Everything around him and in his site became a muse. After a few minutes, he turned and stared into his coffee. Jake sensed Emma’s eyes on him and looked up from his coffee. He smiled at her, walked back to where they were sitting, and kissed his wife. “This is how it needs to go down.” Jake began. “Understanding the controller's agenda is pointless. Stone’s objective has Zero Fallout issues. Second, we will orchestrate the collapse of any existing and potential adversaries. This will require several contingency plans that will run simultaneously, so depending on what happens, we will be able to adapt.” 

	“Whatever we do, we should make them believe the direct opposite of what we are planning, keep all eyes and ears diverted and pushed off course.” Emma offered.

	“What do you have in mind ?” Stone asked.

	“It starts with a credible scenario.” Jake offered. “Something they will follow and try to alter. Something that will keep them occupied. A living, breathing decoy. Although we don’t need to know the controllers' agenda, it will give us time to observe them and decipher their origin. Who they are and where and possibly when they are from are much more important. The decoy will buy enough time for Stone to complete his agenda. All parties involved will have wasted so much time on the decoy that it will be long over when they finally figure it out. When it's done, they will be locked in checkmate.” 

	“What if more unknown players enter the mix?”

	“Same scenario, we send them off on another wild goose chase, with deep indisputable evidence, that will become more complex and entangled as they delve deeper inside.”

	“Stone, what do you think? Can we pull it off?” Emma inquired.

	“It will take me a while to build a believable decoy and the proper contingencies. But it is possible.” Stone answered.

	“You will need to run both the human upgrade and the decoy concurrently,” Jake added.

	“Having both of you help will make this easier and quicker to implement.” 

	Stone sat up and put his coffee on the table. He looked at both of them, sizing up their attributes and measuring the actualities of their current states over their potential possibilities. “We have a lot to discuss.” Stone said. This is not going to be easy. Jake, I will need you to help me work out the formulas and put together the decoy. Emma, you will need to develop the contingencies and the scenarios for the goose chase. You are a writer, correct? You're extremely practical and realistic from what I have read of your work. You can find the bullshit in anything. So we need a bulletproof scenario. The contingencies will have to be easy to jump into and improvise upon. Whatever you build out, all parties involved will have to believe everything they try to uncover in their mission to stop the decoy's progress. The decoy will have to stay several steps ahead of them at all times. The whole process will need to be engrossing, so much so that they dig their own grave.”

	“We could make the decoy can act as a possible way to release the human upgrade. Similar to a trojan horse. By making them think that they are stopping the decoy, they will actually be releasing the agent.” Emma offered.

	“Let them work on our behalf,” Jake added. “Our goal is to let them fight between themselves and leave us out of it, so we can get the job done.” 

	“Then, I think we have a plan.” Stone said. 

	“Not for nothin’, but what if people like me don’t want to gain the effects of the human upgrade?” Emma pounced, still skeptical. She leaned in toward Stone, getting right up in his face, and spoke in a low stern voice. “Look… It’s not that I ain’t appreciative. What you did for my husband is nothing short of a miracle. It’s great for him, and I am sure he loves it. But me, I am happy just the fucking way I am.”

	“I wish it were a choice, but it's beyond that now. The people in control and AHSI will enslave the world's population, no matter what happens. If we don’t follow through with this plan, we will all be the living dead.”

	“Fine then. How about the controllers? If they stop them before it happens, then we should be able to abort.”

	“Right now, it’s hard to say what the goal of the controllers will be in the end,” Jake interjected. “Are they trying to prolong the horror until a certain point? Or are they ensuring their own agenda takes place? It would be reckless in this timeframe to take any chances trying to figure that out.”

	“If the controllers are as pure as the driven snow and manage to stop them this time, those in charge will find a way to shut them down before they try again. Then it’s over. They will continue with this horror until it is done. This is our window, and we need to do something now.” Stone added.



	“Agreed. Judging by everything that went down today and what we have learned in the process, it’s clear that we have one shot at making this happen. Period. Once anyone finds out what we are up to, we are dead. No second chances.” 
	
	“Are you sure about this, Jake?” Emma questioned.

	“Unfortunately, Yes.”

	“Fine. Understand… I. Still. Want. No part of being changed!”


	“That won’t be a problem,” Jake said, staring at Stone.


	“I guess it won’t.” Stone replied.
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"Character, in the long run, is the decisive factor in the life of an individual and of nations alike." 
 Theodore Roosevelt


	Noda could see the barometer on the wall shaking and the needle indicating that a significant storm loomed on the horizon. He could hear the footsteps moving closer until the cold steel of the barrel pressed against his head… again.

	A voice spoke out from behind him. “This one has resisted the infection. Prepare him for transport to Fort Bragg. We can run the preliminary tests there before moving him to the temp facility.”

	Private Andrew Saunders, known to his unit as ‘The Saw’ acknowledged the order in a zealous fashion. “Yes, Sir! Commander Buxton, Sir.” He respected his commander to the fullest extent. Working with Buxton meant something. Saunders was proud to serve with him, no matter the detail.

	Buxton was a legend in and out of the military. A hard-nosed, matter-of-fact, no-nonsense, born and bred soldier. Standing six feet two inches tall with three-quarter inch spiked white hair. Years of consistent hard living and physical training left him built like a tank. Born in Tennessee, the son of an alfalfa farmer, he rose through the ranks as a career soldier. Recently, he was busted down from a Three Star Vice Admiral to Commander after beating a Four Star Admiral within an inch of his life. Although Buxton provoked the Admiral, he did wait until his “commanding officer” stopped boasting long enough to throw the first punch, cutting Buxton over his right eye. If it were the other way around, he would have ended up in the brig, court marshaled, and discharged. Instead, he was busted down and put on special assignment far out of sight, in a military circle where they would never cross paths again.

	Buxton had established himself as a valuable property and aligned formidable friendships in the military. Politically, he made the right choices that leveled up his agendas and the needs of his personnel. Buxton was a master at making deals that benefited all parties involved. Especially between the military and the corporate world. In his personal life, he was someone you could count on. When it all came down to it, he was a Mensch. Tried and true. The guy you wanted on your side. The friend you always needed. So, getting busted down at this point in his career would be nothing more than a title change. A paper title. His peers, in fact, viewed it as a badge of honor. His power and accessibility were still intact. Consequently, he had no direct superior in this new role and reported only to the President. 

	He felt strongly that he was justified for beating the life out of the Fleet Admiral. He certainly had good reason. It seemed the Admiral had acquired his “Stars” through a history of shady, backdoor, classified CIA shenanigans that put good men and innocent civilian lives in harm's way to serve the Admiral's interests. His abuses of power had wreaked havoc on the political landscape and tore holes in the fabric of military ideals that Buxton worked to preserve. 

	For years, Buxton repeatedly found ways around the direct orders placed on him, including those of the Admirals.

	One night at that bar in Montenegro, the Admiral, off on a deceitful and arrogant diatribe, led Buxton to his breaking point. But not before Buxton had some fun poking the bear. Which he readily admitted during the hearing. The backhanded and condescending “compliments” Buxton used to expose the Admiral’s wrath brought it all to a boil. 

	Buxton’s arrival at the bar was a succinct play. Cutting through the crowd, he met the Admiral with a vice-grip handshake, twisting his arm to the point of pain before releasing. Then Buxton went in for the kill. It seems there was an issue the Admiral had managed to spin as a win for himself. But that “win” was clearly a loss for everyone standing there in his bragging circle. Buxton then politely mocked the Admiral, issued several discrediting facts, shook his now embarrassed limp hand, and proceeded to scurry off to the bar. Buxton ordered a Scotch and chatted with the bartender, leaving the Admiral in a defense position. 

	Misguided as it might have been, the Admiral had a plan. He hoped to provoke Buxton into an altercation. Mocking Buxton, he shouted across the bar to get everyone's attention. This served as an excellent way to convince the men to side with him after he spewed off a plethora of humiliating directives. Through the years, he had become keenly aware of the hatred mounting against his command; the time was rife to convert a substantial allegiance. The plan, superior in his mind, would be a lengthy denunciation showing off his prowess as a leader by bringing down and outwitting Buxton. This would help him to spin his strategical blunders into yarns lush with political and wartime achievements. The winning hand would be secured, and Buxton discredited in the process. He was confident that he could pull it off, knowing that enough of his acolytes were present to help him achieve prominence.

	Buxton saw the Fleet Admiral’s embarrassment bleed off of him like a stuck pig. He took this as his opportunity to provoke the incompetent, pompous ass just a little more and hopefully teach him a mortifying lesson. He spun his bar stool around slowly and walked back to the table where Admiral was standing.

	“You don’t look so good… What’s the matter? Too much sugar water isn’t good for ya. You do know you’re drinking a liqueur.” Buxton mocked as he looked a the Admiral's bottle of Southern Comfort.

	“Fuck off!”
	
	“Come and sit with us!”

	“Why should I sit with you, you old bent shitcan.”

	“We are celebrating our new Vessel! We named I after you. It’s called ‘The Shit Stained Admirals Ass.’ 

	“You can’t speak to me that way!”

	“You are a tad irritable. I’ll have the bartender bring you  a Pepto Bismol.”

	“I’ll have your ass!”	

	“Interesting… “ Buxton responded as he bit off the end of his cigar. “You’ve been a buddy fucker since I’ve known ya.”

	"What’s that supposed to mean? I’ll have you brought up on charges!”

	“It means you have been undermining and gaslighting everyone who works with you or under you. Remember Boot Camp? Who do you look out for? I think you may have forgotten about it. Maybe, as the kids say these days, you’re a little out of touch.”

	The Fleet Admiral, thinking this was his opportunity, tried to defend himself and get Buxton on the ropes. “Your nothing but a titless wave. You’ve never been good for anything!”

	Buxton laughed. He considered this bonehead such an easy target that it almost wasn’t worth a damn. It would have been nice if he offered some competition, Buxton thought, but the Admiral couldn’t even work through a proper insult. 

	“Strategy fall apart?” Buxton said, playing with him, figuring he would give him a fighting chance. “The word is that you couldn’t meet your quota…? Too many people live today?” Buxton continued in a heavy whisper just loud enough for the other officers and enlisted men standing around them to hear.

	“Fuck you!” The Admiral retaliated, caught off guard by Buxton’s question.

	“I heard your quota was a thousand lives a day. But I’d say killing a thousand civilians in a ground war a week is pretty damn good for a great Naval Strategist such as yourself. Oh, but the last batch, that was your pièce de résistance! I’m sure the cruise line that housed all the civilians who embarked on that ‘fateful’ day trip won’t let it leak to the press. Nothing should come back on you about it. You built in enough distance.”
 
	“You don’t know what you’re talking about, that wasn’t part of my plan.”
	
	“That’s right. Maybe you can shift the blame to the CIA, and the President will just slap your hand.”

	“The President and I discussed every detail of the operation.”
	
	“Did he tell you, ‘whoops buttercup, we made a boo boo.’ hmmm?”

	“I will not be spoken to that way. I am your commanding officer, Buxton!”

	Don’t worry about it, big fella; no one will ever find out. The President is a damn good liar.”

	“Are you sure you’d like to insult the Office of the President and the Joint Chiefs of Staff right here in front of all their men?”

	“Sure, why not… These soldiers know every detail of your bullshit. Word on the street….” Buxton leaned in. “You’ve taken Friendly Fire to a whole new level.”

	“Fuck you! I have run more successful operations than any other person before me. I have been at the top since you were a private, peeling potatoes! My command…”

	“Your command has done nothing but commit mass murder. You and that child of a President should be put in jail for war crimes. It is because of you and your cronies that the rest of the world has every right to attack us. They have no reason to trust us after almost a century of collusion.”

	“Now, just hold on, sir… That is just propaganda put out by the liberal media.” One of his men asserted while trying to jump in between them.

	“Beat it, you bonehead. Don’t hand me that bullshit. There is no liberal or conservative media, they’re all working off the same fucking script.” 

	“Get outta here!” The bartender pipped in, shooing the man away.

 	“You have no real power, you’re a puppet and a killer... Every one of your operations has been death sentences since day one. The President lets you play at death like it's a fucking game.”

	“I consult directly with the President every day on war policy, strategy, and fulfilling agendas. The Joint Chiefs and I...”

	“You still don’t get it. Let me spell it out for you. You’re a yes man, you putz.”

	“If you don’t fuck off, I’m going to kill you!.”

	“Really... When? After you wipe the President’s ass.”

	“You’re done, Buxton. It’s time to show you how you are going to die and why I am the greatest strategist in the history of civilization.”

	“Hah! Out-fuckng-standing! Maybe the greatest sociopathic serial killer to ever walk the earth.”

	“I’ve been waiting for this day. I’m going to kill you where you stand. Every man here will know how I deal with insubordination.”

	“Not much you can show them; I think they’ve all gotten spanked by their feeble old grannies… they’ve seen the show.”

	“That’s it! When I’m done, they’ll have to drag your bloody carcass out of here, you piece of shit.” 

	The Admiral walked to the middle of the floor and motioned Buxton to follow him. Buxton happily smirked approval and walked out behind him. Turning around quickly, the Admiral fired the first shot at Buxton, who bent backward to avoid the punch. 

	“Did your kitten teach you that move? You pussy.”

	“I’ve had enough of your bullshit for one night. You’ve caused me more trouble than… ahhh.. Fuck you! It’s time you learned your lesson.” 

	Frustrated, the Admiral ran at Buxton with his arms flailing. The subordinate who stepped in to defend the Admiral earlier, broke a chair over Buxton’s back, forcing him into the path of a stray punch. 

	Buxton, somewhat still capable, turned his upper body and swung his head back as the ring on the Admirals’ hand sliced a hole above Buxton’s eye. Blood flowed out of the gash and poured down one side of his face. He wiped the blood from his eye so that he could see and covered his face in the process. Buxton looked like a crazed lunatic smiling and laughing behind a face full of gore. 

	The Admiral, witnessing the increasing flow of blood, elected to boast further about his undeserved prowess. This prompted Buxton to continue laughing and scorning him as they began to circle each other inside the crowd that gathered to watch. Suddenly, he jumped into the air and crushed the Fleet Admiral’s nose with the front of his boot. Then, turning his body as he followed through quickly snapped his other heal out, driving it into his throat. The Admiral fell through the crowd slamming the back of his head open on the unforgiving cement floor.

	Buxton stood over him, picking him up by the shirt with his left hand, and brutally hammered the side of his face with his right hand. He cracked the Admiral's check bone, knocking out several teeth and fracturing his jaw. He then took him by the collar and slammed the other side of his head into a table as blood gushed, splattering the cheering and intoxicated audience of appreciative soldiers. 

	The Admiral slumped to the floor, murmuring something through his demolished face. Several seconds rolled by until he dragged himself to a chair and stood up before Buxton. Spitting and mumbling through the blood and broken bones, he wobbled, grabbing the edge of the bar to hold himself up.

	“I gotta give you credit, you took a beating, and you still got the balls to continue. My hat’s off to ya. Good for you.” Buxton acknowledged.

	“FudidsYuhh! The Admiral mumbled as he swung at Buxton.

	Buxton turned to avoid the wearied punch and grabbed his fist mid-swing. Then pulling the Admiral's arm up, Buxton drove a hard shot directly into his liver. The Admiral collapsed to his knees and onto his forearms in agony, spitting up blood; his head hit the floor with a crack, finally passing out.

	“You need any more…?” Buxton said, looking down at the Admiral, who lay unconscious in a pool of blood, unable to move or speak. “Well, let me know when you're ready?”

	Buxton walked back to the bar, picked up his drink, and downed the rest. Blood dripped from the gash in his head, mixing with the open wounds on his hands. He could hear the patrons shouting their approval, toasting his triumph, and mocking the blustering fool on the floor. As they did, the Admiral awoke to shuffle around and lunge once more, from a crawl position at Buxton’s left leg in a futile attempt to bring him down. Failing to do so he inadvertently stuck his leg between the rungs of an overturned chair and fell back into an upright seated position. Buxton lifted his right foot and came down on his knee, splitting his leg into two pieces, then quickly jammed his boot into the chest cavity, breaking the sternum. The Admiral sat screaming and vomiting blood until Buxton drove his fist on an angle into the top of his skull, knocking him out cold. Buxton’s long-time adversary fell backward in a mutilated heap, lingering on the verge of death.  Buxton looked down at him and grabbed a patron's full beer off the bar, then proceeded to slowly pour the contents over the battered and blood-soaked body.

	“Sir! Are you all right?” Saunders asked as a formality. He had entered the establishment a few minutes after Buxton to find the ruckus already in full swing. Having seen Buxton in similar situations on more than a few occasions, he understood there was no need to worry about his Commanding Officer. It was par for the course, just another day in service to Buxton.

	“Somebody call 911; he’s gonna need an ambulance,” Buxton suggested.

	Saunders, curious to get a complete visual of the outcome, stepped through the crowd to assess the situation. Letting out a long and slightly humorous sigh, he slapped Buxton on the back and stepped up to the bar. “Bartender, another drink for my friend and myself… It’s going to be a long night… and an even longer day tomorrow.”

	“Sure, son, tell your friend here, ‘Thank You,’ all of his drinks are on the house. In fact, a free round for everyone, the wicked witch is fucking dead!” 

	In the months that followed, Buxton was reassigned several times until he was put in charge of a new special services unit designed to protect unusual government properties and initiatives. It was an assignment to keep him occupied and out of the limelight until his retirement. He used the opportunity to build his own specialized militia, which would help him defend and assume his goals. Developed under the guise of a surveillance, enforcement, protection, and retrieval unit, he recruited and hand-picked unique yet specifically skilled soldiers to offer a diverse regimental concept. In this unit, rank meant nothing. Instead, their specific capabilities contributed equally to the regiment's comprehensive manifesto. Each possessed a wide range of extraordinary talents, disciplines, and the ability to sync and coordinate multiple highly skilled capabilities to plan on the fly and improvise as one when needed. Their motto ‘Superbus et fidus, aequalis et fortis unita est summa.’ ‘Loyal and Proud, Equal and Strong, Unified, The Sum of the Whole.’, stated loyalty first and foremost to the goals put before them. They were Buxton’s people; they answered only to him; he was the sole authority, no one above him, not even the President.  Saunders worked as his Chief of Staff, bodyguard, assistant, soldier, consigliere, etcetera, and passed on the orders Buxton laid out. The two initiated the objectives with the complete trust that they would be carried out in uniquely unified precision. 

	Throughout the years, Buxton had come across many individuals he considered exceptional in their class. One with a superior intellect that stood out from the crowd and caught his attention was Saunders. Saunders had a unique vision, one that Buxton shared; this led him to reach out to Saunders repeatedly. Their lengthy discussions centered around the possibilities that could be within their reach and change the game. During their conversations and meetings over a several-year span, they developed a strong friendship. Whether on official business or a social outing, a wild evening would ensue at any Irish dive in their proximity. They were in tune and of one mind. They understood the path that needed to be forged.

	When Saunders eventually graduated from MIT, it was to join or work for the military to create alternative weaponry and develop war strategies that would put an enemy in checkmate and not allow death to be an option. Consequently, it didn’t take much for Buxton to convince him to come aboard. Saunder's decision was also greatly helped by the numerous attempts from several government divisions to attain him as an asset. Their goals were visible, at least to Saunders. They were there to bury his ideas and control him. If they could not convert him, blackmail, egregious coercion, or death would be his options. Buxton was his only shot at staying alive and continuing his vision, even if it was a long shot.

	They both subscribed to the same ideologies, with three maxims holding the most stock. First, ‘Find optimum solutions for any and all opposing sides.’ Second, ‘Avoid war. If that is not an option, end it quickly.’ Third, ‘Proceed to disarm and incapacitate the enemy. Avoid the kill.’ These maxims became the guidelines that were the basis for their decisions. Saunders built this capability into drones and automated vehicles to help ensure that human life would not have to be taken in times of war. Buxton pushed this technology to be standard protocol but was engaged with opposition at every attempt. He had witnessed atrocities waged in the name of ‘democracy and high moral ethics’ that could have been easily avoided and knew that it needed to end. Now, he felt, the time was at hand.

	The struggle Buxton faced and worked to reconcile was between what he was taught as a soldier, what he saw as the truth, and the many lines etched debatably in the middle. He understood that humankind wallowed in a complex stew. From the time he was a fresh-faced private and up through the ranks, he observed that certain countries survived by their own cultural methods. Although men like Saddam Hussein were not innocent of certain crimes against humanity, they ruled in that manner to stop the chaos that has since ensued. Buxton held onto the insight that all cultures and countries exist in their own ecosystem, and it was not our place to force rule on a country in the name of the over-indulgent, dumbed-down, arrogant United States empire. The people of these countries have their own religious, moral, and ethical traditions that differ from other parts of the world. It is not the place of one government to dictate change based on their uninformed perception. Or worse, to gain control of assets in the guise of a fictionalized moral agenda. Some countries and situations truly require outside help, but a warlike invasion is undoubtedly not the answer. It has never worked before in the history of the world; it would be insane to continue with the same futile method. The idea of a virtuous stride toward war is a fictional tale fabricated for our history books. There is no sense in giving the general population a reason to revolt against their governments and corporations. They will instead opt for calm patriots who eat the lies they have been given. Buxton’s level of clearance aligned him with the truth behind most ‘situations’ dating back over one hundred years. So it was easy for him, after years of deep research, to observe that the actual reason for any invasion has always been propaganda, population, asset, and monetary control. As obvious as it sounds, proving it out was something he felt was important to the process. This was a heavy burden to attempt; it would take a complete exposure of those involved and their plans. It was not only time to cut the head off the snake but, instead, to make the race of snakes extinct. To do this, he would need to eliminate those who set the table in this current age. The time had come to find a solution and end thousands of years of insane, idiotic behavior in one well-planned shot. He would never get a second chance, nor would anyone else. This complex problem loomed voraciously—at times, storming through his every thought until he would become at odds with himself. But now the time had arrived. To assume the reigns and take action. 

	Governmental hypocrisy had constantly threatened to overshadow his career as an honest soldier. He had trouble with the insane mantras that had been dealt to the general public and the military for centuries. None of which made sense when they were broken down. There was a resolution to any issue, but something unrelated always pushed to create a conflict. Instead of finding a way through, they jumped up on their worldwide platform and cried out for the injustices committed by the other side. All of which were blatant lies or omissions of evil and involvement on their part. The conundrum that underlined these misguided war cries of the past proved the bullshit. It was simple: if we force-feed our beliefs on them, why do we object when they take up arms to do the same? Taking propaganda out of the situation, if other leaders commit crimes against humanity, then it is naive to think our government would not the same. Since the beginning of time, all governments, positions, and officials around the world have acted in this way, so why would modern-day be any different?

	In an address before Congress and the Senate during a major and controversial war effort, Buxton made his concern clear. To the stunned audience's dismay, he exposed, in no uncertain terms, the current and past deep-seated iniquitous strategies and sub-moral practices. He began: “Because we covertly commit crimes, does not make them any less atrocious, illegal or against all moral codes. If we say our agenda is on the moral high ground, yet we enter wars for other nefarious reasons, then we are committing crimes against humanity. We say we are an honorable nation, offering aid to others and protecting the world, but in reality, we are nothing but thugs in the business of growing an evil empire. We are a puppet nation that answers to, and is controlled by, insidious corporations, maniacal financial entities, and the agendas of the controlling few.’ Buxton looked out at the angry pawns before him and concluded. ’You can’t wrap shit up in a bow and pretty paper and call it something else; because when you step in it, it’s still shit. The entire world knows how shit smells and looks. You can’t hide it. Not with propaganda, not with every facet of the media being controlled. At some point, people will get tired of looking a the pile of baloney and smelling your lies.” Of course, for the next few months, it was debated in the media; he was crowned as a nut by some and a hero by others. Those in the know, especially those in power, knew the truth, and he had no issue bringing them down. 

	Buxton understood that this was not the way to fix the problem, but when he was asked to make a speech, he was having a particularly bad day, brought on by something the Admiral had done, so he just let it all out. Several days later, Buxton found himself on a ship that should have been long retired, headed for the coast of Argentina on a broad trajectory deep in the Atlantic. After that, he was assigned to the Congo and virtually left to die. It would be ten years before he would find himself stateside. Another five would pass before he charted his course to the current objective.

	Throughout the years, Buxton and Saunders worked closely to initiate alternate solutions to the orders undertaken by the various war efforts and the Office of the President. Their combined knowledge offered them a solid platform to achieve their goals and break new ground without compromising their ethics or losing sight of their ideals. 

	Saunders offered a unique perspective when it came to handling military wartime initiatives. He had looked beyond these points of contention to much more acrimonious political and personal solutions.

	Throughout Buxtons’ military career before, during, and after his exile, his views remained more realistic than that of his peers. He didn’t succumb to the Lemming culture. He considered Lemmings to be exactly what they are, small rodents. He questioned authority, fought for his men, and would not put them in jeopardy or let them be involved in wreaking havoc on the political landscape. He believed that the military would be better served to provide aid and act in a capacity that ensured safety rather than devouring themselves and everything they touch, like cancer, in war-like endeavors. True assimilation, could only be achieved through deep exposure to culture; that was the seed. He always thought that if this country felt the need to show the world its high moral ground and goodness, give them something to respect. Show them that the honor of a great country is to do right by your people, provide aid to other countries and build global stability instead of running off half-cocked into war pretending to be Attila the Hun. He understood what war meant to a government, it built economies, put people to work, and regulated the population. But a much better solution would be to look ahead and build towards a future. Use the resources and technologies we have now to teach and build new resources in a place without them. So when we outgrow this planet, we will have somewhere to go. Show the world we are forward thinkers and not warlords. When helping a foreign entity, let the people integrate new ideas with aspects of their culture, finding ways to enhance their situation while working within their microcosm. This is the only way to grow and manifest one society in the midst of another and help each other to thrive on an even keel. It’s simple psychology; anytime you try to force something down someone's throat it only breeds resentment. Both sides gain nothing; it detriments to them and us. We have gone from what could have been a beloved country to a despised, spoiled, arrogant, and malevolent military child. In the back of his head, Buxton kept the notion that at one point before the end of his career, he wanted to do something to change that path and right the wrongs we have perpetrated. With Saunders and his team, he felt that they might well be on course to completing that mission.

	
	
	Saunders helped Noda up off the floor after clearing him with an ID scan and getting the nod from Buxton.

	“What’s your name, young man?” Buxton inquired in an attempt to put him at ease.

	Noda looked down; he didn’t know these people or what was going on. He was terrified of where they might take him. Feeling alone and afraid to speak, he began to sense something above the faint signs of life interspersed in the wreckage. From the moment he awoke face down, a low hum of brain activity was all that rose from the chaos, but now there was something else. Someone was conscious and moving around the facility, agile enough to avoid being noticed. His anxiety began to build; whoever was out there, would never have a chance.

	Buxton sensing his fear and disorientation tried to work with him. 

	“Look, I know you’ve been through a hell of an ordeal here, and we just want to make sure that you are all right. The plan is to take these people to a base in Texas, where they will be safe. From there, we can put them on transport to North Carolina to run tests. It’s unknown what has infected these individuals, but you, Sir, were somehow left alive and coherent.”

	“You didn’t do this...?”

	“By no means, my good man! This is a rescue and relief effort. The survival of your people is our utmost priority. If something didn’t come barreling through this place like a Tennessee Twister, I’d be sitting on my porch with a whiskey and a cigar.

	“How did you know?”

	“About an hour ago, the ground shook, resulting in an 8.0 magnitude reading. The blip issued a recon, rescue, and relief warning. The implosion that followed and the type of readings it kicked up made it obvious that it wasn’t a natural occurrence. We arrived to check it out and found all of you face down on the floor.”

	“Are the weapons necessary?” Noda questioned.

	“I am sorry I held a gun to your head, young man, but we are taking every precaution. Now… you want to tell me what your name is…?” 

	“It is Noda, sir.” 

	Buxton and Saunders continued with a standard line of questioning to examine Noda’s responses. As they conducted the psychological and neurological evaluation, it revealed Noda’s faculties were not compromised.

	“Don’t worry about calling me sir. You don’t work for me. I am just a regular guy to you. You can call me John.” 

	Noda’s face lit up with an air of recognition. “John Buxton?!” Noda responded nervously as Buxton reached out to present a handshake. 

	That’s right. Glad to meet you, Noda.” Buxton said gripping Noda’s hand firmly. “You’ve heard of me?”

	“I have, sir… a… John… “ Noda continued in amazement. “You have been the topic of conversation among many of our visitors. Both positive and negative. The anecdotes, detailed stories, and hate-filled rants have been very amusing. Both the revered and despised subject matter has been legendary in their accounts of the events. I have researched your lengthy and colorful history in depth for several years, and I am honored to meet you, sir, Admiral Buxton, I mean Commander, eh… John.”	

	Not shocked by the response, Buxton cracked a smile of acknowledgement as he looked around the room. “This place is a wreck. What the hell happened here?”

	“It was very brief… but utterly frightening.” Noda began, covering every second the recent events. Buxton stopped him periodically to go over the details, no matter how minute they might be to uncover the purpose of the attack. Ten minutes or so passed before Noda grew tired and sat on the floor, letting out a deep breath. “How did you find us so quickly?” he said, staring a the ridges in the concrete beneath him.

	“It’s a highly classified government facility which puts it at the top of our priority list. What I want to know is who sent the order and how did this happen.”

	“I don’t understand, sir… uh… John.”

	“It’s simple. The fact that something happened here in the middle of nowhere, in a classified area, means it can only be three things, either someone gained access to intel involving your people and knew where to look to gain control over you and this place, someone sold the intel because you were working on something they wanted shut down or it was an inside job because someone wanted you destroyed. We can rule out the first, your information is clouded, segregated, encrypted in your language, and watered down; they would retrieve more data from a cereal package. The people who visit this place have no idea who you are or what you are. To them, this place is just another classified government center that deals with common in-house technology or God knows what benign classification it's under. No one can sell information that they don’t know exists. Which leads me to believe it can only be an inside job. Having said that, the only people who know what this place is would be the President, his aide, several other living Presidents, two living former staff members, Saunders here, and me. The only way this intel got out was either from a leak, a new person was brought in, or one of these people was going to leak it, and the decision was made to shut it down. I don’t particularly appreciate that it could have happened at any time and that the other standing participants, meaning all of us in the know, could have eliminated the leak by several methods; hence, none of this was necessary.  Something else is going on. But why? Pero, por que? Someone wants this place and all of your people destroyed. Your designation is considered an efficient resource for technology and development. There’s no reason to decimate it.” 

	Buxton paced the area, trying to sort out the motive. He knew it couldn’t have been a standard military action; if it were, they made it look otherwise. This was a well-thought-out maneuver, using highly sophisticated tech with extraordinary capabilities. It had to be done by a small team after a cloaked cleaning order. 

	“This has all the earmarks of a paramilitary operation.” Buxton continued. “The contracted unit conducted a classified bullshit ‘Burn.’ The orders were from an internal source. It was either to save someone's ass or to cover up something more involved. Whatever it was, the bottom line, some jackass wanted these people dead. They wanted it done right and used extreme force to accomplish that mission.”
	
	“The puppeteer factions may have ordered this mission. Their MO is all over it, but their motive is not clear.” Saunders offered.

	“We’ll need to find that out before they configure another attack.”

	“Why would they be after us?!” Noda questioned. “It’s not like we would ever do anything malicious; our tech is your tech; it doesn’t make sense.”

	“I agree. I don’t understand what they hope to gain. Unless they believe or know something about your people, we don’t.”

	“We have worked in harmony with the government from day one.”

	“That’s true. So… Did something spook President to launch this attack? Something he didn’t want getting out.” 

	“Someone above the ‘Office’ may be developing a replacement for this facility and the service they provide,” Saunders suggested.

	 “There is the possibility another government ordered it.”

	 “I believe it was simply a matter of shutting us down permanently.” Noda lamented.

	Buxton lifted his arm and raised his finger to pause the conversation. The purview of this situation spoke to him. It birthed the clarity normally reserved for an epiphany. The precise configuration of the bodies, in stasis that filled the empty structure and the specific approach to the destruction that had been executed. “Saunders, I want every piece of intel you have on this place, these people, any outside sources with whom they have had contact, and everyone with the proper clearance who may know about this place. I think I know what happened here. One or several of these people will provide proof. We can start there. Some dumb son of a bitch just walked into my crosshairs!”
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	Sranith walked down the corridor leading from the bay at the main entrance into the maze of hallways, staying as close to the walls as possible. He could see the soldiers milling around, checking the rooms as they examined and recorded the destruction. He was unable to glean anything from these soldiers; something on or around them hindered that ability. He could only ascertain that they did not appear threatening, but he wasn’t about to take the chance that what he sensed might be wrong. The storm of emotions that emanated from this place and summoned him back here kept him on guard, anticipating whatever horror may lie around any corner. He was not about to let down his defense.

	Gaping holes littered the walls as he made his way to the command center. Debris lay in piles on the floor, blocking the hallways and making the areas barely passable. Several walls were missing where the soldiers gathered as they reconciled data, comparing the devastation and the pertinent readings.

	Sranith came upon the frightening revelation that although he could feel their presence, there was no sign of his people, only soldiers. It was difficult to imagine that all of them had been killed. 

	The hundreds of Orianders that had lived and worked in this facility were a harmonious yet autonomous counterpart to the government. Since the beginning, they have existed as the central nervous system for military and governmental research. Their trust was unconditional. In their sheltered life at Yrican, they were only privy to certain information, so it was hard for them to understand life beyond their tiny microcosm. This left them with a limited and skewed perception of the world. When they needed to question their role, there was a straightforward process in place to coerce them back into submission. It involved an elaborate series of lies that were layered like nesting dolls. It built a fictional world outside, a complex illusion that kept everything wrapped up, in check, and on course. As a bonus, the officials who interacted with the Orianders on a daily basis had developed a technology that blocked any psychoanalytic abilities that could divulge intentions and understanding of the truth. With deception playing such a key role in delivering a feeling of irrevocable integration and trust, their clandestine alliance stood firm. Making it hard for them to imagine that any faction, internal or external, would enter into something quite so extraordinarily odious. 

	Sranith flickered in and out until he eventually reappeared. The ability to stay in this mirrored invisible state had its limits, it was only feasible for ten minutes at a time. In a panic, he ducked into an alcove and felt the handle of a door nudging into his back. Without thinking, he swung the door open, finding a small empty storage area. Sranith locked himself inside, unseen, his heart still pounding, gripping tightly to the handle on the large steel door.

	Frustration and panic, mixed with sour fear, as it boiled upward, frothing into a dark and vile soup. The concentration needed to remain cloaked proved exceedingly more difficult and inhibited his ability to remain intact. Thoughts of Tcraice dying alone in the vehicle, the unknown horror that had befallen his people, and the insidious destruction that cascaded in the Yrican facility swallowed him whole. His mind clawed frantically through several conflicting scenarios—each with inimical results. 

	Sranith’s terror had reached an insurmountable level. He gripped the door handle and stood shaking with tears forming in his eyes. Shivering. The stalling sense of desperate confusion tore at him. With mounting pressure breaching his senses, the floodgates were forced open. He screamed. His body swelled and flailed in frenzied jolts, repeatedly slamming against the door and the walls that lined the shallow space. Unrecognizable, convulsing into a sundry of bizarre shapes, the room filled with his misshapen form. The bones in his skull and neck rose, twisting feverishly until ramming the door with enough force to release the steel frame from the surrounding concrete wall. His head cracked open with a dead thud, spraying blood throughout the storage area as his bloated body fell to the floor. Lifeless. 

	The blood-soaked mass shook and began to coalesce. Sranith’s mind seized with fright, his ruptured pulsing heap emitting sounds of tremendous pain, aside from a chorus of snapping bone. Thrashing about the blood-stained floor, he fought to reassemble, praying that he would not be caught in this state. Restoring the wealth of his nature, he feared, was paramount to his survival.

	As the state of transition progressed, he sensed the movement of one of his own. Through the haze, he could see the being was cognitive and coherent. It was the outline of a hunched, meek frame with corybantic hair and the silhouette of a gun aimed at his head. The person was scared and felt alone. A face came into view and out again, followed by a blurred image that remained as he concentrated. The image wavered and flowed in a circle of colors until a clear picture appeared... He recognized him, but the name was not there… Sranith held on, pressing again and again…  his name appeared… ‘Noda’. Excited, he merged closer to his normal form. Someone was truly alive! Someone valuable! 
	Sranith had seen Noda before but never put the name and face together. He knew of him as an intelligent, jovial character who had developed most of the technology they worked with every day. He was an eccentric genius with an informal position, floating around the building with no specific agenda. He was one of the smartest and oldest living people in Yrican. If he was alive and functioning, then there was hope, and Sranith needed to find him. 

	He concentrated again, blocking everything else out to pinpoint Noda’s location. A low hum was building in the background, applying heavy pressure surrounding Noda, masking his view. After several minutes Sranith broke through and could see him in the warehouse. Noda was not distressed, but he was anxious. Sranith avoided any thought of the danger involved and stood. Pulling himself up slowly, grinding and gushing, his body dramatically reformed. Covered in dry blood, it adjusted and returned to its original shape and size. Sranith closed his eyes he concentrated. Several more minutes would pass before he could stiffly move to unlock the door and continue his quest.

	Bound on a course to retrieve Noda, the panic began to ease, knowing that one of his kind was sentient and still in Yrican. He waited until the calm presided over him, and there was enough energy to make it at least ten minutes. It was a five-minute walk from the storage area, but there was a good chance it would take longer trying to avoid detection. This meant opening and closing doors silently, stepping light enough not to be heard, eluding obstacles, and not showing up on any of the soldier's readings. 

	He cranked the handle and winced. Although the soldiers couldn’t see him, he feared they might see the handle turn when the door moved and rush over to investigate. He waited a few seconds...there was no sound... he peered around the door...nothing. Letting out a sigh of relief, he took his chance and slipped out of the storage area.

	Attempting to move silently through the facility, Sranith made his way down a long narrow hallway. The deep ink of the dark threshold completely encompassed the expanse. He found himself amidst land mines of scattered debris. As he maneuvered through the passage, it had become almost impossible not to trip or hit a wall. 

	A mumbled voice, led by the tapping rhythm of footsteps, prompted him to move to the left and hug the wall. The soldier's rifle whacked his arm and pulled slightly on his coat before releasing. His heart jumped in panic. The soldier pivoted with the resistance and paused, moving his head from side to side, trying to glare in to the abyss, but saw nothing. A perplexed expression followed as he held his squinted gaze until finally turning back to continue his stride. 

	Sranith watched as the soldier rounded the corner and listened for the footsteps to decrease in volume. Once out of sight earshot, he started again toward his goal. The lights began to flicker in reaction to the surges and loss of power, shutting back off periodically in the long expanse. Each time it would return to black, it became harder to readjust his eyes. Sranith slowed and winced with each blinded step, trying to remain unnoticed as sweat poured down his face and neck.

	Getting closer, Sranith could feel his people. Hundreds of Yrican lining every square inch of the area just ahead. Startled, he became visible, pushing several times to block his thoughts until the cloaked form returned. He bounded forward into the area of the building where he could sense his people. An image of Noda formed. Still moving, talking, and coherent. Noda’s fear, like Sranith’s, still circled, unmistakable and overwhelming.

	Peering through the small rectangular window, the only visible object was the edge of a door at the end of the entranceway. He followed the wall around the corner and opened the reinforced steel door. Now visible, the door stood ten-foot high, four-foot-wide and two inches thick. The door quietly closed behind him as he made his way down the cross-section of two passageways. A soldier walked by and stopped to check something, lighting the space between them in the dark path. Sranith held his breath until the soldier started walking again and was no longer a threat. 

	He arrived at the corridor that led to the vast warehouse. The back wall and the ceiling were visible. Voices grew louder now, with one above the rest issuing commands. Three heads came into view; one looked as if he was pacing the floor, another watched, writing and listening, and the last was Noda in the middle with his head down. Sranith crept closer, keeping his body tucked tightly behind an iron post until the entirety of the floor came into view.

	“No!” he cried out, regretting it immediately. Sranith squeezed his eyes shut, not wanting to see the atrocity before him. The population of Yrican had been neatly laid out in rows, face down. An appearance of death prevailed, yet he prayed that they were comatose or in a condition close to sleep. His mind raced as he watched as the soldiers checked the bodies for signs of life while cataloging what he hoped were not remains. Tears trailed down his face as his eyes clamped shut. He moaned and slid down the slid around the back of the post.

	Sraniths thoughts looped and raced as he began babbling hysterically under his breath. ‘It doesn’t make sense! Why!?! Why!?! Why would they take us to task?! Why obliterate us?! Not once have we committed acts of violence or treason. We work hand in hand, building, creating, and understanding. Why!?! What happened? Noda couldn't be involved. He would never betray us. Would he… ?! No! Betrayal does not exist in our nature. Please! What is going on!?! I need help! What am going to do? I can’t go down there. What if Noda is involved… I… I… have to get back to Tcraice and get him out of here. They want us all dead. Noda must be a traitor! Why else would he be alive!’ Sranith wrestled repeatedly, not actually believing the words as they left his tongue. He searched desperately for an answer to this horrific circumstance that carved its way past his eyes and into his soul like acid coursing through his veins. 
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	As Buxton and Saunders went over their immediate objectives, a scream bellowed out from the entrance to the warehouse. When they turned to look, nothing was there.

	“What the hell was that?” Buxton barked. “I thought this was all of them.” 

	“Our census is not completed, Sir! There may still be some people out on assignment.” Saunders said quickly. This was a unique and unusual situation. One that required the utmost finesse. Saunders understood that this must be played out correctly with no stone unturned. Buxton required that there would be no questions when they were done. By anyone. A thorough accounting of the events and a perfect execution of protocol. There was to be no possibility that anything could be misinterpreted, twisted, or used against them in any way. With as many people who backed Buxton and stood by him, there lingered a powerful few whom he pissed off over the years after Buxton called them out on their nefarious undertakings.

	“Saunders, make that a priority. I want a detailed report of who they are and their location(s). Determine if they are alive, dead incapacitated, or in the same state as our friend Noda.”

	“Yes, sir!”

	Buxton turned to one of the soldiers. “Go check the entrance! Find out who or what made that fucking sound! Now soldier!” The specially outfitted serviceman took off like he was being pushed by a ten-ton truck at two hundred miles an hour. His boot landed on the third step hitting the top platform in four strides. Buxton smiled as he watched, biting down on the cigar still hanging unlit, over his jaw.
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	Sranith started to panic and lost concentration. Becoming visible again, he careened into a dark area at the back of the hallway. When the soldier escalated to the landing, Sranith could hear his boots slamming the mesh staircase as the top of his helmet came into view. He concentrated, trying to regain the mirrored appearance of his surroundings, but it wasn’t happening fast enough. 

	The hall was empty when the soldier reached the top of the stairs. Walking slowly, he sensed something or someone was in close proximity. There was movement covering the length of the hall. It looked as though the wall was arched and buckled. Reaching out with his rifle, he tried to tap what was there… the barrel didn’t reach the wall… but it hit something. He jerked back in surprise. 

	“There is something up here, sir!”  The soldier yelled out. 

	Buxton motioned to a pair of soldiers standing at the ready to assist. Saunders, Noda, and the two soldiers raced up the stairs into the hallway. 

	Sranith ran past them and brushed against Noda. That was a mistake. By touching Noda, he enabled him to see the image of who ran past and feel his fear.

	“Stop! Sranith! It’s all right! They are here to help us!” Sranith stopped abruptly and turned. Stunned. “It’s all right!” Noda continued searching the area for Sranith. “We’ve been attacked! They are here to help us!” Noda could sense where he was and walked up to him. Grabbing his shoulder to hold him in place, Noda continued trying to reassure him. “It’s all right, my friend, it’s all right….”

	Sranith mirroring began to fade. Buxton, Saunders, and the soldiers stood in awe of his reappearance, not saying a word. Buxton and Saunders had been privy to the abilities of the Orianders, but had never bared witness. 

	“Are you sure, Noda?” Sranith nervously questioned. “Who are they? What’s happened to our people?” His eyes filled with tears that sound streamed down his face.

	“I don’t know what happened. After the attack, I woke, and these soldiers were here trying to help us. They may have scared off our attackers.”

	“Are our people dead? What’s going on? Why are they all face down?!”

	“We are still trying to figure it all out. Commander Buxton and Private Saunders are here leading the investigation and combing through every scenario and piece of evidence.”

	“I can barely feel a connection, but I don’t want to believe they are all dead.”

	‘They may not be...” Saunders suggested. “They may be in a state similar to suspended animation. Oriander’s have a high degree of resistance and can change their... ”

	As Saunders was explaining, a loud sound like a tornado interrupted, and the room began to shake like an earthquake. They heard an explosion, and the wall started to crack and fall away.

	“Stay here with these two!” Buxton said, pointing at Saunders and three of the soldiers. “Everyone else, move! Back up through the chamber! Now!” Buxton barked as he waved the soldiers over and led the way. “What the bloody hell is going on...”  

	He kicked open the door and saw the walls disintegrating. With it, a suction lifted and pulled at them. They tried desperately to hold on to anything they could find. Some failed to do so and were pulled up and swept away by the force. Eventually, even those who found a way to hold on were pulled through the hole in the wall. Buxton reached for his gun as he was dragged through the air and started to blindly shoot forward at the circulating force with his soldiers around him following suit. The centrifugal force slowed to a stop, and they fell backward and dropped to the ground. Buxton summoned any soldiers that were still around him to get up and continue breaching forward. 

	“Keep moving! I want this thing snared, hog-tied, and gutted for Thanksgiving dinner! Whatever or whomever the hell it is, just met its end!”

	Buxton, followed by the injured members of his unit, moved through the complex past piles of bodies, none of whom were injured but lay unconscious, face down. Buxton stayed on target toward his goal of uncovering the source of the destruction.

	As they crossed over the wreckage, they stopped. Floating in the air was a circular device made of carbon steel, about seven feet in diameter, winding down to the end of a spin as locking pins moved and clamped.
 
	“There are your target boys, disable that motherfucker!” 

	Clearly not following orders, Saunders, followed by Noda and Srantih rushed in behind them. “I can estimate just from looking at it that continuing a barrage of firepower won’t do any good,” Saunders said, with a leer and a glint in his eye. He assessed the object hovering above and then offered a suggestion to Buxton. “It will most likely take a direct electrical charge to put it offline.”

	“I thought I ordered you to stay put and keep them safe.” Buxton barked, responding to their appearance.
 
	“Yes, Sir! We did, Sir. Until we realized we may need to offer assistance.” 

	“Always thinking ahead and about the safety of your unit. It’s obvious why I keep you around, Saunders.”

	Buxton walked over to a table that was in pieces on the floor, pulled a strip of thick rubber molding off, and wrapped it around a power line hanging from the ceiling. He positioned the hard bendable cable and jammed it into one of the vents on the device He pulled out his Desert Eagle and his CZ 75b and shot the sprinkler heads directly above the device. As water poured down, it sparked profusely and slowed to stop. The device stayed in the air, but Buxton was hesitant to shoot directly at the device with so many people in close proximity, he would end up hitting someone in the process. Guns would ultimately prove useless against it, there was not enough power to penetrate it even at close range. 
 
	“Man that damn pipe!” Buxton ordered, referring to a large steel conduit swinging at an angle from the ceiling. “I want it in the middle of the grove on the parameter of that disc.“ Four soldiers, along with Buxton and Saunders, made a direct hit into the side of the device. Sparks flew like a fountain as a blanket of water covered them until they managed to maneuver it to the floor.  A deafening sound like that of two large metal objects went off, and the disc began to vibrate. It fell to the floor below them and then lifted off the ground. Wobbling in the air, it slammed back down, until the engine inside ground down, and the device stopped.
 
	Everyone stood around gazing at the disc. No one said a word. Buxton looked the device over as he tried to push the never-ending stream of water from his face and forehead. Even with all the classified technology that came across his path during his many years in the military, he had never seen anything like it all. This was something new.
 
	“Someone shut off that water. Now!” Buxton yelled. He reached for his phone and walked out of the room to dry it off. He called the direct line to the President’s office, and the Chief of Staff  Rease Canley answered. “Canley. This is Buxton. Put the man in charge on the phone; we have a situation.”
 
 	Steam, smoke, and occasional sparks rose from the disc as Buxton assessed the damage in the room, and the whole of the situation thus far at Yrican. Buxton wondered why ninety-nine percent of the Orianders were affected. Yet nothing was wrong with Noda. This was a specific hit. What made Noda special in all of this chaos? Or, for that matter, Sranith. Perhaps their DNA was slightly askew of normal Oriander DNA. 

	“Is everyone all right?” Buxton asked while waiting for the President to get on the line. Everyone nodded in affirmation. No one had been hurt. Noda appeared fine. Sranith was unchanged. ‘Could it be dependent on proximity?’ He thought. Some had black marks and holes burned into their clothes. Others showed red marks and scars but no significant injuries. No stray gunfire. Nothing. The disc was no longer a threat. But that didn’t mean there wasn't something else out there.

	Peering over at the disc. Buxton’s curiosity was peaked. “See if we can open this up.” He said, moving towards the object.

	Saunders stood gazing down at the smoking object to assess the damage. He detailed the extent of its impairment and considered the options.

	“Are there any markings on it?” Buxton asked.

	“Not that I can see, Sir,” Saunders replied.

	“The locks,” Noda said.

	“What do you mean?”

	“The locks form a symbol.” Noda leaned in to show Saunders the placement of the locks and ran his finger over each one, outlining the symbols, ‘S...8...Z...’.

	Saunders stared at the symbols, considering the military options, trying to tie it to a specific branch, unit, special op’s, or classified program, but came up dry. 

	Noda, Srantih, and Buxton did the same, and even though they spent years working for and with the government that included Buxton's level of clearance, they were at odds with a definition or source.
 
 	“Mr. President, we have come across something of interest that has resulted in a rather threatening situation. At this time, I am standing in what used to be the Yrican control room. We disabled an object or rather, a large device, seven feet in diameter. We have not determined the origin. It could be alien, covert, military, or privately owned.” Buxton reported.

	Buxton gritting his teeth and clenching his phone, almost breaking it, tried to listen and watch during his conversation with the President. 

	After a brief discussion, Buxton answered the President's inquires. “We have….accounted.... They are unconscious lying facedown at this time…  Two sir…  They seem to be in some kind of suspended animation… Yes…correct... we are currently doing so… I have, sir… correct… We will work that scenario… Very well... I will continue to brief you, Mr. President. Yes. Your office in the morning… If any further developments arise, we can discuss them at that time. Yes… your welcome, Mr. President… I will let them know...Thank you...Have a good evening, sir.”

	“What the fuck…?!” Saunders said under his breath, still at odds with the device's origin or what to do next.

	“It’s meant to be similar to a palindrome.” Buxton offered. “Can you turn the locks?”

	Saunders used the plier portion of an all-in-one tool to turn the ‘S’. The tool heated quickly from the few seconds it touched the disc. The ‘S’ raised and locked over the top of the ‘8’. He tried the ‘8’ first, and nothing budged. He turned them both to no avail. In a last-ditch effort, he pushed down on them. They both raised; he stepped back and smiled. Looking for a long time at the configuration, he decided to push down and turn them into the ‘Z.’ Nothing happened. He turned the ‘Z’ on its side and pushed down again; they slipped to the right and fit even. Slowly all three raised. Saunders, feeling more confident, grabbed the group of three and turned them counterclockwise, releasing all the locks. The top of the disc pushed up like a lid, revealing an engine cabinet, along with a bizarre configuration that lay underneath. 

	Saunders had seen his share of technology… this was different. Fiber optics and tubes appeared to be running in and out of the engine. The tubes were made of material he had not seen before. He reached in to examine them, and his pliers went through them, with the material reforming around the tool. 

	“What the fuck...!?” Saunders said again, not sure what to do next. The tool was released, and the material regained its original shape. 

	“Whaddaya make of it?” Buxton asked.

	“I...I don’t know, sir...this tech is beyond anything I have ever encountered or researched about, for that matter… I don’t even understand what I am looking at right now. It’s obviously the engine, but how it works, I have no clue. It’s alien to me, sir.”

	“Can we get someone in here who would know?”

	“That’s a really fucking good question. I guuueeess… we can conference in MIT to see if the engineering department has any insight.” 

	“Who do we have over there with clearance?”

	“There are several people I can call, Sir. I’ll get on it right now.”

	“I can help.” Noda offered.

	“You understand this….” Buxton responded. “Whatever the hell it is...?”.

	“Yes. I know the premise. Its nature is similar to fiber optics. In fact, it is partly fiber optic. But, it is also organic.”

	“Are you telling me this thing is living?”

	“In a sense, yes… it is. It is actually more just living. The material can change its physical structure depending on the application or need. It will respond and adapt. It is essentially a CEI, a ‘controlled energy instrument.’ It can change at will without going through any kind of process, natural or otherwise. It simply senses and changes its atomic structure.”

	“How do you know? Who could have developed something this advanced without it coming under my command and to my attention?”

	“We helped to develop it.”

	Buxton walked over to Soda and started bearing down on him. “For what?! Why was this created?! Who the fuck authorized this shit?” Buxton spouted without letting him answer. He stepped in front of Noda and looked down at him with fury seething in his eyes. 

	After what went on today, too many questions burned through Buxtons head. If the answer was not immediate or if Noda was just another fucking asshole, Buxton was ready to tear Noda’s head off. 

	He continued in a low volume, gritting his teeth. “I want to know who requested this shit right now and how you and your people are involved.”

	“A private company, AHSI. The military set it up. They showed us the contracts… signed by you.”

	“Are you fucking kidding me!”

	“No, sir. It’s true! I have to approve all the projects that come through this facility.”

	“Someone is going to get a fucking machete up their ass when I’m done. Those dirty, fucking, lousy fucks! Signed by me, huh?! There’s never been a reason to trust them, but this takes the fucking cake. They let me linger until they could use me as their fucking scapegoat. Beautiful...fucking, beautiful… When this shit gets out, the fucking spin will be in to make it look like my people are responsible, and I authorized it. Un-fucking-believable... Did they say why it was being developed?”

	“As part of a project to help repair soldiers, they can decrease the time it takes for a soldier to heal and return to battle. They wanted most cases to be instantaneous.”

	“That scenario was on the table as a future project. But I didn’t sign off on the development or research. It hadn’t yet reached the planning stages. 

	“We have been working on it for a long time.”

	“The President and I are going to have a ‘Come to Jesus’ meeting tomorrow. I don’t care what that motherfucker has to say! This shit ends now!” 

	“What would you like us to do, sir?” Saunders asked.

	“Get me all the info you can find on AHSI. We are going to shut them down! If it were up to me, I would reinstate the firing squad and shoot those bastards and all the maggots in the CIA while I am at it.”

	“Do I need to prepare anything for your meeting in the morning, sir?” Saunders asked.

	“Take some good pictures and video of this shit and bring ‘em with you!”

	“Am I going with you to see the President, sir?!”

	“Damn straight. I want a fucking witness. Especially if I shoot the idiot in the fucking head.”

	“Are you sure, sir? I mean, it’s the President. Will they even let me in to see him with you?”

	“They will… Look, kid, you’ll be taking over for me when I retire, which looks like it might be soon. So you better get used to seeing how this shit hole is run firsthand. 

	“Yes, sir…”

	“After this revelation, the only thing in the planning stages around here is my retirement!”

	“I’d like to see you stay around. Unfortunately, it appears we will need the protection.” Noda said, concerned for the well being of his people.”

	“I’ll make sure I leave you in good hands and resolve this shit before I go. But be forwarded, I will be completely off the fucking grid! On a mountain in Canada... Maybe at the top of fucking Maine somewhere or ‘Nova ‘Fucking Scotia’... As far away from these motherfuckers as I can get! Somewhere so remote, they will never find me.”

	“But sir, it’s the President. What about the Secret Service?” Saunders pressed. “Don’t I have to pass some kind of special clearance?”

	“Your special clearance is ‘me.’ If those assholes try to exploit that bullshit, they will be taking a ride to the hospital. My clearance level is only required to answer the President. You are next in line and my right hand. So your clearance level is the same as far as I’m concerned.”

	“What if the President does not agree with that assessment?”

	“I don’t care; if any bullshit flies out of his pie hole, his next words will be through a mouth full of blood.” 

	“But sir, again… I mean no disrespect, but it’s the President.”

	“I am not at all concerned with the idiotic formalities of rank or office. What we are dealing with here goes beyond the fictitious authority of some ga’damned figurehead! This supersedes any government control. These motherfuckers have taken a step too far. 

	It’s like this, son… You don’t kill off the people who helped you achieve your goals unless they are now getting in your way. Exterminating an entire race, a separate species for that matter to complete a personal agenda has nothing to do with the government. This is worse than what the fucking Nazis tried to pull off. This isn’t just a crime against humanity. It is a crime against all intelligent life and a war for absolute power and control beyond anything you have ever seen.” 

	Saunders stared back at Buxton with cold fear permitting in his eyes. “Yes, Sir…” He half uttered in an automatic response. His mouth parched, afraid to let out another word.

	“We are treading new waters….” Buxton said slowly through a heavy breath. He tapped Saunders on the shoulder to ease him forward and fell silent. I have seen and heard what they have in mind. But, more importantly, I read between the lines. What’s coming is equivalent to armageddon. Life as we know it will be over.” 

	Buxton was tense. This was the beginning of a bloody fire sale, a whitewash, and a complete cleaning. He began evaluating their strategy. Those that would need to be eliminated from a knowledge standpoint, those who could pose a threat, any outliers innocent or not, along with every relative and close confidant, to be exterminated most benignly and believably possible. Food poisoning, plane crashes, car accidents, disappearances, muggings, prescription overdoses, etc. When they are finished, they will assume all the assets and any residual subsequent power structures. 

	Buxton’s life had been devoted to the military, but in the last leg of his career, it had become an open wound, a useless inhibiting entity in need of triage. The ever-churning tide of regime changes dealt a hand to what he saw as a ‘league of children.’ Petulant, entitled, manipulative brats who resided in the seat of power. They created war-like actions, born of warped agendas, shrouded under a facade of patriotism and religion. Pumping through its veins, propaganda so thick with hypocrisy and falsehood that only an idiot would believe. Sadly, the general population of most countries assumed the role of ‘idiot’ and blindly accepted it as fact. 

	The league of children spent years building a hedonistic mountain of lies and greed. They propagated conflicts through cults of politics, money, power, and resources. Fueled those conflicts via propaganda. Then let the media twist it all into a knot for whatever purpose needed to be sold on a given day. But now, it was beginning to unravel. He watched as the truth bubbled to the surface, showing its insidious face to the world and revealed the inside game. In turn, the political empires that created, educated, and backed terrorists have started to lose control of the misinformation. 

	Buxton had reached his breaking point. He sat at a crossroads. It was time to either walk away or breach the hull.  For Buxton, there was only one option. The endgame.

	“Sir…?” Saunders half croaked to fill the deafening silence. Since signing on with Buxton, he was worried and wasn’t sure of his position or career path. Typically, an Aide de Camp, which Saunders assumed was his position, held the rank of Lieutenant under an Admiral. This position was also known as a Flag Aide or a Flag Lieutenant, but in this case, Buxton selected him as a Private and did not promote him. However, Buxton did give Saunders more authority than a Lieutenant, treating him as an equal and training him to take his place. Buxton didn’t care for certain military protocols; he did what made sense for each situation. Rank meant nothing to him; he would place people according to their value. For Buxton, it was the ability to do the job that mattered.


	“Let me explain it this way, Andrew.” Buxton continued, using Saunder's first name to help put him at ease. “If a country takes actual aggressive action against your nation, instead of fictional, then you need to defend yourself, first through diplomatic means. If that doesn’t work, don’t go directly to war; instead, utilize strategies. First, you sanction their resources and ties when talks break down, and reason cannot be upheld to provide a solution. Second, debilitate their assets and shut them off from the world until they get the picture and return to negotiations. Then, if they are still demanding war, use intelligence to devise a quick end. Mitigate the conflict in one fell swoop. Hit them before they realize it, and don’t leave a calling card. Chop down the tree from within and without in a mob-style assault. I don't mean kill them; if you do, they become useless. Instead, capture the political figureheads, along with those who lead, and simultaneously shut down those who provide funding to the enemy. Decent will form in the lower ranks, and the entity will topple. Suppose the lower ranks step up to the plate and physical aggression is imminent or initiated. In that case, skill and technology should be the guiding force to obliterate the waring figures with little or no civilian casualties or property damage. The war should last no longer than a few minutes, hours, or days, if at all.”

	“I agree, sir.”

	“Unfortunately, it is never that easy; chuckleheads and liars on both sides have been fucking shit up since the beginning of time. Only now, it’s worse, flipped on its head sideways, the neck of civilization is broken, and the world is out for the count. Presidents, figureheads, and leaders have become cult-like figures. They are terrorists that target and brainwash young people as well as the general population. So now, you don't only have your run-of-the-mill, lying sack of shit, cultist terrorists, who at least admit what they are, you have governments in shiny suits doing the same led by corporations and outside conglomerates. It’s bad enough to send children out to kill themselves in suicide bombings. Brainwashing them to believe it’s fucking brave when you damn well know it’s the coward's way to fight. Yet, like insane idiots, they try it over and over again, gaining no ground. It made no sense, especially in a disposable gossip society. When they send in a suicide bomber, it might get on the news. That’s it, done. A few days or even hours later, the world has already forgotten it, and they are on to some new bullshit. These misguided propaganda-filled terrorists have never realized that outside forces manipulate them for covert agendas. Suicide missions didn’t work for Japan why would it work now? The Japanese got smart and started buying up the world's major corporate players to conquer each nation by corporate means. They integrated themselves and became the top dogs. 
	
	No God wants you to kill yourself or anyone else, period. If you think he does, then you’re a brainwashed chucklehead. These kids believe it, but it’s all a facade. The same people they are trying to kill are training them, funding them, and supplying them with weapons. It’s all bullshit. 

	The horror is that they brainwash and use their children; they indoctrinate the impressionable, the ignorant, and the insane. Too many people lost their lives for no reason in these faux wars and attacks that are in vain. Wars and terrorist attacks are meant to keep populations down, make money for corporate sponsors, and put through agendas. 

	Since the nineteen forties, the United States could have won any war before it started or within days. But war isn’t real anymore. It has become a corporate game created and propagated by weapons manufacturers and other invested corporations. The misguided have become the slaves of the Military industrial complex. Eisenhower is rolling over in his grave.

	We teach other countries to hate the United States through our actions or deceit. Yet these people who hate the United States wear our clothes, listen to our music, watch our movies and television shows, read our books, etc. Some attend ivy league universities, subsidized by government grants, and serve in our militaries. They love our culture, yet they want the infidels dead. It makes no sense whatsoever. It’s not the people they hate; it's those who run the government and the big show. It’s a vicious circle. We teach them to hate us; they aim their hatred at the people when they should be aiming at those who fund and manipulate their insanity, their missions, and agendas. It makes no sense to hate the actual innocent people living in a country when the governments, corporations, and who-the-fuck-ever is actually responsible. 

	Our own people, the gen-pop are manipulated every day. Made to believe that it’s always been someone else's reason for conflict. They have all been duped. The conflict was never real. Whatever lies they are being told have no basis in reality. It’s all propaganda dolled out to the misguided public. 

	The people of the U.S. are not the same as their leaders; they are the same as anyone else in the world. The terrorist down the street has the same human issue and emotions as Joe ‘Fucking’ Blow. We are all the same. We all need to wake up, put on our clothes and go about our lives. Everyone in the world is the same. We keep getting told we are not and that the other guy is bad, so we should hate them. When in fact, nothing is wrong except what those in charge have been doing. I have been watching it from the inside for too long, hoping it would change, but it just keeps getting worse. It's time for me to end this thing.

	Sorry, son, excuse me. I can hear myself rant. This whole thing pisses me ‘the fuck’ off….”

	“Acknowledged. What are your orders, sir?” Saunders inquired.

	“The three of you are all coming with me. I want the President to talk to you firsthand, and if you are the only two coherent survivors, you are not leaving our sight. AHSI wants you dead or silent. These boneheads think it’s a good thing to wack you after you helped them to create the tech they need. Just so you don’t talk. These bastards want to invoke a terrorist MO; I’ll invoke a mafia MO. These bastards have reached the end of the line. They are about to feel my ‘fucking’ wrath.”
 
	Buxton looked around at the wreckage. Everyone stood silent, awaiting his command.
 
	“Saunders, after we meet with the president, we will need to locate a secure location. Until then, I want armed guards around these two, 24/7.

	Before we leave here, dismantle this thing and send a team to scour the facility. This place needs to be swept.”
 
	“I am not sure it can be dismantled....”
 
	“Anything can be stripped down to nothing. Reprogram it to dismantle itself. I don’t give a shit. Get it done.”
 
	Saunders was nervous, with no clue what to do. He attended to the soldier's orders and then stepped back to the disc. Like a deer caught in the headlights, he stood motionless with no idea what solution he was going to pull out of his ass to break down this unknown tech. 

	Noda, sensing the awkward frustration, walked over and tried to help. An armed guard followed behind with a less than the three-foot span between them. 
 
	“I have several ideas. Would you like some help?” Noda asked.
 
	“Yes…please...” Saunder’s responded as he turned to Noda and waved the soldier back.
 
	“I will go slow; let me know if you need to repeat or go over anything again.”

	Noda waited until he had Saunder's full attention.

	“The ‘living optics’ are programable, not so much to dismantle itself; although it can be done, they can be programmed to perform other actions. We will have to do two things. The first is to redirect the process to look for a different input. The second is to redirect the ‘optic’ to look for an input that will shut it down. The trick is to have the ‘optic’ directed to an input that it believes will restart the disc. It will assume it is completing the correct action. But a loop will run, burning out the mechanical portion or the disc. Then it will return to a stasis mode until the mechanical portion is fixed. This will take outside intervention that we will not provide.
 
	“Where do we start? How do we move them? It’s not like we can reach in and pull the optic off, then put it into another input. Our hands will go right through the optic, and it will reform around our hands.
 
	“It’s easier than you may think. The optics are programmed to understand when they are being redirected. We need to start by closing the input. Turn the input valve until it locks. They are similar to normal garden hose valves. When it is closed, the optic will disengage, but we will need to cap the input valve so that it will no longer look for that input.”
 
	Saunders tightened the valve and was able to recap the input. The optic waved, waiting until an input opened. Noda and Saunders examined the engine, trying to locate an input they considered might shut the engine down by running it against itself.  There were several inputs, they closed another, and two optics floated, waiting for redirection. While Saunders and Noda considered their next move, the two optic’s connected, and the engine clicked. They moved backward fast as it started to rock and buck. The disc lifted off the ground, then slammed back down on its side and began to spin like a top.
 
	“What the hell is going on?! Move back…”  Buxton began to shout.
 
	“The engine started to smoke, and the optics dissolved. The spinning slowed, and the disc slammed backward on the ground, slowing to a stop.
 
	“It has shut down, sir. We turned it in on itself.” Noda responded.
 
	“Out-fucking-standing! Thank you, Noda. I didn’t expect it to be handled that quickly.” Saunders responded.


	Knowing the difficulty of the request and the implications involved, Buxton responded in like. “Saunders, with that raise I’m going to give you, effective immediately, get your pal here something for helping pull your ass out of the fire.”
 
	Saunder's heart was pounding fast; he stood in shock, sweating and shaking, thinking he had almost killed everyone. He looked at Noda and couldn’t understand why he was so calm. “Thank you.” Saunders reiterated. “Why are you not freaked out?”

	“It is who I am. Who we are.” Noda responded. 

	“Saunders! When the men return from securing the facility, get ready to head back to the base and prepare for the flight to Washington.” Buxton ordered.

  
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
 
	Sranith waited on the ramp at the back of the plane, still feeling overtly upset about the unknown state of his people. “What will happen to them?” Sranith asked, directing his question at Buxton.

	Buxton turned to answer as he walked toward him. “We are working on that right now. We have confidence that we can bring them all back. But, for now, we will move them to the base, where we can conduct a proper examination. While everyone is away, we will send crews to clean and repair this facility. Then, once we uncover why this attack was placed and by whom, we will have a better idea of when and how to return everyone to this facility and the measures that will need to be taken.”
 
	“Thank you.”

	Buxton gritted his teeth and looked at him. His deep concern for the situation was noticeable. “I want you to know that this is now my only agenda. The one thing you can trust in your life is that I will come through for your people.”  He could see the tears in Sraniths eyes and knew enough about him to understand that these people were all connected. Sranith must have felt like walking death in this situation.
 
	“I thank you again, sir.”
 
	“No reason to call me sir, but I appreciate the respect, and it is reciprocated.”
 
	Sranith walked into the back of the plane and sat down, strapping himself into the seat. He lumbered and rattled, tears rolling down his face, his body shaking, and his mind was on the edge of a total break from reality. Finally, he forced himself off the ledge by shutting off and pushing his entire being into a trance-like state. His mind had exceeded its limit to such a degree that he could only shut down. He was tearing apart and had no idea how to deal with the possible extinction of his race. It was beyond the scope of reality. His mind wandered, shutting doors and digging through barriers until he was lost in a surreal landscape of colors, whisking through images and voices, emotions and sounds until it all washed away and he was out.
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	As Noda walked up the ramp into the back of the plane, he could see Sranith’s head moving in a circular motion. Sranith was shutting down. Although Noda felt the separation from the consciousness of his people and the tremendous weight, he was not built like Sranith. Sranith was a communicator, a conduit. He could not only be submerged in their three-dimensional physical world, but he felt and understood like he was going through it himself. Others had similar abilities, but Sranith could be encased in hundreds at once and serve as a hub for those who only possessed the ability to communicate. Srantih stopped moving as his head fell against the headrest, entering into a coma-like state. Noda strapped a helmet on Sraniths head. He rolled up two jackets and wedged them on either side to keep Sranith from bouncing around during the flight to Washington.
 
	He felt this was somehow his fault for helping to create this technology. He wanted to find an end to this dilemma and put everything back the way it had been before the attack.

	Noda was an engineer. He possessed very low key, dry, yet comical personality. Those that did not work directly with him perceived him as lazy because he was adept at completing tasks quickly with relative ease and appeared to have a great deal of free time. An incredible wealth of common sense and an eidetic or photographic memory enhanced his vast knowledge of physics and engineering. He didn’t get caught up in repeating actions or going over anything more than once. He had an innate ability to find the simplest solution and create a easily expandable and changeable platform. 
 
	Noda took a seat across from Sranith, strapped himself in, and waited. He began working out theories to bring his people back and reasons why they were attacked. His people were passive and valuable. It would almost be better to capture them than kill them off. He focused on the mission to unfold the details. He set a goal to work out the issues and have something to present by the time they reached the President.
 
 	“I want everyone aboard. Let’s go! We are done here. I need to get some shut-eye during this flight. Saunders, let's go, you need to be alert in the morning.” Buxton ordered.

	Saunders led the soldiers, carrying a piece of the engine from the disc. “Sir, the transport crew has arrived and is starting to load the Orianders into the cargo plane. Moving the entire population and getting them set up at the base should take a few hours.”

	“I want to know their progress every hour on the hour,” Buxton added.

	The plane was uniquely designed, similar to a stealth bomber, but convex, almost football-shaped with omnidirectional capabilities. The ramp collapsed, sealing the hatch as the plane began to hover. The landing gear lifted vertically off the ground and closed, disappearing into the curved base. The aircraft turned like a compass and raised into the air slowly. When it reached five hundred feet, it shot off and disappeared. 

	“It’s going to be a long night...’” Buxton offered. 























POWER


Power
"Do it or don't. It's amazing how many things in life are that easy." 
[bookmark: Power]Henry Rollins

	Jake woke up in the middle of the night. The holographic flashes of light and movement from the movie surrounded him in the otherwise dark room. He pushed his way out through the seats and found his way into the hall. 

	Tired and slightly stumbling, Jake returned to the bedroom where he and Emma were staying and fell onto the bed, exhausted. It didn’t take more than a few seconds before he was deep asleep. Several times during the night, he awoke tossing and turning, his body aching as if he had severely overdone it at the gym. 

	Upon waking the next morning, he found himself at the end of the bed with one foot on the floor, unsure of what had transpired during the night. His body felt great, more formidable than the previous day. But he was plagued with an insatiable hunger that burnt like a torch. A singular goal of food looped in his mind. 
	Walking to the kitchen, he suddenly became aware of a dramatic change within himself. He felt more significant and daunting, extraordinarily powerful, like a one-man army.

	Passing a mirror, Jake caught a glimpse of himself. “What the fuck!” He touched his face and looked down at his arms. “What happened to me… This is... considerable... What the fuck…!” He was at a loss to describe what he saw. His body was far more significant than it had been and measured almost one foot taller. The muscle was more considerable, defined he was cut deeper. His entire structure was vastly augmented. For the first time since the change occurred, his intellect matched his body. He felt the blood rushing through his veins and the innate power that coursed through every inch of his being. This was the literal picture of how he saw himself. Precisely what he knew he should have always been.
 
	“Are you okay, honey?” Emma asked from under the covers.  She pushed away the pillows that were blocking her line of sight. “Is that… you…?” She asked, not sure of what she was seeing.
 
	His clothes were stretched to the breaking point. “Yeah…it’s me. I guess…I’ve changed again…God, this feels good…I’m so...I don’t know... I can’t describe it...so perfectly built… proportioned…? I mean, not like I wasn’t yesterday, but this... is fucking unbelievable.”
 
	Emma got out of bed to examine her husband. He was almost monolithic in stature… frightening… It was hard for her to capture his daunting presence in words… this new ‘upgrade’ was like a painting brought to life. His skin and hair possessed a perfect sheen that fluxed between neutral hues augmented with a smooth brilliance and a hardened appearance that strangely had no reference to race. When seeing him for the first time, he invoked a sense of awe. “Wait till Stone sees this… Wow….”
 
	“Go get him….”
 
	As Emma started on her way to find Stone, she kept turning back to stare at Jake. She was genuinely amazed at the transition and, for some odd reason, not at all upset as she had been during the first transformation. 

	Jake looked more intently at himself, examining every detail to comprehend this giant step forward in his evolution.
 
	“I need to test this body,” Jake said out loud. “I need to get into a gym and analyze my limitations.” He turned around to the bed and lifted it off the ground. It felt as light as a cardboard box. He looked again in the mirror; his neck and jawline were more defined. “This is insane,” Jake uttered to himself.
 
	Emma returned with Stone, who handed Jake clothes. An XXL-sized wife beater, a pair of tall man khakis with a belt, and size twelve sandals. 
 
	“Why did this happen again?” Jake asked.
 
	“This one is all you,” Stone answered.

	“What are you saying?”

	“You are taking over completely and redefining the process. Remember that old Army ad, ‘Be all you can be!’? You’re becoming the true vision of yourself. As you grow and learn, more things will advance and be at your disposal. You are becoming the ultimate personification of self. An absolute being. ‘True’ mind over matter. A perfect mind within a perfect vessel.”
 
	“It makes sense. I have always had a picture in my head of who I am, mentally and physically, but it was never this clearly defined. Instead, I see the truth of the presence born into me. I am now that innate vision of the true self, in complete perfection.”
 
	“Do you feel any pain”?
 
	“No, I was uncomfortable sleeping. But that begs the question, why didn’t I feel anything when I underwent the initial transformation two nights ago.”
 
	“The process was set up to shut down your pain receptors and override any residual communication. For lack of a better term, it put you in a coma of sorts. Luckily, if it didn't, you would have woke up Emma, and she might have called 911. Or, more likely, she would have thought you were some kind of an alien.” Stone said jokingly.

	“The good news,” He continued. “If there is a reason for you to go through this again, it will get easier each time. That old Marine adage ‘Pain is good, ooh-rah’ will be true in your case; you will revel in it. Although, very soon, there will be no pain. Changing will be like breathing.”
 
	“Is he going to change again?! Please don't tell me he’s going to get any bigger!” Emma expressed nervously.
 
	“Only if he wants to change or needs to alter himself.”

	 “What about the blood, bile, and that whole horror show? ” Jake inquired.

	“During the first transformation, your body literally reformed from the inside out. Now that the initial transformation has taken place, any subsequent ones from that point on will induce minimal damage and reconstruction. Each time it will be less until you can change at will. This change you just completed put you on a whole new level.”
 
	“I feel as though I breached a barrier. For lack of a better analogy, I feel like energy itself. As if there are no limits to who I am. I don’t think anything can stop me.”
 
	Stone smiled. Jake was proof that everything he worked for was correct. “Thank God! I hoped you would make it to this place. You can't know how relieved I am that you are this far ahead of schedule.”
 
	“I need to test myself. We need to go to the gym.”
 
	“Let’s do it. You remember where it is?”

	“I do.”

	“I’ll meet you there.” 

	“Bring some food.”

	“You got it.” Stone turned the corner into the hallway and muttered to himself with a clenched fist. “Yes!” 

	He grabbed a laptop and then stopped by the kitchen for Jake. Documenting Jake’s progress was the beginning of everything. This was a singular point in history. A starting point that would define the future of the human race. 

	Jake put on the clothes Stone brought him and found his way to the gym. “Where’s your heavy bag?” He asked after breaching the threshold.

	“On the other side of the wall.” 
 
	Jake poked his head into the room where a fully functional boxing gym was located. This was a dream come true; he was excited at being physically capable of taking on a lifelong dream lost to age and genetics. Not bothering to wrap his hands, Jake began with light shots at the bag, then hit it like he wanted to do some damage. One chain snapped. He hit it again. The bag flew ten feet and slammed into the wall.
 
	Jake and Stone looked at each other and smiled.
 
	“Let’s try some weight!” Jake suggested. Stone shook his head in approval and laughed.
 
	The two men walked into the weight room like kids with a new toy. Jake sauntered up to a rig set for powerlifting and stared at it for a few seconds. Then, giving Stone the nod, he reached down and lifted the machine with one hand. “We are going to need something just a little bit heavier,” Jake said, laughing.
 
	“So far, so good.”
 
	“Let’s find out how fast I can fucking run.”
 
	Stone started Jake on the treadmill at five miles per hour with no issue. Ten miles per hour, nothing. Fifteen miles per hour, still nothing.
 
	“We need to get you outside at night in the middle of nowhere running alongside a vehicle.”
 
	“I’d like to measure how far I can jump and how much true strength I possess. There is not enough weight in here to test me. What about innate strength, like bending something?”
 
	Stone handed him one of the steel weight bars. Jake put the end on the floor and pushed it about seven inches into the cement floor; then, he bent the top down to meet the bottom.
 
	“Well… that was easy… It’s clear that I will need something that measures machines.”

	“I’m going to let you in a little secret. You can test yourself until you’re blue in the face, but you will never be able to measure your limits because there are no limits to your capabilities.”

	“Then why are you dragging around a laptop?”

	“To document your progress.”
 
	“That’s just peachy,” Emma said, frustrated with their antics. “If you boys are done playing, I think we need to move forward and start prepping the scenarios.” 

	With the latest change in Jake, Emma succumbed to the fact that this was the path forward. There was nothing she could find that suggested Stone was anything other than above board. 
If his timelines were correct, they needed to start working immediately. The sooner it was over, the faster she and her husband could get on with some semblance of a normal life.
 
	“She’s right. As much fun as this is, a lot is happening. We don’t have time to waste.” Stone acknowledged.
 
	Convening back in the lab, this newly assembled triumvirate began to explore their options. Five hours passed before they finalized their plans and built the necessary systems to carry it out. Then they created the faux concepts, trials, and instruments to keep everyone else hovering near the starting line.
 
	“I don’t know about you guys, but I’m ‘fucking’ hungry… Again!” Jake blurted out.

	“Let’s eat. Does pizza sound good? 

	“Perfect.” Emma and Jake said simultaneously.

	“What do you guys want on it?” Stone asked.
 
	”Eggplant.” Emma and Jake answered in sync again.

	The couple felt relaxed and full of promise. They were ready.  Even if it was a transient state, this new life they were thrust into was exciting and regenerative. A few days ago, everything was fine. But it was not how they truly wanted to live. This changed all that, and even though the path forward was full of questions, it was the adventure they had always strived for since they slowly let life lull them into a self-induced mundane lifestyle.

	“It’s starting to get dark. Let’s go outside. I need to understand my capabilities.” Jake said.
 
	“While we’re at it, Emma, you’ll need a crash course in self-defense,” Stone interjected.

	“Why?” Emma responded.
 
	“I understand that you are very leery and would rather not be ‘enhanced,’ so you will have to enhance yourself the old-fashioned way. If something happens, I don’t want you to run into situations where we need to jeopardize the plan to save you. No offense.” 
 
	“None taken. I don’t want to drag you guys down. I know that I may end up like my husband at some point, but I want to do whatever I can on my own until that happens, if it ever happens.”

	“We need to do it quickly.”
 
	“I’m sure I will need some training as well. I have no clue what I am doing.” Jake added.
 
	“You won’t be an issue.”
 
	“Why? I am bumbling stumblefuck.”
 
	“When you underwent the first change, you acquired an untaught ability to defend yourself. You will be able to fight or do anything you desire.”
 
	“I have zero skill or coordination. It was left out of my genetic structure.”
 
	“It was dormant. Everyone has it, but they may not be able to activate it. Your abilities are in better than perfect working order.”

	“No fucking way, trust me, I have no clue how I made it this far in life.”
	
	Stone got up, walked over to the kitchen counter, pulled out several knives, a wine bottle, and a knife sharpener, then proceeded to throw one after the other at Jake. 

	Jake caught one of the knives by the handle before it him and dropped it to the floor. He caught the knife sharpener and the wine bottle and batted the other knives against the wall.

	“Stop! Are you fucking crazy!” Emma screamed.
 
	“What the fuck are you doing?!”
 
	“You defended yourself with ease,” Stone replied.
 
	“You could have fucking killed me.”
 
	“Thaaaaaat… is something that will never happen to you.”
 
	“What are you saying? I’m sure I can die. Living forever is not a fucking possibility. ”
 
	“You have become ‘something else.’ The version I gave you is slightly different from the one we are planning to birth. I may have mentioned this earlier, but if I didn’t, this is what is happening. One of the reasons you were to an unlimited level is so that others will understand why we should never go this far. Why the unlimited version can never be released to the general population. There is a lot you need to understand and so much I need to tell you.”

	“What is it? What could be so incredibly different than what you have told me already?”

	“It is complicated to understand on a variety of levels.”

	“Out with it, Stone,” Emma interjected.

	“I’m sure I have hinted at, or we may have discussed it earlier; nevertheless, I’ll lay it all out for you so that we are all on the same page. 

	You are more than just strong and intelligent; your body will never break down; it’s indestructible. More to the point… I don’t know how to phrase this any other way except telling you straight out… you may be virtually immortal….”

	Emma and Jake’s eyes glazed over.

	“I assumed that much was true, but hearing you say it…  What does that mean in the long run? How does it even play out in normal life?” Jake asked.

 	“It’s a lot to take in, in one sitting… but we will need to go over it. The sooner, the better.”

	They sat staring at Stone, not knowing how to respond. Shock numbing their expressions.

	“I don’t know if I want you to continue….” Emma said as her eyes closed. Tears pushed their way through, rolling down her cheek, with one side pooling in the corner of her lips and the other racing on an angle across her neck.

	Jake pulled Emma close and notched her head in the space between his shoulder and chest. He moved her hair back and wiped the remaining tears from her face. “I know this is hard, but we need to know everything.” He said.

	Emma looked at Jake and nodded in agreement.

	“Just say it,” She said, glaring at Stone.

	“All right. I’m just going to tear off the bandaid… As far as I can gather, if something could kill you, you have infinite options to bypass that outcome. The physics involved is rather complex to explain, but I’ll break it down into lay terms. In theory, certain doorways can be opened between universes. These universes can be used as escape hatches, among many other things. Because you can access your physical structure at and beyond a quantum level, you can manipulate the dimensional flux or doorways.”

	“I understand,” Jake said, kissing the top of Emma’s head. “What you just described has already happened. When it did, I understood the physics and the principles of what was occurring. I mapped the theory's equations and structure—the entire ball of wax. I understood everything that happened to us. That engine should have killed us, but I was able to stop it without out moving.” 

	Jake stood up and faced both of them. “We are at the nexus of a brand new day.” He continued. “We have stepped over a line.” 

	This is incredible! Everything we have gone through up to this point has been remarkable. Literally, beyond fucking belief. But knowing all of this is true kept me sane… If I hadn’t gleaned over everything as it happened, I would have gone crazy.”

	“You are fortunate. That ability is not something you should have accessed so soon.”

	“I don’t understand. Why was he able to get that far so fast? Emma inquired.

	“It’s Jake. Jake is the key. Any other person would not be able to access any of these abilities to this extent already.”
 
	“Not fa’ nothin’, I know my Boy is unique and the perfect ‘specimen,’ but really… Why Jake?”

	“It’s him; it’s all him. He was able to bring out these abilities on his own. I’ll be honest, I knew it was possible in theory, but he takes the ‘fucking’ cake. It’s all him. At this point, he can achieve and progress at any rate he desires.”

	“So, am I really immortal?” Jake asked. Emma looked at him intently. This question held a lot of weight, as much to Emma as it did to Jake. This changed the balance of their life together.
 
	“It is a definite possibility. You are as immortal as you will allow yourself to become.” Stone looked at Jake with concern; he wanted him to be at ease with each discovery as it unfolded. “As you tap into your inherent capabilities and they grow within you, it will reach a stage where it is automatic. More so than even today. It will work seamlessly. Your capabilities will be far-reaching. Capabilities none of us can even fathom right now. You will become an entity, able to become literally anything you desire. It is tough to explain. It’s like you felt earlier, ‘Nothing will be able to stop you.’ If you were a bad person in the slightest sense, we would have a real problem on our hands. You would have the power to destroy everything. Thank God, you’re the right man for the job.”
 
	Jake sat in his chair and looked down a the floor in shock. He wasn’t sure he wanted this… right now, it was too much to handle. This was more than he bargained for, even his wildest dreams. “It’s too much power. The responsibility itself is overwhelming. I took on way too much. My blind ambition fucked me. What am I going to do...? How... how... the fuck do I get out of this...?”
 
	“You need to let it all sink in. It’ll take a while. But you’ll be able to comprehend and accept everything soon.”
  
	“What’s the use of being immortal without Emma? She will never want to be immortal. I can’t blame her, either. A few hundred years of life is fine but beyond that… I can’t even comprehend a few hundred thousand or million years.”

	“What will happen to us? Emma interjected.

	“You will have the choice to join him on this road eventually. I know you don’t want this to happen now, but you may over time. If you do, it won’t matter what age you decide to join him; you will always revert to the beginning of the adult stage. The point at which you flip from adolescent to adult. Somewhere between seventeen and twenty-two.” Stone answered.

	The Nolans sat listening to Stone, not knowing what to say next. This was something they would need to discuss and figure out for themselves. This was a monumental decision that couldn’t be decided quickly. 

	Knowing what they were thinking, Stone continued. “It will be a lifetime before you will need to decide whether or not you want to remain together for eternity with each other or let each other go. I saved a special dose for you that is linked to your DNA. You will be the only person who can use it. If anyone else tries, it won’t work. The mixture is also compressed and adjustable, so it won’t matter if you have a drop or the entire flask; the mixture will propagate and recalibrate to recreate the correct dosage. This will be a choice for both of you. You will either be together for eternity or grow old and pass on from this time and place to somewhere and something, preferably more.”
 
	“This is too much too much to handle,” Emma said under her breath.

	“The situation between the both of you may seem binary. Live or die. Do or don’t. But that is just the way it is perceived now. There may be other avenues.”

	“What are you getting at? Jake inquired.
 
	“When I developed this process for you, it was necessary to ensure that you would be intelligent enough to understand and navigate through anything you may encounter. It was also necessary that you would be able to cope. The essence of your being will free the remainder of your intelligence. So you may breach all barriers and take this to a place none of us will understand or could ever dream possible.”
 
	Their arms tightly gripped each other, contemplating the situation, unsure how they would, at the very least, attempt to proceed at this moment. “Do you know the weight of the burden you have put on us?” Emma retorted with tears streaming down her face as she pulled her head from the safety of Jake’s shoulder. “How can we even breach a fucking path to a fucking decision?” Wiping her face to continue, she stared at the floor, her expression growing contemplative. “This is beyond reason! First, the news that you may never die is almost as tragic as knowing you will die soon. Second, you either face eternity or nothing! So, we just let ourselves live or die?! Now you are saying other options may exist! A third type of life! A fourth one! A fifth! Something Jake will figure out. We have to string our hope and faith… our fucking existence on the unknown?! This a fucking unreasonable fate! Our lives have truly been hijacked.”

	“I understand.” Stone commiserated.

	“Can you fully comprehend the depth of all or one of those decisions?!” Emma shouted. “Not without truly being punched in the face with it!” Pausing for a moment to collect herself, she stared at Stone and began again to drive her point further. “The daunting capability and boundless actuality that enables any of those decisions is a God-like choice! Not one that we should be making!!!”
 
	An awkward reticence hung in the room. 

	“It’s true,” Stone replied in a calm, firm, matter-of-fact demeanor to release the long, tense moment. “Our focus differs from anyone who has ever come before this moment in history. The time is nigh. It is solely up to us. If we do not lead the charge toward this outcome, I am afraid that everyone and everything we know will be lost. It is our gauntlet to wield. Our sacrifice to make.….” 

	After a brief silence, Stone tried to deflect and move the situation forward. “I have some work to complete here. Get some rest; we will need to leave soon to begin training.” Stone watched the two with concern feeling the heavy weight of responsibility he had poured onto this hapless couple. But time was of the essence; there was no turning back. It would soon be imperative to act on every opportunity. 

	The significance of the situation took precedence over the emotional and existential turmoil that stirred intensely in their minds. Jake slowly followed Emma with his head down, consumed by his thoughts. She strode at a quick pace ahead of him until she reached their room, letting the door slam as she made her way inside. 

	Walking a few steps behind the couple, Stone put his hand on Jake’s shoulder to stop him before Jake could catch up with Emma. 

	“It may feel like I am nickel and dimming you with information because that’s exactly what’s happening. There is so much involved and a great deal more I need to tell you about your state of being.” Stone offered. “You will eventually discover the extent of your capabilities. But before that occurs, I need to make you aware of what they are, so you can better understand the tools at your disposal. Some will be instinctual, and some you will need to teach yourself how to use. Your power has no limits; there is no door you will not be able to enter.”

	Jake looked at him and knew this discussion would need to continue, but Emma’s well-being was foremost in his mind. His mind was processing in a manner that seemed too fast to stop—compartmentalizing the thoughts and actions that would direct his abilities to take control of the situation in an encompassing manner. 

	“Let me spend some time with my Wife,” Jake responded. “Afterward, we can sit down to discuss my current and future status. I know what you are about to explain and what is needed to move forward. The threshold is opening.” 

	Jake closed the door softly as he entered the room. Tucking Emma in, he sat with her until she fell asleep. She was emotionally drained. He knew his wife longed to empty her head and escape. This day was a surreal nightmare that had them wallowing neck-deep in unknown waters, treading for their lives. She needed to forget everything, if only for a few hours.

	Jake’s mind raced as he watched Emma fall asleep. He could understand so many things, but there were still moments when the answers and questions seemed out of focus. Yet, one pertinent query kept circling until it rose to the surface, ‘Access to the Doorways.’

	Stone turned as he heard the footsteps enter his workspace.
	
	“How?”Jake asked. “How will I be able to access the Doorways?”

	“Doorways?” Stone asked. 

	“Yes, Doorways, Access Points, Maps, or better yet, some quantum and ethereal GPS and guidebook. I need to understand where I am going and what to do when I get there.”

	“Let me get this straight, you have been able to see the ‘Doorways,’ but you cannot breach the distance yet. Is that right?”

	“Yes. I can see them everywhere, in and around everything. It’s like George Harrison so eloquently put it, ‘Within You and Without You.’ But no matter how near or far, it’s like I am a ghost, and I can’t turn the handle.”

	“I’ll break it down so you can see the whole picture. As the brain grows in intellect, it can become and achieve more. You have a great imagination and/or vision of who and what you want to be. Your innate intellect navigates this tech. The fundamental principle is mind over matter. As oversimplified as that concept is, for the moment, let’s use it as a way to explain what is happening to you. Your potential runs as deep as you will allow it to propagate. The ‘Doorways’ open where your ‘vision’, for lack of a better word, enables them to exist physically. Similar to Quantum Superposition.”

	“So what you are saying then is that I can simultaneously be in more than one place. Further, depending on how I conceive it, it will be. Similar to the quantum observer effect.”

	“For the most part, you are on the money. It is more involved, but you are correct in your understanding. As you may have already realized, the theories and concepts you are built on are insanely complex. 

	Having said that, it will be a very concise timeline when you take the step into full realization. During that action, the pathways will open, and the ‘Road’ will appear in front of you. You will sense the ‘Doorways.’ The ‘Roads’, along with the knowledge and capabilities, will be laid out succinctly. Everything you need will be at your beck and call.”
 
	Emma awoke to find Jake gone. Still numb from shock, she sat up, gazing off into nothingness. Eventually, she mustered the wherewithal to pull herself over to the attached on-suite. She washed the dry tears from her face as the numb gaze slowly returned. Her eyes fixated on the corner edge of the mirror; she stood stalled in a statuesque pose. The faint sound of voices pulled her back, leaving her to offhandedly eavesdrop on bits of words emanating from the conversation. She stood silently, letting time pass, half listening and repeatedly falling away into her thoughts. Eventually, as her interest peaked, she managed to pull herself away to leave the bathroom to get within earshot of the voices. She rounded the corner until finally reaching the room where Stone and Jake were jotting down the equations that pertained to the theories that filled their discussion. “What have we fallen into…” she said, thinking she was stumbling up on another horrible revelation. Tears welled back into her sore and aching eyes. Emma felt like there was no way out, no way to put all this behind her. She didn’t ask for this and didn’t want it, but she knew it was time to make a change within herself to cope with the reality of the situation. Emma wanted to return to her life's simple, unforeboding ease—a book by the pool, cooking, and going to the movies. A day to empty her head and forget everything. But there was no buffer, no going back to her apartment or her old life. Everything that happened and on the horizon was too much to handle for anyone. How could she cope with her life being torn apart in this way? The finality of a life, a world, completely gone. How was she going to accept this new life? A life she may not even want. A life that may last an eternity.
 
	Jake heard the sounds of sobbing echoing from the edge of the room. Emma was sobbing, crouched on the threshold with her face covered. He ran to console her. Seeing her this way tore him apart. Jake would do everything in his power to make right the situation thrust into their lives. No matter what it took.
 
	“We are going to do this and get through it,” Emma said through a determined storm of anger, anguish, and tears. “I am not going to let this beat us!”
 
	Jake hugged Emma tightly, not surprised by her words. He was elated. This is the woman he loved—the strong, capable woman who stood head-on in the face of adversity. Jake understood at that moment as she peered at him from behind her bloodshot eyes; she wasn't blindly showing strength to convince herself to go on; this was the dividing line; they would find their way through to the end.

	Stone sat quietly in the lab, putting on the birthing mechanism's finishing touches. He accessed several newscasts looking for any truth, clue, or information hidden behind any number of serial lies in the fictional presentations. He laughed as the latest presidential gossip was reported, the ridiculous pharmaceutical commercials, and the ‘in-depth investigation’ trailers rolled out into the room. 

	Finally, fifteen minutes into the broadcast, a report about the presidential pet appeared. Interested in the comedic value of the story, Stone watched the footage. In the background, Stone noticed something and went back several seconds, pausing the feed. The halted image showed the President walking past a doorway. In the room, he could see one of the financiers who funded AHSI. The man was with a Research Scientist from the lab, the Secretary of the CIA, and one of the Joints Chiefs of Staff. Stone shot up from his chair. A burning sensation exploded in the pit of his stomach. He quickly gathered up the birthing mechanism. “It’s started. We need to move.” He called out to get Jake and Emma’s attention. 

	Stone ran over and unlocked a large metal cabinet. He packed a padded satchel with the birthing mechanism and everything he may need for each planned scenario. 

	He then pulled out a duffel bag and loaded ten customized guns with lights, laser scopes, silencers, cameras, kickback repressors, and several types of bullets. Next, he added a set that shocked without killing and a set that paralyzed the victim for an extended period. Then he grabbed a box of exploding shells meant to work like grenades upon impact. Finally, he loaded three specialized modular guns made of lightweight plastics that could be used as handguns, automatic weapons, or rifles.
 
	Sitting back down at his desk, Stone uploaded a list of addresses and a database containing information on every scientist, government official, political figure, venture capitalist, politician, and financier he had researched over the years to his private cloud. The cloud was built on a framework of quantum servers he developed that were virtually untraceable and un-hackable. 
 
	Under his workbench Stone opened the trunk he was using as a footrest and pulled out three dark blue, almost black suits. The suits were designed to deflect impact and utilize electromagnetism to protect uncovered body parts. As a power source for the suits, energy was converted from natural body heat, frequencies, solar fabric, and energy created from basic movement. In addition, autonomous hover and propulsion capabilities made the suits travel-worthy at high speeds. 

	Stone was very pragmatic in his approach; he used any existing technologies, no matter how old, invented new technologies, and innovated little-known or unused technologies. Stone’s pension to create and develop was based on his personal perception of what he believed was DiVinci’s premise of invention, that anything was possible. No lever existed in his head to shut that down. His forte was being able to build on past breakthroughs and the ability to overcome the hurdles involved when working through new ones.

	The doors to the bay opened, housing nine customized modular vehicles. He packed the weapons and the satchel in the back of what appeared to be an antique army jeep. 

	Like the other vehicles in the bay, the jeep had been restored and modified into a self-powered multi-terrain vehicle. The rotation of the axles created power similar to waterfall technology. He also built a series of fans that generated power from the wind when the vehicle was driving. The paint was a solar conductor, which created power even in low light. Surplus power was stored as a backup if all power systems failed or were made inoperable. Their own bodies generated more than enough power to run the vehicle. Any heat generated by the vehicle when it was in use was applied as a power source. Frequencies were also used to generate power. Taking very little power to function, the gauges themselves generated power through the light emitted, which was then turned back into a power source for itself. Any excess power generated throughout the vehicle was farmed out to run the electronic equipment inside and the onboard weapons. A portion of the remaining surplus was partitioned and stored in a modular battery assembly for future use and expansion. All the vehicles used power absorption to pull energy from the surrounding buildings, the electrical grid, and other vehicles. This enabled them to stop the other vehicles and use their power against them if needed. When not enough power was available or more power was required, the vehicles utilized fuel cell technology. This was typically needed after the wings unfolded to achieve flight.

	Twenty-one weapons lined the parameter, facing in every direction, including below, to accommodate an attack when the jeep was in hover or flight mode. The largest was an anti-aircraft weapon at the back of the jeep. The weapon was affixed to a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree swivel hinge and a robotic arm that housed nine 5,000mW Keyswitch Blue Laser enabled, echolocation sensory, heat-seeking missiles.

	The jeep's four flight-rated ejection seats were combined with parachutes that could inflate into a raft or a large air cushion for landing. After landing, they can be converted into solar-powered tents that are heated or cooled. In addition, the seats contained compartments that held food and water, along with satellite-enabled communication devices. Although the hard-top convertible roof could open and modularly detach, when closed, the vehicle became airtight and could float or submerge with magnetohydrodynamic propulsion. The jeep was also equipped with electrolysis equipment to provide breathable air.

	All the inventions and innovations in the facility and inside the vehicles were Stone's proprietary creations. But some of the technologies were never meant to see the light of day, because they were too close in design or based on patents that corporations had purchased over the years.
 
	With everything in place, Stone entered latitude and longitude into the jeep and then went back inside to retrieve Emma and Jake. 

	When Stone returned, Jake had his head in the fridge, looking for more food. “Put these on. Stone said as he threw them each a suit. One landed on Jake's back, and Emma gracefully caught the other like a seasoned pro football player. "They will protect you. Jake doesn’t really need one, but it’s better to be safe.”

	“Speaking of safe; you wanted to teach me something?” Emma responded.
 
	“Yes. Thank you for reminding me. You need to train in the most efficient and effective ways to protect yourself.”  
 
	“What’s the rush?! Why are we leaving so soon?”
 
	Pointing at the news and private White House feeds. “In the background of this White House news piece, you can see senior executives from AHSI huddled in a room with rather unscrupulous military personnel, malfeasant government officials, and some other very amoral people. I have been monitoring everyone involved for the last few weeks, knowing they were planning to kick things off. But I could not figure out when and where it would all go down. That’s one of the reasons I felt it necessary to activate you now. Horribly, as you can see, it’s starting.”

	Stone started showing anxiety after making the couple aware of the upcoming threat. He repeated a quick tapping pattern with his fingers on the workbench while taking long deep breaths with his eyes closed. “Fuck… I might have waited too long.”He spouted. “Shit! We needed to move before the time revealed itself. I had to have missed something. Damnit! How could I not know it was starting? Fuck!”

	“No contingency plan in case this happened…?” Emma asked in a curious and slightly snide tone.

	“Of course… But I didn’t want it to happen this way!” Stone responded, mad at himself and the situation. “Fuck!”

	“Then we are wasting time. Let’s get this done, Stone. What do we need to do?”
 
	“First things first. Let’s start by giving you a quick self-defense class. It will keep you alive in most situations. It’s the ‘Rule of Threes.’ Based on Three sets of Three. Most of it is easy as long as you remember what I tell you.”

	“She’s has as close to a photographic memory as possible. She even remembers things when she’s not really paying attention.” Jake offered.

	“I wish I had an autobiographical memory. But nonetheless, go on.” Emma responded.

	“I will break it down as simply as possible so we can get through this expeditiously. 

	“Stand it in front of me and only move when I tell you. Don’t take your eyes off of me. Concentrate on every word I say. I am going to speak slowly.”

	Emma positioned herself in front of Stone and waited.

 	“Are you ready?” Stone asked.

	“Yes.”

	“Good. Take a Deep Breath…… Let it out… We will begin with the mind. Everything word I say to you is crucial. Please concentrate fully on each of these simple steps. Integrate each step. Make every thought and movement your own. Everything must come from within. It must be a part of you.

Number One!
You must have complete confidence in your actions!
Number Two!
You must move before your opponent is aware! 
Number Three! 
You must move without thought!

Do you understand?”

	“Yes!”

	“Can you repeat it back to me?”

	“Yes!

I have complete confidence in all my actions.
I will move before my opponents are aware. 
I will move without thought.


	“Very good. The following two sets are physical.

Defensive Strategy: 
When standing during an attack, turn your foot to the side. Use all your weight to pound the kneecap as hard as possible, pushing the leg into a reverse position. When on the floor during an attack, grab the calf and pull forward with one hand while simultaneously pushing the kneecap with the other hand. In both scenarios, stand and crush the other kneecap by jumping down on it. 

Once they are incapacitated, Stomp as hard as you can, crushing their nether regions.  

Slam your heel into their throat. This will stop them from breathing. You will need to do this quickly and precisely before their arms begin flailing, trying to attack you. To ensure that they are down for the count, take your entire foot and stomp once quickly on the bridge of the nose in a jabbing motion. It won’t kill them but will hinder their vision and make breathing much harder. At this point, you will either have knocked them out or they will have passed out from the pain. Even if they are strong enough to remain conscious, they won’t be able to attack.

	
Offensive Strategy:
If someone is up in your face, you must move fast through each step with all your strength. 

Grab their throat, dig your fingers in as hard as possible and pull with enough force to tear it out. 
With your other hand, punch them directly in the nether regions. Then grab, dig your fingers in like a vice grip, twist, and pull.
Jam your knee into their neither regions and simultaneously swing your arm up and around, slamming down on their nose from the top with the bottom of your fist on an angle. Then gauge their eyes.

	If all else fails, keep something sharp and easily accessible in your pocket at all times. Then stomp on their feet, and jab your weapon into the eyes, ears, temple, throat, groin, stomach, chest, and armpit. Keep repeating in random order concentrating on the softest spots first.

	These tactics may seem brutal, but remember, these people will be out to kill you and will do worse to you, given a chance.

	Do you understand?!”

	“Yes!”	

	“Do you remember what I told you?!”

	“Yes!”

	“Repeat it back!”

	Emma repeated the steps back. Paraphrasing, but hitting all the marks. 

	“Excellent.”

	“What’s the deal with the suits?”

	“Do not speak until we are done. Do you understand?

	“Yes!”

	Stone walked her to the gym and told her to initiate the actions on the body opponent bags and the standing dummies. 

	“Show me what you have learned!”

	Emma completed the tasks and passed without missing an instruction.
	“Now you will try everything you learned on OSCAR,” Stone said, pointing to what looked like a BOB (Body Opponent Bag) with free-standing legs. “Say hello, Oscar.”

	“Hello,” It said in a tough Italian American accent. Then it ran at Emma. She jumped up, landed on its knee, and followed the rest of Stone’s instructions. Each time a part of a scenario would be completed by Emma, Oscar would recalibrate to her fighting style and change his attack mode. Emma learned on the fly as well, improvising and creating methods of her own. Though the fights were intense, Emma, with little to no training, still prevailed. She initiated the concepts with unique precision. 

	“Outstanding! Let me congratulate you on completing the initial training! Ms. Nolan, your performance was exemplary.”

	“Thank you!”

	“You’re welcome.”

 	“Why did you call the robot OSCAR?”

	“It stands for Offensive Strategic Combat Armed Robot.”
	
	“Interesting. That was my Grandfather's name. But I’m sure you knew that…”

	“You’re not wrong. Now back to your question about the suits. As long as you have them on, you won’t be hurt. You won’t have to worry about bullets or an explosion with that suit on even if you are wearing clothes over it, they will remain untouched. The suit will deflect anything that is within three feet. Some jackass could fire a gun at your head, and it won’t make a difference. Second thing, don’t be afraid, there is no reason. No one can even hit you, the suit was designed as an anti-impact shield. You could step on a land mine, and nothing would happen to you. A bomb could go off next to you, and you would not be phased, well, that is, assuming I am referring to the common vernacular, in actuality you would not be moved or forced in any direction. To put it bluntly, you wouldn't feel a fucking thing. 

	You will have increased agility as well. You’ll be able to spin, glide, jump higher and further, travel and float in the air, essentially fly, run faster and for longer distances, have the skills of a gymnast, etc., but you'll figure it out as you go. The apparel is very intuitive. The suit works off of the brain's impulses. So all you have to do is concentrate and picture what you would like to do, then move. I created these suits initially for people with quadriplegia to replace their appendages and be able to touch and feel without the aid of multiple mechanized prosthetics.”

	“Well, why the self-defense class then, if I can’t be hurt?”

	“It’s better to be safe than sorry. If something happens and you are not protected, you should be prepared. It’s insane to think nothing will go sideways, even if everything is going perfectly. Basically, if somehow the suit gets disarmed, you need to know what to do.”
 
	Stone placed the assortment of weapons on the table and explained how they worked. He showed them the basics of gun use and the differences in the ones he specifically developed. Picking one up, Stone unlocked the chamber, eyed the barrel, and taught them how to load the weapon. They belted on the black custom holsters, two shoulders, one in the back, one thigh, and one calf. 

	Stone then took them to the shooting gallery and gave them a proper gun class. He reviewed basic techniques and specific training on his weapons. The weapons worked normally but had upgraded functionality. They could be fired from multiple vantage points and positions to reach a target. The firearm, scope, and bullets worked in congress with reflective surfaces, algorithms, GPS, heat sensors, AI, and specific data that allowed for the ability to aim and calculate around several corners to connect with the target.

	After several hours in the gallery, they moved on to an open space in the gym area. Stone worked with Emma on several other techniques to disable, maim, kill and escape. The basics of Wing Chun, Jeet Kune Do, Krav Maga, and Boxing. They repeated the training using suit-aided maneuvers to exploit martial art capabilities. Jake caught her several times until she adjusted to the feeling and variations in movement that the suit offered.
 
	Emma burned through the training sessions as she had done before. She became more comfortable and enjoyed the weightlessness and ability to move with force and speed. The suit eliminated the fear of falling or crashing and provided an incredible sense of flight, which changed her perception of the world via her movement. That sensation was, in and of itself, a genuinely moving experience. 

	“This feels incredible! It looks incredible! It's beyond fucking belief!" She yelled down to Jake. "It took a while to get used to it. I was nauseous when we started, but... now... it's like... Oh God, it's like, I have known this… like it's always been a part of who I am. As if it has always been a part of my body. But new and wonderful at the same time. I can't explain it, all I can say... is that I love it... I love it! The only thing I can compare it to would be… swimming underwater. It's amazing!” 

	She felt childlike in her excitement as she tried to absorb and comprehend this entirely unique experience. It wasn't just the ability to move in any direction, as if she was the Queen of some live-action three-dimensional chess game, it was the freedom of a whole new way of experiencing life. Apart from her current circumstances, this was life-altering and specific to her. The unifying response was cathartic, therapeutic, and re-energizing. It cleared her mind. It changed her perception of all that was possible—making her question her thoughts about what she wanted out of this life. 

	Yet even as she passed through this profound event, she held firm to her vision of what she deemed as 'her path' and how she would walk that mountain. This strong, determined, brilliant person that Emma Nolan had become could not be deterred that easily. It would take much more than this experience to alter her trajectory through life. Her plan was in place. Anything that attempted to alter that story, would have to find a way to comply with her terms. She made the rules. She was the Boss, period. No exceptions. She had a keen eye and a ground sense of self. She was determined and strong of mind and will. Life never dragged her around like a wet sock, she moved the pieces on the board and set life for the benefit of everyone and herself. All in an eloquent and intelligent manner. Who she was, what she wanted and where she saw herself were non-negotiable. No matter what circumstances prevailed at any given time, her character and vision were indestructible.
 
	“It’s starting to get dark; I want to move outside and see how we handle ourselves,” Stone said to keep the momentum focused on the ever-tightening time frame. "I created a test environment outside and in the abandoned buildings you drove by on the way into the complex. It’s not going to be easy, and you will be on your own for the first half; in the second half, we will work together. During that portion, we need to think like a great jazz ensemble or a high-functioning pro basketball team as we improvise and react off each other.”
 
	Emma and Jake stayed in the training room and continued working while Stone went to find the uniforms and ID they would need to get into the various government agencies. He returned with a mapped-out plan of action and three small boxes that contained a hypodermic needle, a set of glasses, two contact lenses, and two earpieces.
	
	"What have you got there? Emma asked.

	"Three items that provide the same technology."

	“What the fuck is that for…?!" Emma said, pointing to the needles. "You're not sticking me with anything, buddy! After all the shit we put up with today, I ain't..."

	"Wait!" Stone interrupted. "This is an addition to the suit. In fact, all three are simply interfaces between the brain, the body, the suit and anything else that can be connected. There are multiple layers of encryption to insure that no one but the three of us can access either the software or hardware, help each other or use these items. They are made to shut down if any outside source breaches the encryption, which won't happen. They run specific to your DNA. If you are injured, they will help to make the necessary repairs, which also won't happen."

	"I still don't get it, why a fucking needle?!"
	
	"The 'needle' will insert an implant into the temple that connects to brain function. It will access vision, hearing, and smell as it provides access to data download, gathering, and storage, along with acting as an Interface to other devices, etc. 

	As you can see, in each box, along with the hypodermic needle, are Glasses, a pair of contact lenses, and two earpieces. So it is your choice which you prefer to use. But understand that although I have taken every precaution, there is still a chance that something could happen. So having three methods will allow you two backups in case something goes awry.

	The Glasses work the same as the needle, except they are external and have been designed to be crush and mangle-proof. The frames mold to your cranium and utilize a retrieval system with facial recognition to place them back on you should they fall off. Impulses can be fed through the temple into the brain or as a port for information, connectivity, etc. They are your eyes and ears and your link to information. They provide facial recognition, life support, and anything else you need. 

	The contact lenses and earpieces are simply a third method.

	All the devices apply the same functionality and are the same item at the core; the method is the only difference.

	Emma and Jake hesitantly examined each one as if looking them over would offer up some information, wondering how the functionality would present itself. 

	“I would suggest starting with the Glasses. You can try them on if you would like. They won't hurt you. Think of them like, special forces grade, smart glasses. If you talk, you can hear each other, they work as ear pieces and computers so they access information and each other. Among other things, they are night vision glasses. Not only will they allow us to communicate, you will be able to access, store and interact with data from any device, phone, computer, machine or instrument around you. It works through a proprietary AI operating system that integrates and becomes one with any system. It will even control the guns I gave you. So no one else can use them and you can fire them without physical contact.”
 
	Stone shut off the lights.
 
	“Can you see?”
 
	“Yeah. Are you going to shut the lights off?”
 
	“I did…”
 
	Their vision was unchanged.  

	"What you are seeing is a method of refracted and created light, utilizing Lidar sensors that offer consistency between variations in lighting and depth. Then by not only changing the pupil size of the eye (similar to how animals see in the dark by gathering more light and viewing multiple times), it also combines that process with radar, inverse lighting, GPS for placement, and a gyroscope for movement. The data is then fed through specific algorithms and AI, using gathered and stored information that learns and then teaches the brain at an expeditious and advanced level.
 
	It will take no time to get used to the vision portion of the glasses, but the information portion is slightly more complicated. Using the glasses requires listening, responding, and deciphering the data. The prompts are voice-activated as well as action-oriented. Movement and visual content will prompt the information displayed. Watching the data and images displayed will be a distraction initially, but once the system is finished setting up, it will integrate and adapt. At that point, you should then feel more comfortable. All three methods are interchangeable in real time. If you switch between devices, the difference should be minimal or nonexistent.

	The interactive data and objects you are hearing, seeing, feeling, and smelling will calibrate and fine-tune within the next fifteen to twenty minutes. After that, you should be at peak functionality. The moment the brain learns and adjusts, everything will open up to you."

	"I am beginning to integrate already,” Jake responded.

	“You can use the suits with the glasses to help you correctly hold, aim, and fire your weapons. Although, when you mesh, none of that will be necessary. It will just work.”

	Jake and Emma continued to practice using the devices. Their bodies became seamlessly in sync with each repetition and adjustment. Soon their bodies flowed with new inherent thought patterns.

	“One step closer to the singularity...” Jake said offhandedly.

	“Closer than you can imagine.” Stone concurred.
 
	Emma and Jake adjusted to the technology, looking around at objects in the room and trying to get a feel for the information they were receiving. The jeep data flowed into view along with data from other vehicles. Ductwork, wiring, and panels around the room also came into view. 

	Stone retrieved three eggplant parmesan subs and three water bottles while the couple got a feel for the tech and put the food and water down on one of the car hoods. Emma and Jake picked up the food, watching the nutritional content information display on their glasses. They were amazed by the deep array of information available to them. 

	“Let’s go outside; there’s more to see. You will need to practice working with different views as the data appears. When you perform an action it will process the information, and the analyzed data sets will show up on the display. You will be able to change the configuration and intention of the data collected to the information you would like displayed. It can be changed on the fly to benefit current and future situations.”
 
	They followed Stone outside into the back of the building. The pitch-black night would have made it impossible to see if they weren’t using Stone's technology. 

	Emma and Jake moved around the area, feeling and sensing as if they were once blind and were now trying to see and understand the three-dimensional depth of the objects before them. Getting used to the flow of information and how to pause or replay it if needed, they learned quickly to read, watch, listen and understand. After twenty minutes of using the glasses and floating in the suits, they began to feel extraordinarily comfortable. A bridge had formed to create a new sense that combined the feeling of traditional senses with the information carried with it. For example, eating became an incredible immersion into the structure of taste. A profound discovery into how the taste was created, the texture, how it felt, and what it meant to them. They were becoming one with everything they touched, saw, smelled, breathed, etc. It was like stepping into a new universe.
 
	“Whoa… this is wild….” Emma said.
 
	“Try pushing the tree over.” Stone motioned to Jake.
 
	Jake walked over to the tree and pushed with one hand, holding the small remainder of his sandwich in the other hand and his water tucked under his arm. The tree started to crack with the roots pulling up out of the ground.
 
	“Punch it.”
 
	“What?”
 
	“Punch it. Hit it! See what happens.”
 
	“I’ll break my hand!”
 
	“Naw, don’t worry about it; you won’t. Give it a shot. Hit it like you punch the heavy bag. If you’re worried, wrap something around your hand.”
 
	Jake, letting go of caution, pulled back and hit the tree. The tree cracked. He did it again. A hole formed. He put down his drink and the rest of the sandwich. With both hands-free, he hit it with a combination. Striking it one more time, the tree began to break and tilt. Jake looked at his knuckles and saw nothing, no damage, no pain. He smiled and lunged at the tree with his shoulder. The top of the tree cracked in half, and the entire bottom lifted out of the ground, causing him to jump out of the way to avoid getting knocked over.

	The tree, a Live Oak, was more than four feet in diameter with a Janka hardness of almost 2700. The roots were about 3 feet into the ground, making it unmovable by any human.
 
	Walking up to a cement wall, Jake slammed his bare fists down on the top ridge. Pieces of the wall flew off in all directions, followed by the aching moan of the concrete as it crumbled and fell over. He reached out, kicked a large chunk of debris weighing several hundred pounds or more, and watched it fly more than seventy feet from where he was standing.

	“How did it feel when you hit the cement?”
 
	“Like nothing. The tree felt like a cardboard box, and the cement felt like putting your hand through a soaking wet, rotted piece of plywood with a thick glove on.”

	“Film his hands to see if they healed or nothing happened,” Emma said.

	“You are reading my mind, Miss Emma.” Stone acknowledged. “Jake, do it again.”

	Stone moved into position to film the impact. Jake pulled back and knocked a two-by-three chunk through a section of a jersey barrier. The three looked at each other, smiling and nodding in approval. 

	“Let’s see what we have...” Stone checked the recording. “Nothing, no injury. This kid is unfriggin-believable! The goals that I have put into place to measure Jake’s progress he has either reached or surpassed. His timetable for adaptability is tenfold faster than anticipated. This fucking beautiful. There is no wavering in his progress. It’s a straight line upward.”
 
	“That’s my boy!” Emma said in approval.

	“All right, Jake, let’s see how high you can jump with and without the suit.”
 
	Jake shut off the suit using the glasses and jumped. He landed on the roof of a one-story section of the building. Next, he tried it with suit turned on, jumping from the same place but now landing on the other side of the building.
 
	Emma repeated the same actions from the same place. Without the suit, she was able to maintain a two-and-a-half-foot average vertical trajectory. She leaped onto the first story with the suit and floated back to the ground.
 
	“The devices are unlimited. They continually search for and obtain information. The more time you spend wearing them, the faster they upgrade.

	Right now, if you let the suit fight, it is preprogrammed with various full-scale techniques, including Wing Chun with Ip Man models, Jeet Kune Do with Bruce Lee models, and Boxing with Manny Pacquiao, Roy Jones Jr., Sugar Ray Robinson, Jack Johnson, Rocky Mariciano, and Floyd Mayweather Jr, models. It also has a full line of Krav Maga techniques and strategies. Even Fencing disciplines. To build hybrids, you can pull up all the preloaded techniques, models, and strategies. Turn them all on, mix and create new fighting styles. It is entirely customizable. They also take advantage of any technology that may be at your disposal. So the suit will become a weapon with anything it can sense, see and obtain. Anything and everything around you is a potential tool to keep you safe. The suit's function is to continually acquire and exploit data. When you are in a fight, it will save the information and provide strategies based on your opponent's skills, weapons, and faults. Using your enemies, strengths, and weaknesses against them. Adding new techniques or ones not yet part of the database based on physics and capabilities of the suit.”

	“This fucking amazing! I’m digging it!” Jake responded enthusiastically. 
	
	“Let’s move on to the test area.”
 
	Emma and Jake followed Stone to the abandoned buildings on the next block that led along the road, connecting the entrance of his complex to the main thoroughfare.
 
	Stone opened two large steel doors of a four-story brick factory building revealing an entranceway where two equally sized ornate wooden doors resided. The steel doors slammed shut behind them, blocking light from entering the twenty-by-twenty space. Next, Stone opened the doors leading to a dark hallway with no visible light from any direction. “Emma, float, walk or run, whichever method you desire to take you down this first hall. It will be an obstacle course that requires you to apply multiple disciplines simultaneously. If you get into trouble, let us know, and we will come and get you. But you should be fine.”
 
	Emma floated into position and dropped to the floor. Then, without fear, she pushed herself off into the dark, leaving the two men in silence.  

	A variety of sounds echoed through the building. A loud thud returned from a distance, like a sledgehammer hitting a wooden pole. Glass shattered, followed by gunshots—metal bending and crashing into a solid surface. Tires squealed. The ominous sound of scraping and pounding steel continually raised in volume, vibrating the building.

Jake cringed. He feared for his wife’s safety and jolted forward. Stone grabbed his shoulder to stop him. “As long as it continues, she is all right. It means she made it through.” He assured Jake.
 
	The sounds did not stop for several more minutes. Finally, Jake reached his boiling point and lurched forward, stopping only when he heard the echo of his wife laughing. Emma came back into view and touched down in front of Jake.
 
	“That was fun! It was like an interactive ride at a badass amusement park!” Emma exclaimed.
 
	Jake ran over as she landed and attached himself to her, his heart pounding, face flush, and eyes welled with tears. “Are you alright!?! Are you okay!?!” Jake said with his face nuzzled in her shoulder.

	“Yeah, why?” Emma answered. Jake lifted her up and squeezed. “Get off of me.” She said, annoyed by his hugging.

	“No issues?” Stone asked.
 
	“Not one. It was easy.”
 
	Stone prompted Jake to run the same course along with several others, which he did without issue. The building shook, and Stone suggested Emma and himself move aside in case the building collapsed.

	Jake appeared untouched. Clean. No damage. The suit looked new. Stone tilted his head to the side with a puzzled look. 
 
	“How did it go?”

	“No problems. That felt really good, I vented like never before….I feel like a new man.”
 
	“Well, that says a lot, considering,” Emma said assuringly. “It appears you’re ready, my boy.” 
 
	“Let’s make our way back and prep.” Stone suggested.
 
	When they arrived back, Stone secured the uniforms, proper verbiage, and IDs that would allow them to access the security protocols in place at ninety-eight percent of government and private facilities. Next, they spent several hours preparing the gear to coincide with the technology needed to complete each phase of the mission. Finally, Emma built characters and scripts along with coordinating the appropriate attire to enter several secure destinations.  

	The outside bay door opened slowly as Emma, Jake and Stone climbed aboard the Jeep, throwing several backpacks and three metal cases next to the weapons.

	In front of them, a two-hundred-foot patch of grass rolled up like a rug allowing an aperture to open and reveal a subsurface launchpad housing a large hybrid craft. The craft was modular in design. The body was a tube-style plane shape with horizontal helicopter blades that rotated to a propeller position with jet engines on the reverse sides. Hovercraft nodes were located on the bottom of all the surfaces, leaving enough room for boat propellers. A large submarine propeller sat on the very back of the osmium-infused tube for underwater travel. The craft sat on a lift that raised it to sit even with surface area. On the underside of the craft a ramp opened allowing the autonomous jeep to drive into the cargo hull and lock in place. The Jeep was positioned on a turntable that rotated one hundred and eighty degrees while the ramp closed sealing the hull. The hybrid craft lifted into the air and hovered letting the launch pad shift back together and sit even with the ground. The grass unrolled as the facility bay door closed, returning the site to its bland and unnoticeable state.
 
	In a vertical and forward trajectory, the hybrid silently approached cloud cover with the city growing smaller beneath the three passengers. Soon the night sky opened to reveal the consummate twilight watching over them as they flew headlong into what might be a definitive and positive point in history.

	Plush leather seats formed half-circle patterns in the first-class cabin area of the craft. A refrigerator and microwave were mounted on walls lined in soft beige leather. The seats were multi-positional, with the ability to form into a lounge, bed, or chair. 

	The AI operating system that ran the craft was made to take direction from anyone cleared by Stone, but only if that direction resolved in a positive result—allowing it to become virtually accident-free and immune to a crash or collision course. The airship worked off the same principle as the suits but applied a more robust functionality. It utilized existing flight patterns, schedules, radar, sensors, and algorithms to know where each aircraft, ship, physical structure, and any vehicle in its upcoming vicinity, along with adjusting on the fly if needed.

	Jake looked out over the city as they quietly moved through the air. He felt the dips in the altitude while he watched Stone audit the helm to ensure they stayed on course. A warning flashed on about a fire along their route. They noticed smoke rising in the distance near the Tashiam Sanctuary National Park and assumed it was just a seasonal wildfire. They flew around the airspace of the local freight airport and out over the Oklahoma skyline into an open corridor.
 
	With the craft's autopilot fully navigating, Stone watched the news projecting into the open space inside the cabin. He flipped through channels, falling in and out of sleep until they hit a long stride of turbulence over Tennessee.
 
	“We can land when we get to Signature Flight Support DCA - Washington National Airport, I have a hanger there to house the ship. I’d like to get as close as possible. There are a few shortcuts into DC that will keep us off the main roads. After the mission, we can stay at a bunker beneath the Smithsonian National Zoological Park until it’s time to move on.” Stone announced through a slow yawn.
 
	The hybrid landed at their destination a few hours later. Stone set up the Jeep to appear as normal as possible. He applied parking decals and changed the Texas plates to government plates. Driving time was fifteen minutes through the night traffic in Washington D.C. Approaching the capital, they fell into a motor brigade that allowed them to appear as a security detail behind the secret service. Conveniently, the motorcade pulled up to the gate of the White House. 

	Emma and Jake checked over their first set of uniforms and Stones suit to ensure accuracy and properly conceal their weapons. Stone was dressed as a civil contractor, with Emma as the Chief of Naval Operations (CNO) and Jake as a Master-at-Arms.

	The guards at the gate accepted their IDs, allowing them to continue onto the white house grounds. Locating a low-profile point of access, Stone parked the Jeep. Emma, Jake, and Stone jumped out, making a beeline to the nearest entry point. Finding the correct doorway according to the video and map data, Emma swiped an ID and entered the building. Stone navigated their way to the first internal destination; he unlocked the door and motioned Emma and Jake inside. They walked down a long hall into a secure server room, weaving through the columns of cooling racks. Finally, they reached a freight elevator that took them down into the holding area where the President was scheduled to see the AHSI formula. Two guards stood on either side of a rolling safe and pointed their rifles when they heard footsteps entering the space. Stone flashed his credentials and assured the guards that they were there to take their place. The guard on the left, a seven-foot marine, moved toward Stone.
 
	“Step back, please,” Jake asked politely.
 
	“Who are you? We were told not to move under any circumstances. There are no orders for a change of guard.” The seven-foot marine barked back at them.

	“These are our orders,” Emma offered in a calm yet commanding voice as she handed over the paperwork.
 
	The guard looked them over. “We will call our CO, and you will remain here until he arrives or instructs us otherwise.”

	“Are you questioning my orders? I am the Chief of Naval Operations and in charge of this operation. Your CO reports to me. If you do not comply, I will have you court marshaled.”

	“Our orders are to remain present. We were not informed of any changes.”

	“You are not cleared to view the contents of that safe. I will be taking you into custody and removing you from the premises.” Jake commanded and grabbed the guard's arm, stopping him cold. Not knowing a few of the nuances that applied to his strength and the suit, Jake lifted the seven-foot guard off his feet. The second guard panicked a pushed the emergency button. The alarms went off, engaging the White House security protocols. The room went into lockdown, lowering the ceiling. The lockdown protocol of the room was meant to collapse downward so no human could escape by blocking the doors from opening. As the ceiling moved in range, Jake raised his hands to halt the downward action. The ceiling weighed upwards of three tons, and the descending force pushed relentlessly against his body. His muscles tightened and swelled as his strength continually enhanced. Finally, the motors ground to a halt, and the hydraulics hissed to a stop. Jake pushed the ceiling upward, locking it back into its original position. 

	The Secret Service swarmed the room with guns drawn and aimed at everyone in the safe's vicinity.
 
	“No one move!” The lead Secret Service agent shouted. Ten more agents ran into the area from multiple directions with their guns drawn.
 
	“Sir, we have been assigned to this position,” Jake shouted back.
 
	“I don’t care, soldier! Everyone on the floor!” The lead agent shouted back.
 
	“Young man! These are our orders. I am the Chief of Naval Operations; stand down.” Emma commanded, holding out the seemingly official paperwork.
 
	The agent stepped towards Emma as she placed it in his hand. Eyeing it up and down, he handed it to an agent standing with him. The agent looked up in disgust at the seven-foot marine and looked it over again. He lifted his head again, eyeing Jake and Stone.
 
	“May I see your IDs?” He asked in an authoritative tone. Emma, Jake, and Stone complied. After looking them over, he took a picture of their credentials before handing them back. 

	“You two are relieved of duty. It’s their show now. But we will be investigating this further.”
 
	The Secret Service walked out and debriefed the guards about the changes. The guards, afraid after seeing what Jake had done, said nothing. They weren’t even sure what they saw was real. They assumed it might have been a hallucination brought on by fatigue or some top-secret experiment being conducted on them without their knowledge. Either way, they were not pushing their luck.
 
	Emma, Jake, and Stone stood in a circle around the safe. Stone reached down and spent a few minutes attempting to crack it. When the safe opened, he pulled out AHSI’s vial and replaced it with his own. Jake then pulled out a mock vial and stepped in front of Stone and Emma as they walked through the door. 

	Emma separated from Jake and Stone to move up through the building. Arriving on the second floor, she located the Director of the CIA in deep discussion with a senator. She walked by the Director and clicked the corner of her glasses, sending several emails from his .gov and personal addresses. 

	Jake walked up to a random Secret Service agent huddled with two other agents and knocked him out. When the other two agents lunged after Jake, Stone incapacitated one of them with a general anesthetic. Jake toyed with the other, feigning a fall as he let go of the faux vail to leave ‘evidence' at the scene. When the other agent believed he had obtained the upper hand, Stone used a general anesthetic to take him out as well.

	Stone and the Nolans met in an empty office, where Stone shut down the cameras and the alarms for ten minutes, giving them time to change clothes and IDs before continuing out of the building through separate exits. 

	Meeting at the Jeep, they were on edge with the mission almost behind them. They changed the license plates and spent a few ‘timed’ minutes chatting with the guards while signing out at the gate. As they drove out onto Pennsylvania Avenue, relief fell over them. They had completed the first of many planned obstacles ahead. 

	Pulling up to a red light several blocks away, Emma’s heart raced when they heard the alarms starting to go off in the distance. The adventure exhilarated her. She grabbed Jake, hugged him, then high-fived Stone, who smiled and placed a cigar in his mouth.
 
	“We’re ready….” Stone said with a confident smirk. 
 
	“That was so easy and felt so good.” Emma declared excitedly. “What now?!”
 
	Stone turned up the stereo. The panel read ‘Black Country Communion – The Great Divide.’
 
	“We take on on the whole enchilada…. “ 
 
 	Emma looked over at Jake to revel in their accomplishment but instead screamed. “NO…! NO…! Please, God, No! Jake! What happened to you.” 
 
 








CONTROL
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"The saddest aspect of life right now is that science gathers knowledge faster than society gathers wisdom." 
Isaac Asimov
 
	Buxton walked into the President's office, followed by Sranith, Noda, Saunders, and several Secret Service agents.
 
	“Mr. President,” Buxton said, reaching out to shake his hand in a cordial greeting.
 
	“Good morning, Commander.” The President reciprocated.
 
	“I would like you to meet Sranith and Noda from Yrican, and of course, you know my right hand, Andrew Saunders."
 
	“Noda, I hear that you and Mr. Saunders here saved the day.”
 
	“We certainly tried, sir,” Noda responded.
 
	“Sranith, I am very sorry about what happened. Do you feel any connection yet?”
 
	“Very little, sir. At the moment, it’s blank. No impulses, vibrations, thoughts, images, or feelings. Nothing.” Sranith offered.
 
	“Mr. President.” Buxton jumped in. “Let me get straight to the point. What do you know? 
 
	“Nothing as of yet, Commander. However, we are looking into the situation.”
 
	“I’m not here for the usual line of bullshit.”
 
	“Then we will need to speak in private.”
 
	“I don’t think so. They need to hear everything.”
 
	“I’m sorry, Commander, they don’t have the clearance, and I’m not sure they will want to know.”
 
	“Their clearance is me. They want to know everything.”
 
	“I am afraid that’s not possible.”
 
	  “Speak! Now!”
 
	“Commander! If you disrespectfully direct your speech to me a second time, I will ensure you never see the light of day again.”
 
	“If you are not straight with these men, you will not leave this office alive! The circumstances involved are above this office. If you think verbiage and respect are going to get ahead of the lives of an entire race of people, you’ve got a lot to learn, Mr. President. I will take this whole office down. My men are currently on standby. If something were to go awry today, every country in the world would know of this atrocity on your watch within a matter of seconds. Cursory blame will be laid on your lap. They will wage war on this country and you personally for allowing it to happen. This is the attempted genocide of an entire species. They will take you down harder than the Russians took down Hitler. You know I am not bluffing. I will make sure this administration burns to the fucking ground.”

	“Your tactics are reprehensible, Commander.”

	“My Tactics, Mr. President? I think you better get your head on straight before a shit storm comes raining down on you and your people. Let me give you a piece of advice. Don’t cover up for some blockheads who will betray you in a second to benefit themselves. Because if you do, the situation will blow up in your face. This is your one chance to get your head out of your ass and do something right for a change.”

	“I have been entrusted to uphold the welfare of the people and maintain the safety of this country.”

	“You’ve been entrusted to play figurehead to the people who run this country.

	“I beg your pardon.”

	“Look, we have known each other for decades, and you know I don’t lay down for anything or anyone. You know the people I have had on my side through years of mutual respect and coaction. I will use those contacts on all sides of the globe to make it happen. No matter how my career has ebbed and flowed, the respect I have gained has always managed to keep me safe and above board. So if you would like to remain in good standing, presently and in the history books (trust me, this will be one for the history books), it would behoove you to give it to us straight and get on the right side of history.”

	What may have only been a zeptosecond or even a yoctosecond seemed like agonizing minutes for the President as he stood with a blank expression, not at the Commander but through him until he regained his wits to respond.

	“Commander, there has been a situation. The CIA made a crucial mistake. In an attempt to subjugate an effort by a terrorist enclave, the incorrect facility was attacked. Our resources confirm….”
 
	“With all due respect, you can wipe your ass with that statement. I told you I’m not here for the bullshit! Don’t try to appease these men. It’s not going to happen. They’re on the fucking ball. They can see through your line of crap.”
 
	Buxton slammed his fist down on the desk. A Secret Service agent stepped between Buxton and the President. Buxton grabbed the agent by the tie, twisted it, and lifted him off the floor. The second agent in the room stepped forward and put his hand on Buxton’s shoulder.
 
	“I will take you both out. Mark my word.” Buxton said calmly.

	The second agent lifted his hand from Buxton’s shoulder as he dropped the first agent, who stumbled, trying to regain his footing.
 	
	“Gentleman, have a seat. Please. All of you.” The President said, trying to regain control over the meeting. “Let me expound on the situation.”
 
	“This better be good.”	

	“I am aware of the attack and the reasons for it. I was briefed after the fact. The CIA had reason to send the weapons to Yrican. I have instructed them to stop any further agenda aimed at Yrican, and its people. I can not divulge the reasons for the attack, but we will do anything we can to ensure they are safe. Where are they now?”
 
	Buxton looked down and laughed.
 
	“Mr. President, there is no fucking way you or the CIA will find out. My men answer to only me. They do not fear being court marshaled. Nor do they fear being attacked or killed in the line of duty.”
 
	“Commander, I don’t understand. Why would you doubt my sincerity? I have been nothing but good to you and your men. We have developed a strong working relationship in the past.”

	“Mr. President, I know when someone thinks they can bend me over.”

	“You work for me. It is your job to facilitate the decrees and agendas set forth by this or any administration. Therefore, I’m only looking out for your and the nation's best interests.
 
	“I work for the people of this country, and the Orianders are ranked among its proudest members. When you are prepared to be honest with everyone in this room, I will let you know where they are being held. They are in my custody, and that is all I will allow you to be briefed on. So, if you need the Orianders dead or alive, you will need me to facilitate it.”

	“Have you forgotten the oath I took to protect this country?”
 
	Buxton took out a cigar, bit the end off, and clamped it between his teeth.
 
	“Mr. President, do you know where I acquired this cigar?”
 
	“I have no idea, Commander.”
 
	“This particular one was part of your private reserve. It is a handmade Cuban from the private stock of Fidel Castro. So tell me, Mr. President, if an embargo existed and relations with the Castros did not exist, why would the President of this country have them as part of his ‘personal’ supply when he would have had to acquire them prior to his Presidency? How is it that you were in the presence of Fidel during that time? Why would you feel free enough to hand them out to your highest-ranking officers?”
 
	“Commander…”
 
	“That’s right, Mr.President, it is because you are corrupt. It is because you are lost inside the pockets of those who created the current platform of worldwide propaganda, greed, and death. One that is based on a disgusting ritual of hate, death, and corruption that has existed for the last several millennia. You are their disposable tool. Broken, weak, and enslaved. You aid them in enjoying their lavish, albeit ill-gotten gains. The answer has always been the same. It is wrapped in the obvious lies that perpetrate this world, seething from the papillae on your tongue. It’s more than just hypocrisy when you speak; it is septic rhetoric. Now... tell me, why should I believe you?”
 
	“Let me remind you, Commander, that you are still working by the grace of this office.”

	“Let me remind you, I am not nearly speculating from rumor or hearsay. I know firsthand everything about you. You may think you hold power over my life, but unlike me, you have no real power; you are simply a figurehead. Besides the current genocide, you would like to cover up, there are several other skeletons in your closet, and a good many of those skeletons you may not want to be revealed continually in perpetuity.”
 
	“I can take you down very easily, Commander. Anything can be fabricated.”
 
	“That’s true, but I will be able to make sure that you are tainted and removed faster than you can blink. I’m not here to fuck around, Mr. President. There are as many people on my side of the fence as there are on yours, and I can bring down everyone wandering around in your yard in a single gesture.”
 
	“You don’t have that kind of power, so you, Commander, will heed Presidential orders! That is the final word.”
 
	“Mr. President, you are nothing more than a cornered child. You have nowhere to turn. Your colleagues, if you can call them that, will abandon you. They will leave you in the dust to absorb the blame. Your wife is with mine right at this moment. I could have her reveal everything she knows. So even if you try to ruin my career, my life, and the lives of my family, yours could be down the drain much sooner. Let’s not forget that your wife, if not for the Presidency, would have left you. Your children, your parents, and the world at large will know indubitably what you are. It will be out in the open. You will never be released from prison; furthermore, you will be the first President to be convicted on counts in the triple digits. There will be no reason to pardon any of your impending crimes. Therefore, it would behoove you, to tell the truth to the people in this room. Because, at this juncture, honesty is necessary for the first time in your venal life. This is your last stand, Mr. President.”
 
	
	“All right, I will call off the dogs for now.” The President conceded in frustration. He paced and mumbled to himself, letting out the occasional explicative, while the Commander sat watching with a brazen smirk. 

	After running over the details in his head for several minutes, the President began to speak in a low and direct tone. “We are developing two new weapons….” He said hesitantly.

	“The first weapon is meant to be a high-tier soldier. Indestructible in nature. These soldiers will be under our full control and replete with combat engagement technology. Each will be programmed with thousands of years of hand-to-hand combat skills and war strategies. Their ability to heal will be almost instantaneous. No reason for expensive drones. They step on a landmine or get blown up, and either the medics or themselves will be able to reassemble them. They will be able to run faster, jump higher and be stronger than any enemy soldier.”

	The President hesitated again. Fraught with deep-seated fear, he could scarcely muster the courage to continue. 

	“But they are just a backup plan in case something goes wrong… with the second weapon…….”

	The President feared for his well-being. Explaining the second weapon was the tipping point. The death knell. Worse than nukes, biological and chemical warfare. The human race has always found a way to survive by either nature or technology. But this ended everything. There was no going back.

	Not speaking for several minutes, Buxton urged him to continue. “What is the deal?!” The President looked up. Tears welled in his eyes from the overwhelming fear. 

	Buxton tapped the Resolute desk with his lighter to get the President's attention. “What’s up with the second weapon?!”

The President slowly turned his head in a circular motion, panning the room. He made eye contact with each person, then closed his eyes and spoke. ”It… It is to keep… keep the general public in check. The ramifications of this Civilian weapon are more profound than even I am privy to at the moment. But from what I gather, every sense and thought of every individual on the planet will be, in all circumstances, controlled. In the simplest of terms… every person on earth will be… contentedly autonomous.”

	An awkward silence sucked the air out of the room. 

	“What?!” Buxton exclaimed, slightly shocked that it had finally happened.

	Buxton wasn’t surprised. Often when the subject presented itself in conversation, he would jokingly predict that something similar would occur when the technology became available.

	“Look. I could have called your bluff….” The President said. “… and let you expose me, betting that no one would care or remember within a month. But I would be playing the odds, just as I have been. 

	But… when they utilize this Civilian weapon, it is much more likely, that I will be included with the rest of the population. In that case, my current sentient life will be forfeited. 

	So, yes, it behooves me to comply with your wishes and come clean. Because the better bet is that you will be able to stop them and provide me with a win-win.”

	“Unless I betray you afterward.”

	“I am counting on your ethics and your word. Which, as I have bared witness, is something you stand by. Therefore, my odds are better with you.”

	“What does this have to do with the Orianders?”

	“The Orianders are the basis for the technology, and the CIA wants them out of the picture to hide the evidence. This agenda will be the last step in developing a ‘controlled state.’ The few running the show, along with ASHI and the CIA, do not want this technology getting into the hands of any other country, radical group, private military concern, or corporation unless they control the situation. They are all at risk until this agenda gets implemented. Killing the Orianders will stop anyone from reproducing the ‘recipe’ or implementing it before they have a chance to engage the weapon worldwide. Wiping out the Orianders and leaving no trace of their DNA will stop anyone from reversing the process after the fact.”
 
	“How could you do this to us…?!” Sranith pleaded.
 
	“Sir…!” Noda yelled as he stood up to move toward the President. 

	Buxton put up his hand and motioned them to stay their hand and spoke in a deep guttural timbre. “There’s no reason I shouldn’t just kill you….” “…and it may happen….”
 
	The President looked at Buxton, glossy-eyed, fearing for his life.
 
	“We should go, Sir. We have several appointments scheduled at the Pentagon today.” Saunders suggested.
 
	Buxton, now standing in front of the President, fists clenched and eyes locked on the POTUS in a hostile stare, left the Secret Service detail, struggling to act after the recent developments. The agents were still determining if they should do their job and stand between the President and the Commander or, if needed, subdue the Commander. However, what held them back during the entire interaction was the consensus they personally all felt: to let Buxton take the motherfucker out. Since the President confessed to treason, it made all other decisions obsolete.

	Buxton sensed they were on edge and offered a warning. “You know my reputation is not an exaggeration. So if you plan to intervene, boys, you won’t make out alive.”
 
	“Sir, please, we have a schedule to keep. We can explain the Pentagon agenda to the Orianders later.” 

	“Considering the situation, it would be for the best, Commander.” The President offered.
 
	Still engaged in a piercing stare, Buxton tore the flag pin from the President’s lapel and turned to leave. 

	“The Orianders will remain solely in my custody….” 

	“Agreed.“

	“We still have much to discuss; this will not be the last time we speak.”

	“Commander, I understand your concern. If you return this evening at 5 PM (EST), I will be meeting with Joint Chiefs, and we can discuss it further at that time. I will let them know you are a part of this conversation.”
 
	“I will be expecting all the information on the subject of Yrican and the weapons before I arrive. It seems your boys will have a lot to explain.”
 
	Buxton motioned the Orianders and Saunders to leave. Following them out, he slammed the oval office door in his wake. The four men silently walked through the building, with Noda and Sranith, shaking and visibly disturbed. After checking through security, Sranith broke off from the pack and ran down the White House steps. He knelt in the parking area and began to sob.
 
	“Help him into the car.” Noda requested of Buxton and Saunders. “What happened, Sranith?

	“Our people are not dead! On the contrary, their minds are emitting a strong pulse.” Sranith exclaimed. “I can feel it!”
 
	“I figured as much; your people are very resilient,” Buxton said. “We cannot let the President and anyone above or below him get wind of it. They will kill them all.”
 
	Buxton returned later that evening to meet the Joint Chiefs and discuss the situation at Yrican. Noda, Sranith, and Saunders kept pace behind him as they crossed the threshold into the conference area.
 
	Rease Canley, the President’s Executive Assistant, met them before they could move any further. “I am sorry, Sir, but only you will be allowed to be present at this meeting.”
 
	“I don’t give a rat’s ass. This meeting directly concerns these two men. Saunders is my Aide-de-camp. He hears what I hear.”
 
	“Sir, I am afraid that’s not possible. The President has given explicit direction. Also, Sir, I don’t mean to correct you, but he is a Private, and in the military, an Aide-de-camp is usually a rank slightly below an Admiral. The President has more than one Aide-de-camp; they are the Joint Chiefs.”

	“Son. First of all, I was an Admiral. Secondly, I was a Joint Chief. Thirdly, Saunders here will be promoted and serve as my successor.”

	“Sir, although you did serve in that capacity, you can not indulge in your own rules regarding the government, the military, or specifically the Navy.”

	“You’re boss takes those liberties. So, therefore, he set a precedent. Besides, young man, you work for a criminal.”

	“I beg your pardon, Sir. The President is a fine…”
 
	“You really need to shut your pie hole,” Buxton said, cutting him off and ending the conversation.

	“It’s okay, Sir.” Saunders inferred to Buxton that it would be all right and motioned Noda and Sraith to follow him. Before Buxton entered the room, Saunders tapped him on the shoulder and handed him a notebook with a Bluetooth mic hidden inside. “Send me a message if you need us to come in.” Saunders, Noda, and Sraith sat outside, prepared to listen.
 
	Buxton sat down at the conference table and opened the notebook. A black clip was used as a bookmark, hidden between the pages. He unhooked the clip and attached it to the earpiece on his glasses.
 
	“Buxton! How the hell are ya! You old warhorse?” A loud voice hailed from across the room. Buxton’s old shipmate, Admiral Redding, hurried over to shake his hand. “I haven’t seen you since you gave that jackass a beautiful fucking beating.”
 
	“Good to see you again, Redding! When the hell are you gonna get an assignment that’s worth a damn?” Buxton responded. The two continued to make small talk while the remainder of the chiefs filed into the room.

	They had been friends since they met in battle during their early twenties. They enjoyed more bar brawls and benders together than they could shake a stick at. During the first few years of their service, they spent countless nights behind bars and reveled in every minute of it. Their shore leaves were legendary tales, myths recounted in every branch of the military.

	Buxton’s eyes shifted, and his face flushed with disgust as the other Chefs passed him one by one to take their seats.

	“Do you know what the hell is happening here? Something about a bad call or friendly fire that took out a unit.” Redding asked Buxton.

	“It goes a little deeper than that… I’m here to find out the particulars of why it happened. These people were under my watch, so I am not pleased with this apparent attack. It would appear that it had been planned for some time… and had been a joint effort of this office and outside ‘partnerships.’”

	“That’s unfortunate.”

	“This office has….”
 
	Buxton stopped mid-sentence when the President entered the room. Redding and the other Joint Chiefs noticed Buxton’s scowl seemingly cut into the President’s flesh.
 
	“Gentlemen, I have called this meeting to discuss the progress and implications of the attack on Yrican.” The President spelled out, trying not to look up. He lifted his head and noticed the Joint Chiefs looking over at Buxton, who was staring directly at him, seething in his seat.
 
	“The implication of that attack is that you allowed several hundred people to be killed.” Buxton interrupted.
 
	“Let us explain the decision and the agenda that led to the action.” The President countered.
 
	Saunders sat outside listening as he recorded the conversation from Buxton’s earpiece, checking for a reaction from the Noda and Sraith.
 
	“Are you getting it all?” They nodded ‘yes’ and gave a thumbs-up.
 
	The President went into a vague explanation of the situation. Conveniently leaving out pertinent facts that would implicate him or anyone in the room who might be involved. 
	
	Still staring and not speaking, Buxton gave him a chance to finish the statement and redeem his seeming lack of ethics earlier that day.
 
	“Were are going ahead with the plan to develop the two ‘Alt-Weapons’….”
 
	The Joint Chiefs nodded in approval to the President and then to each other and waited for him to continue his presentation. 

	“These ‘Weapons’ will be the foundation of a new type of warfare. Before our enemies in foreign countries or right here in our midst develop this technology, we need to act upon it posthaste. I will provide a quick briefing for those who may not understand the particulars of both weapons. 

	Our first ‘Weapon’ will be ‘The Enhanced Soldier Protocol.’ It is designed to control their actions and heal quickly if injured. Their bodies will be stronger and less likely to be injured as well. These soldiers will follow orders to the letter and return with no remorse. PTSD will be removed from the equation. 

	The second ‘Weapon’ will be the ‘Civilian Control Protocol.’ This will be enacted for a limited time and on a specific population to deter war and terrorism until we can shut the hostile actions down. It will control the enemy’s actions so we can bring a swift end to any conflict.”

	“The boys over at Lockheed Martin are going to be pissed off. This will kill their revenue.” An Army General joked to the other Joint Chiefs, who nodded in approval of the President’s vague explanation.

	Redding and Buxton sat silent, not amused by the remark.

	“Sirs, we will need to put this to a vote.” The President started to say, assuming he would expedite a win by majority.

	“I understand the concept and value of ‘Enhanced Soldiers.’ We need to preserve lives in battle. It is a cost-effective solution.” Buxton interjected. “But I don’t like the control aspect of it. Taking away free will and conscience is horrific, which is the basis for the ‘Civilian Control’ Weapon. Are we going to let this happen? bullshit Are the Joint Chiefs going to propagate a final amoral effort? Speak up, boys! Let’s dive in! I want to hear the Joint Chiefs offer their opinions. Right now, in this room! Tell me! What do all of you think about what he said?! We must question the amoral complexities of  this action!”

	Afraid to speak, they looked over at the President for an answer. With the exception of Admiral Redding, who had yet to be briefed or sent information on the weapons prior to the meeting.

	“Excuse me! Mr. President.” Redding barked. “This is the first I am hearing any of this shit! I have not been briefed on the situation at Yrican!. Your office also failed to send the information on the weapons. Furthermore, I don’t appreciate being invited to this meeting and expected to vote without the proper disclosure of information!”

	“What does this asshole have on all of you? Buxton added. “Surely you can’t be jaded enough to think this is the correct course of action? We have all been in this too long. We know how everything works at this level. If you agree with this crap, then it's obvious, all of you fucking nitwits have been diagnosed with Alzheimer’s, or you're just as corrupt as this fuck.”

	“What do you have to say for yourself, Mr. President?”
 
	“The purpose for the Oriander’s existence is finished.” The President said. 
 
	“Are you out of your fucking mind?! These people are part of us. They exist because of us! Without them, we would all be dead!” Buxton responded.
 
	“They were an experiment you were against if I remember correctly.”
 
	“That is the first thing you got right since you walked into the fucking room. Had you disclosed the full agenda at that time, my vote would have been different. Now that I have seen what you short-sighted bullshit artists have pulled together as strategies over the years, including killing off a race of people, I’ll do anything to stop all of you from making further decisions. You have no clue how deep you are sinking, and I will make sure you drown in the quicksand you’ve put into motion.”
 
	“Commander, we have thoroughly worked through every step of this decision.”

	“My ass! You haven’t done shit! Your bosses have worked up a plan, but that ‘plan' only benefits them. Why don’t we put this to a vote and give the entire American public all the real facts with zero spin?”

	“We can not let the general population know about the decisions we need to make for their benefit. We need to wipe away all the evidence of any involvement and the existence that it occurred. You know how complex the issues are in a time of war.”
 
	“What war! The only reason you idiots have to make these decisions now is to cover the actions you previously endorsed and fucked up. The monumental blunders that have come to pass under your command cost more money and lives and depleted more resources than in the history of the world. Every jackass before you that ran the show throughout recorded time never destroyed the state of the planet and its people to this extent!”
 
	“Commander, we are not even sure of the nature of the people of Yrican. The Orianders may end up being a threat to us.” General Grainger offered.
 
	Buxton pulled back and struck General Grainger with the entire width of his fist, knocking his head back and letting him plummet to the floor.
 
	“Who’s next?! Would anyone else like to talk about an intelligent living being like it’s a piece of shit?! Have all of you lost your minds?! Your ethics are gone! Your sense of humanity has been torn out. I’m done here. Unless you fucking boneheads have factual information you would like to discuss and utilize to create decisions about agendas that aren’t bought, blackmailed, or brokered by fear, you can all fuck off!”

	During Buxton’s ‘Come to Jesus’ admonishment, the President leaned down to help Grainger off the floor. It was an excuse to whisper the ‘Kill Order’ on Buxton, Noda, and Sranith. Interrogate Saunders for the location of the Orianders, kill him, then bomb the building and clean the site of evidence and DNA.

	“President Knucklehead! Are you paying attention?!” Buxton yelled. The President nodded, not fully observant, missed parts of Buxton’s tirade, including the derogatory moniker.

	“Let me tell you something. If these people were to become a threat, it would be in direct response to every person in this room who pushed them to it or allowed it to happen by the whim or plan of those who have you in their pocket. If you knew anything about them, if you researched at all, you’d know that they have the highest standard of ethics, and their demeanor is almost Christ-like.”
 
	Buxton walked into the corridor, signaling to Saunders and the Orianders to follow. In direct sight and earshot of the President and the Joint Chiefs, he handed Saunders the notebook and the clip. “Thank you, gentlemen. I appreciate you listening in and recording the meeting. Were you able to view the camera feed?”
 
	“Yes, Sir,” Saunders replied.

	“Outstanding.”

	“What is next on the agenda?”

	Buxton, not listening to the question, turned around to the President and Joint Chiefs. “Mr. President. I guess you worked out a better deal and hedged your bet. Good luck getting your bosses to hold up their end of the bargain.”

	Several members of the White House staff, along with three senators, and two congressmen, overheard the Commander’s comments. Turning to view the interaction, they watched in shock as the President responded with deep-seated anger. “Fuuuckkk!” He spouted, then struck the conference table repeatedly with the butt of his fist until he broke his hand and fractured several bones in his wrist and arm.

	“Kill order… Now!” The President eked out, wincing in pain. “We can not… have any further disruption before we implement.”
 
	“Consider it done. I’ll take care of it.” General Grainger acknowledged.

	Through gritted teeth, the President continued. “Before you take them out, I want those recordings destroyed and any uploads deleted. Permanently!” 

	“We need to get you to the hospital!” Canley urgently suggested.
 
	Buxton, pissed off after relaying his last comment, walked down the hall, leaving the rest of the group focused on the President, who was now in a full-blown rage. 

	Saunders turned to discuss the situation with Buxton, but the Commander was fifty feet away and moving at a quick pace. He signaled to the Orianders, motioning them to follow. They scurried down the long hallways until finally breaking into a run to catch up to him. 

	“Sir! They are going to kill us!” Saunders warned. 
 
	“Let them try.” Buxton asserted.

	“Sir! I heard the President issue a Kill Order.”

	“Fuck ‘em.”
 
	A group of Secret Service agents ran past Buxton, leading a squad of armed guards down a staircase as an alarm went off. The President received an alert and a call about a threat on the lower level. Fifteen minutes later, a second alarm would go off again that was untraceable to any specific area in the building.

	“The White House is going into lockdown,” The President explained to the Chiefs. “It appears we will need to hold off examining the weapons until the building is cleared of the threat.”

	“Is this just more of your bullshit?!” Admiral Redding retorted, pissed off about the whole ordeal, aware that he was the only one in the room who agreed with Buxton. On top of that, being asked to attend a meeting of paramount importance at the last minute only increased his anger. “Did you create this diversion so we wouldn’t be able to inspect the weapons you presumedly have readied?”

	“Nothing of the sort, General.” The President responded.

	“Buxton’s right; you are a knucklehead. Look at the uniform, you idiot! How long have we known each other? You mean to tell me you have no idea that I am fucking Admiral!”

	The conference doors closed, locking the Joint Chiefs inside.

	“Forgive me; it was an honest mistake. I said the incorrect title.”

	“This is why I never voted for you. You’ve always been full of shit.”

	Standing by the steps, Saunders tried to get the ball rolling.

	“We need a plan, Sir.” He offered.

	“I went into that meeting to find who the players are in this latest jackassery. I also wanted to uncover the how and why. Luckily, thanks to the stupidity of the President, we have enough information about their agenda to wage a counter-offensive.” 
 
	A Secret Service agent stopped them in the hall and asked if they could find a secure office in which to remain safe. He informed them about an unknown threat on the move in the White House and that the building would be going into lockdown.
 
	“What do you think it is, Sir?” Saunders asked.
 
	“I hope it’s someone giving them a shot of their own medicine,” Buxton said.

	“Medicine?” Sranith asked.
 
	“Good idea! Let’s get a drink. You guys can drink, right?”
 
	“Yes, Sir,” Noda said, answering for both of them. “I am sure they must have an area within this building with alcohol. That is what you mean by ‘drink,’ correct? We have only seen the inside of buildings in photos. The architecture is this structure is amazing. It would be of great benefit if we could stay and explore.” 

	Saunders also considered suggesting that they stay in the building. He felt it would be safer for all of them to be around other large pockets of people. They could hide in plain sight along with the media personnel, politicians, and the White House staff. No one would make a move against them without creating an unwanted news cycle.
 
	“I’ll take you guys on a White House tour another day. Right now, we’re gonna see some real down-home architecture. The inside of a fucking Bar. Let’s get out of here before the building  goes into lockdown.”
 
	“What‘s next, Sir?” Saunders asked as they hurried down the stairs.
 
	“We plan our strategy.”

	“But Sir, we are going up against a power that exceeds the government, never mind going up against the actual government, probably several branches of the military, the Secret Service, the CIA, the FBI, DOH, and who knows what else.”
 
	“Do you trust me?”

	“Of course.”

	“Based on what you know of me since we began working alongside each other and prior to that date, has there ever been  anyone or anything I couldn’t take out?”
 
	“There has not, Sir.”

	“Good. Then let's get to work.”

	As they left the building, the doors locked behind them.

	“That was close,” Saunders said, listening to the bolt mechanism ‘clunk’ and shift into place.
 
	“You almost got your wish, Noda. Another few seconds and we would have been locked inside.”

	“I wonder what’s happening in there?” Saunders said.
 
	“Fuck ‘em. They probably did something stupid, and now they have to clean it up.”
 
	Although it was clear the four men would be prey soon, right now, they were filled with a sense of freedom. As they climbed aboard the vehicle, they felt excited to embark on an unknown adventure, in control of their destiny. Leaving the parking area, they stopped at the gate briefly before the guards waved them through as Buxton flashed his ID and made small talk with one of his former men working in the booth.
 
	“Which way, Sir?” Saunders asked, turning out onto the street.
 
	“Pull over down the block. I’ll drive.”
 
	Buxton jumped into the driver's seat and tore off with Saunders hanging half out of the vehicle. Buxton jacked the clutch at the next red light and blackened the tar behind them,  pressing forward in an elongated jolt. Skidding around the corner, he was en route to ‘Ward’s Irish Pub,’ an enlisted man’s watering hole he frequented many times during his long history with the Navy. 

	In the distance, they could hear the sound of the White House alarms going off again as Buxton shattered a wooden barrier gaining access to the roads blocked off near the Capital. He upped his speed on the deserted streets, occasionally avoiding a ‘suited criminal.’ His moniker for the politicians who resided in the historic brownstones.

	They were on the road ten minutes before the old factory block where the bar was located came into view. The buildings had yet to be gentrified with chain stores, apartments, and restaurants. 
	
	Turning down a slight road wedged between two crumbling warehouses, they closed in on a sign blinking intermittently at the end of the block. The name on the sign still had a few lights left working, ‘W RD.’ The small ‘s’ next to the ‘D’ was not fully lit. They pulled up and jumped out. 

	Looking around with a curious sense of wonder, Noda and Sranith were amazed by the new sights, smells, and sounds. There was a jeep sticking out from the back of the building with something that looked like a rocket launcher attached. Buxton paid it no mind, thinking it was some rich kid's toy. The Orianders followed Buxton through the door, with Saunders pulling up the rear. Buxton walked passed what appeared to be a gaggle of hipsters on his way to the bar and smirked, wondering what the fuck was going on at the bucket of blood he put his stamp on.
 
	“Bartender! Get your head out of your ass!”
 
	The bartender turned around, ready to take the head off the asshole calling him out.
 
	“Buxton! You Motherfucker!”
 
	“How the fuck are ya?”
 
	“Better than you. You still out playing war with your little friends?”
 
	“Unfortunately, that would be a ‘Yes. You still trying, bang the makeup-caked-old-hags that come in here?”
 
	The Bartender smiled. “Who are these unfortunate bastards wit’ ya?”

	“Just the normal bone brains, that’s all you need to know. By the way, I was never here.”
 
	“Yes, Sir! What’ll ya have? I have a nice microbrew all the hipsters love. High alcohol.”

	“I don’t want any of that ‘Weasel Piss.’ I’ll have a Macallan 30 on the rocks; make it a double, and give me another double straight. Give these two guys a couple a’ pints of Guinness and a nice root beer for my pal Saunders.”

	Saunders waved to the bartender out of formality as if to say ’hello.’ Sranith and Noda followed suit, assuming it would be culturally respectful. 

	Buxton eyed their actions and forged ahead with a quick introduction. “These two guys are just some people I’m helping out, and this, as you know, is my right-hand Saunders, Mr. Soda Pop.”
 
	Buxton looked around the bar, searching for people who might rat him out.
 
	“Sure has changed around here.” He continued.

	“Since the construction and the gentrification, fewer regulars and more hipsters. By the way, I only have the 18.”

	“I thought you would have invested in a case of the 30 with all the hipsters frequenting your fine establishment.”

	“Hipsters get zero special privileges. Especially the rich ones.”

	“That reminds me of something my uncle did back in WW2. He was an army chef stationed in the Asiatic-Pacific Theater, cooking for the troops. That bonehead MacArthur shows up, and ole’ Douglas orders a special meal. Well, that pissed my uncle off to no end. He fills a plate with that day's grub, walks out, and slams it down in front of one of MacArthur, who is sitting with a room full of soldiers going off to battle, and tells him, ‘You’ll eat the same thing as everybody else! You’ve killed enough of these boys. You don’t deserve special treatment. In fact, you don’t deserve the garbage we’re throwing away.’ Needless to say, my uncle was busted down from sergeant to private. I reckon ‘Big Mac’ didn’t like getting called out for his crimes and ego in front of the troops.”

	“He sounds like a tough bastard.”

	“That he was… the truth of the matter was he never held his tongue, so he wasn’t well-liked, but he was good with the ladies. Even my Wife. She was one of the only people who liked him. Now, don’t get me wrong; he was a great person, just tough to live with… I ought to know… When I was a kid, he moved in for two weeks and stayed thirty years.”

	 “That’s fucked up,” The bartender responded, sliding another double on the rocks across the bar.

	Buxton lit a Padron and noticed a beautiful blonde in the corner booth talking to a hard-ass biker and a guy trying not to be noticed. 

	The man was wearing a hat with a hood pulled over it. He appeared to be pumped up on steroids with what looked like glowing skin. Buxton shrugged it off, thinking the ‘bone brain’ was another asshole hipster who overdid it with some three thousand dollar skin cream. It irked Buxton to have some Botox-injected, steroid-induced wackball smear his ‘Product’ everywhere. There was no place for people with a lack of respect mucking up his favorite Gin joint.

	“Must be some poor Vet who fathered a couple of waste products,” Buxton muttered to himself.

	“Most likely the newest generation of snack oil purveyors, Sir,” Saunders answered, always ready at the helm.
 
	Pointing to the corner booth, Buxton asked the bartender, “Jonesy, this some of your new clientele?”
 
	“How the fuck should I know? I make it a point not to notice shit in here. It keeps me safe. Too many of those CIA bastards around this town. I assume everything fucked up is related to them.”

	“You seen these three in here before?”

	“Naw. They showed up about five minutes before you brought your old ass over the threshold. The weird ‘glowing guy’ went over to the booth and sat down right away. The hot chick and the biker were cool. They ordered a bottle of Glenlivet 12 and sat with him.”
 
	“Speaking of ordering, you want another round, boys?”
 
	“Yes, Sir.” The Orianders answered in unison. They weren’t ready for another, but they weren’t about to refuse either. This was new for them, and they didn’t want to pass up the chance to soak it all in.
 
	“Two if it helps….” Noda added.
 
	“May I try something stronger...? I am afraid I need it today, Sir.” Saunders asked.
 
	“Give them anything they want. Maybe we can get some ink on these boys before the night ends.” Buxton said jokingly.
 
	“Sir, don’t we need to begin planning? Unfortunately, there isn’t much time. 

	“For the moment, we’ll be fine. Relax and forget about it for a while. Enjoy yourself. Winning strategies are made with a clear head.”

	“I am just afraid we might have been followed or tracked. An ambush could be sooner than we expect.”
 
	“They won’t try so soon. Guaranteed. They will wait and make it look uncomplicated, like a vehicle accident. Something random. They may even hit us separately. We can only trust each another right now. From this point on, don’t talk to anyone unless I clear it. Everything stays between us.”  

	“Then why are we in public and not in a safe house?”

	“At the moment, this bar is the closest safe place. Look around. There are no cameras on the premises, nor are there any located on the several blocks surrounding us. Secondly, to make each of the hits, they will utilize someone who can’t be traced back to them. Which will take a while to put in place.”
 
	The Blonde got up from the table and walked to the bar. Turning back slightly, she saw the men motioning with their glasses in the air.
 
	“I guess I’m the beer bitch now?” She laughed and leaned on the bar.

	“What’ll you have?” The bartender asked.
 
	“Two Guinness and a Smithwicks, unless you want to make three Blacksmiths.”

	“What happened to the bottle of Scotch?”
 
	“I’m glad to say we finished it.”
 
	“Why’s a hot chick like you hanging here with a biker and a hipster?” Buxton inquired.

	“They’re cool.”

	“Let me guess. You’re here with your brother and your father. You just got into town for a technology conference, and you’re meeting them for a drink. You probably went to work for a company like Salesforce after you graduated from Georgetown University McDonough School of Business. You keep up your looks by spending too much time in the gym, augmented by eating salads and chicken. Your brother is a hipster living in Charlottesville, working his way through college as a model. He refines his look all day in the gym when he’s not in class. He is a metro, spending too much money on products for his skin and hair. Your dad, on the other hand, is a Vet who served in a few major conflicts and some covert missions. When the old man incurred enough battle scars, he retired, traveling the country in full-on biker mode.”
 
	“Actually, the younger-looking man is my husband. He is neanimorphic due to a rare gene augmentation that gifted him with several variations of the MC1R gene. We are twelve years apart. He’s older. Our friend pic the bar. Obviously, he is a biker but not a Veteran. None of us are hipsters. I’m hot, but only because I work so much that I barely eat. The only thing you were right about was Georgetown and Salesforce.”
 
	“Is your husband all right? It looks like he’s glowing.”
 
	“Yeah, he’s trying something new. Just because he looks young doesn’t mean he doesn’t suffer from skin issues.”
 
	“Damn.”

	“Why would you even notice that? This is a biker bar, it’s dark, people are usually too drunk and don’t give a shit in a place like this.”

	“I tend to notice everything, it’s my job.”

	“What do you do for a living?”

	“I’m in the military.”

	“Which branch? My father was a Navy man during the Vietnam era.”

	“Navy as well. Currently busted down to Commander.”

	“Well! Well! That’s a fairly high rank. How long have you served? Wait… Busted down? What were you, an Admiral?”

	“Too long, and Yes, I was an Admiral.”

	“That can’t be real. How does an Admiral get busted down? Who does the busting, you?!

	“There were extenuating circumstances. Although, when a Three Star Admiral gets in a bar fight with a Four Star Admiral and beats him within an inch of his life, the result is not black or white. Upon the conclusion of my tribunal, they factored in the extenuating circumstances, my reputation, and my prior service. The powers that be decided to forgo a court martial and/or dishonorable discharge. Finding that a change of rank was suitable for the offense.”

	“Did you win the fight?”

	“He did,” Saunders said, answering on his behalf.

	“Who is this young man?”

	“He’s my boy, Friday. Private Andrew Saunders,” Buxton answered politely.
 
	“Very nice to meet you. What brings you to this part of town? Seems a little seedy for a person of your rank.”
 
	“I have been coming here since the dawn of time. It’s off the beaten path.”

	“I’m fairly sure that's the reason our friend likes this place.”
	
 
	“By the way, I’m Thaddeus.”
 
	“You can call me…Toni.”
 
	“Here ya go, miss,” The bartender said, handing her the three drinks.
 
	“Thank you.”
 
	“Do you need some help?” Saunders asked.
 
	“I’m all right. I used to be a waitress at a breakfast place.”

	Buxton watched the blond gracefully stroll across the floor as she returned to the booth, not spilling a drop of the three beers.
 
	“Which one is mine?” Jake asked.

	“You get nothing.”

	“That's nice, Hon.” 

	 “Are her social graces always this divine?” Stone inquired.
 
	“More than you know; I wouldn’t be here otherwise.”
 
	“Jake, you need to cover yourself. That man noticed the glow. I told him you’re trying something new for a medical issue. I made some small talk to through him off the subject.”

	“He’s a big bastard. Who is he? Should we be worried about him?” Jake asked.

	“If anything. Just the opposite. He got busted down from an Admiral to a Commander after a bar fight with another Admiral. He doesn’t seem like a team player if that’s what you’re asking. More of a hard-assed old-school rebel. He tends to forfeit the rules that have been put in place in favor of creating correct ones.”

	“You got that much from small talk?”

	“Of course. I have met enough of these guys through my dad. Profiling someone who is uncharacteristic isn’t all that hard.”
 
	“I think I know who he is….” Stone said. “Damn… he looks familiar… I gotta place this guy. Move over so I can take your picture.” Stone positioned the camera to make it appear he was taking a picture of the Nolans but framed Buxton instead. Stone then searched for information on him, running him through several databases, facial recognition algorithms, and his proprietary AI.

	“His name is Thaddeus, if that helps.”

	“I got it,” Stone said. “He is a Commander. The documents state he was an Admiral… there was an altercation with another high-ranking officer, and he was demoted. It was a serious bump down. He was one of the Joint Chiefs. It seems the other Admiral was hospitalized for several months. There was a tribunal of sorts. I can’t see anywhere that says his duties, security level, and responsibilities changed. It’s clouded in vague phrasing, but it looks like he was just resigned. He still holds the same power and recognition; it was only a title change. That’s odd; I  have never seen that done. This is one special guy. His speeches are against the normal protocols and agendas. Basically, he calls everyone out on their shit. I like this guy!”

	“What is he doing here?” Jake asked.
 
	“I can find out,” Emma answered.
 
	“Don’t make it obvious. Wait until we need another round.”
 
	“Why do we even care?”
 
	“If he is tracking us, we care,” Jake answered.

	“I’ll find out soon enough,” Stone said as he continued to search for details on Buxton. “He’s not tracking us. He just left a meeting with the Joint Chiefs and the President. It happened when we were there. He told them to fuck off in no uncertain terms.” 

	“Nice.” 

	“Emma, see what you can find out, but tread easy.”

	Emma approached the bar empty-handed and ordered a Macallan 18. “Would you like one?” She asked Buxton as the bartender, Jonesy, poured her drink.  

	“Sure. None for the hubby or the bike friend?”

	“I’m tired of paying for their drinks. They can get their own this time.”

	“How about I buy them a drink to return the favor? Barkeep! Two John Barr’s for this young fillies husband and friend.”

	“Why thank you, Commander….?”

	“Buxton. Thaddeus Buxton.”

	“What brought you here tonight to this fine establishment Thaddeus?”

	“I just got out of a meeting up at the Shit House with some assholes, and I told them all to fuck off. After I was done, I figured I’d enjoy myself and gear up for the inevitable retaliation.”

	“I guess you’re a take no shit sailor.”

	“That I am,” Buxton said, smiling at Emma. “I am grateful to have a conversation with such a beautiful woman before somebody tries to kill or court-martial me.”

	“You’re welcome. I wish you the best. I’ll be baaaack.”

	“God! She’s hot! Buxton said as she walked away. 

	Still in earshot, Emma heard him and turned around, giving him a smile of appreciation.

	Emma returned to the table, excited about her newfound expertise. “I know I’m getting ahead of myself, but I can’t believe how easy it was to be like an ‘actual’ spy. It felt great!”
 
	“It really isn’t that hard, you just be yourself and let them give you the information. You wouldn’t believe the things people tell you in a normal conversation.”
	
	“So you think he’s cool and we’re safe for the time being?” Jake asked.

	“He’s fine. From what I have been researching, this guy is more likely to help us than do someone else’s bidding.”

	“How do we stand?” Emma asked.

	“As we speak… The traps we set are in place, and our adversaries are off on incorrect assumptions that lead to diverging trails.”
 
	“So why are we here in this bar?”
 
	“It’s all very simple, really. This is the starting point. Per our plan, we are directly over the main water supply for the city. When we tap into it and apply the seed, it will travel throughout the city, multiplying and crossing over into surrounding cities, food, and water supplies.”

	“Whenever you’re ready, we can get cracking.”

	“Let’s finish drinking and eating. Keep it casual. We’ll leave when it seems natural. Hopefully, the place will empty out in the meantime. Besides, Jake is attracting enough attention; I rather not add to it.”

	“So the airport should be the next stop—same principle. Emma said. “We seed all the passengers and planes—national and international flights. 

	“Correct. I set the bug-sized drones to start the seeding process in three hours. When the aircrafts reach three thousand feet, the capsules will disperse, releasing the nano mechanisms in an umbrella-like cascade. The launches, set to longitude and latitude, will multiply as soon as they hit the air outside and in the cabins. ”

	“The more I go over it in my head, I keep coming back to the same conclusion; we are doing the right thing. This is the most efficient and effective way to stop them,” Jake concurred.

	“Then, hopefully, we can return to our normal life,” Emma responded.
 
	At the back of the bar, a series of loud bangs originated from a man in a security guard uniform. Repeatedly he punched the glass cover of the jukebox until it shattered. His hands were soaked in blood as he cried out in pain. Jonsey, pissed off, made a beeline for the man, followed by Stone, Emma, and Buxton, who were all curious about what was going on. 

	Jake moved deep into the corner of the booth and tipped his head down. Afraid that the police and rescue might arrive and see him, he pulled his hood tight over the sides of his face and kept his hands under the table.
 
	In the midst of the commotion, Jonsey grabbed the man’s arms and pushed him down in a chair.
 
	“What the fuck are you doing, Charlie?”
 
	Dropping his head into his bloody hands, the man didn’t speak.
 
	“I’m talking to you, Charlie…are you all right?”
 
	“Let me try.”  Emma interrupted.
 
 	“Sir, are you okay…? Can I help you…? You can talk to me… Everything will be fine….” Emma spoke softly and calmly, trying to gain his confidence. 

	“Can you get me a wet towel and something and wrap his hands,” She said to Jonsey. 

	Emma continued to observe the man’s odd condition. Then, gently, Emma reached over to pull his hands down from his face. “It will be all right… It’s okay; I won’t hurt you… I’m here to help you.”
 
	“No one can help me.” He finally answered in an exhausted rasp.
 
	“What happened? Did someone get hurt?”
 
	He struggled with his words, not knowing what to say. Slowly blurting out syllables until he could speak again.  “I… I.. don’t know… It’s terrible… I… I…” Shaking with his glossed over, he stopped again.
	
	“Don’t worry… It’s okay… We have a lot of time.” She waved everyone away so she could continue calming him down.

	“But… I don’t know where to start… I…”
 
	“It’s okay… it’s just you and me… You can tell me what happened. We will sort this out together.”
 
	“I… I… was a cop, for… for a long… time. I… I… I was a drunk… and drug addict… Out of it… most of the time. So many people hurt….” He paused, trembling. “Finally… my partner, my closest friend, was shot! Because I couldn’t stop a crime from being committed!” He said forcefully, angered by his actions. “I was at the track… All fucked up. I was late for my shift… I could have prevented it! But that didn’t stop me; it made it worse. I gambled away my house and car, fought, and drank myself into the hospital. I worked against my counselors, colleagues, or anyone who tried to help me. Eventually, they kicked me off the force. I kept sliding downhill. I was living on the streets, waiting to die.”  He stopped, not wanting to go on.

	Emma sensed his reluctance. “Please continue.” She offered in a caring tone.

	“I had no cash to drink, gamble, or do drugs, so I started pulling myself together. I got into a shelter, and they helped me get a job last month as a security guard. After that, everything was going great.”

	He stopped again…. shaking uncontrollably. 

	“But now…” His voice trembled. “I did it again! Only this time, it’s way, way fucking worse…!”  Tears rolled down his face; he forced the words out. “Stupidly, I took one of the other guards, a young kid, with me to see my bookie. I had the kid stay in the car. That was a bad move. The bookie thought I was trying to pull something. The kid was young and naive; it made him confident enough to believe he could talk the bookie down. So he gets out and walks over, thinking he can help me. He pulled his weapon would scare the bookie. Then the bookie pulled his gun. Both scared, they shot each other.”

	“Oh my God…!” Emma exclaimed, feeling immediately bad about her reaction.
 
	“It gets worse… If that wasn’t bad enough…. I took off...I was scared and ran from the scene. I got in my truck and raced back to work.” He paused again, darting his eyes across the floor. “When I got there, I thought I could act as if nothing happened and tell them I got caught in traffic or something. But there was something majorly fucked up going on.”

	Still crying, he took a long breath.

	“I saw these guys in grey suits.” He continued. “They were setting explosives all around the building. They saw my truck as I was pulling in, and the first thing I thought of was redemption. If I can save all these people, it might make up for the horror I have caused. So I got out and tried to stop them. They got in this old light blue metallic chevy from the 60s and drove right at me. I thought I was dead. I deserved it. Then they disappeared. As soon as they were gone, the building exploded. The charges went in a circular motion around the building, and everything left imploded. I could hear the screams of people inside. If I had stayed and didn’t go to see the bookie, everyone would still be alive.

	I think I’m going crazy. I can't even call the police to check on it; they wouldn't believe me or think I did it. They assume  I'm crazy at this point, anyway. I don’t know what to do; I’m such a fuck up.”
 
	“What kind of grey suits?” Emma asked.
 
	“I don’t know… normal, I guess…  Wait. No, I’m wrong; the suits were… aaaa… retro, maybe, really nice, like early 1960s business suits. Why?”

	“Grey suits, that just seemed odd. So all of them were dressed that way?

	“Yes.”

	“Interesting… Do you mind if I leave you for a moment? Are you going to be okay if I do?”

	“Oh...please help me...I know, I know, I fucked up bad, please help me!”

	“It’s okay. It’s okay… How about this? We can go there and look to see if anything happened at both places.”

	“Who?”
 
	“My husband and our friend.”
 
	“Please don’t tell anyone. Please! I shouldn’t have told you.”
 
	“Don’t worry. Your secrets are safe with us.”

	“I can’t get in any more trouble. Please, don’t tell them. Please!”
 
	“Does my friend over there look like he wants to go to the police?” Pointing to Stone. “Give me the addresses. We will swing by and let you know what happened; that’s all we will do. I’ll take your number and call you after we go to both places. Neither of these things is your fault. It’s other people doing terrible things.”
 
	She talked to him for a while longer and helped him to relax. Then, she looked at the wounds in his hands and had Jonsey help her with the bandages before returning to talk with Jake and Stone.
 
	“What’s going on with him?” Jake asked.                
 
	“Those guys we witnessed earlier. The grey-suit guys. They just blew up a lab.”
 
	“Which lab?” Stone asked.
 
	“This is the address he gave to me.”
 
	Buxton saw them talking and walked over and introduced himself. 
 
	“Hi. How are you doing? I’m Thaddeus. So what happened to the poor guy?” He said, reaching out to shake Jake and Stone’s hands.
 
	“I’m Aidan, this is Christian, and…” Stone answered.
 
	“I’ve already met Toni….” Buxton said, smiling. Smitten with the degree of eye candy Emma exuded. Apparently, he had begun to develop a harmless crush on the young woman.

	“I am sure you have,” Jake interjected, noticing Buxton’s eyes examining his wife.
 
	“So, how’s he doing? What happened to him?” 
 
	“A lot. The guy is messed up.” 
 
	“We are going to help him check out a few of the places he just came from… “ Emma answered. 

	Jake nudged her to stop talking. 

	“He wants to know what happened to the guy. Jealous much?” She continued.
 
	“We’re going to check out a lab where he works as a security guard… Apparently, the building was blown up.” Stone interjected. Jake looked at Stone like he was crazy for saying anything. Stone smiled as if everything was copacetic. Jake let it go. If Stone and Emma agreed that speaking to this guy is fine, he would go along with it for the time being.

	The man in the back sat shaking, scared that his secrets were getting out. He watched them discuss what he told the woman and regretted it. He didn’t know these people and should have kept his mouth shut.

	Emma walked over to him and held his hand assuringly. 

	“We will go and check this out. You are safe. Get some food.  If you want to leave, it’s fine. We will call you. We’ll come back to see you if you're still here.” “I’ll tell the bartender to put it on my tab. I’ll also have him add the price of the jukebox.” 

	The man reluctantly gave Emma his number.

	“Why are you being so kind?” He asked.

	“Why shouldn’t we be kind? You’re hurting badly. You feel you’ve done wrong, and you want to rectify it. I can see you are a good person. You had some trouble in this life, but everyone does from time to time. Even though you’re having trouble changing, I can see you are trying. Addictions are hard to overcome for some of us. We are here for you.”

	Emma went to the bar and worked it out with Jonsey. She ordered the man a burger platter, soda, coffee, and water, then asked the bartender to keep an eye on him.

	“Where is the building?” Buxton asked.
 
	Stone gave him the address.
 
	“I know where this is; if you don’t mind if we can follow along and help out. The guys I’m with don’t get out much, and they are stressed as fuck. So they’d appreciate the distraction.”
 
	“Which guys?” Stone asked. Buxton pointed to Sranith and Noda. Stone smiled in approval. “We’ll follow you.”
 
 	Jake pulled Stone aside on their way out of the bar. “What the fuck are you doing? I thought we were trying to stay under the radar!  Now we’re going off willy nilly off with some military fuck!”
 
	“This is going to help us. I have been researching this guy,” Stone assured him. “Rest assured that of all the people I have tracked over the last ten years, this guy is the real deal. He doesn’t know it yet, but he is going to help us. He is already on our side, and he stopped here to plan a way to stop what we are going up against. This guy has faced every motherfucker putting this thing in motion. He’s on the verge of going rogue. Also, two of those guys he’s with are ‘different.’ I don’t know who or what they are, but they are not threatening. His assistant, the private with him, is loyal to a fault. The kid has not increased in rank and turned down several promotions because he wanted to remain with this guy.”

	 “Fine for now.  But I want to know more specifics.”

	“We can be subtle. Several revealing answers via an array of subtle general questions is all that will be necessary to investigate all four of them.”

	“This can’t go sideways. I’m not about to put my wife in any more danger...”

	“She won’t be… We can handle ourselves if anything happens. We’re safe. That is the reason I am doing this; every alliance is valuable. If I am correct, getting their help may well be significant.” 

	“You better be fucking right.”

	“I am not wrong. Because even if he isn’t significant, at the very least, he will help us complete this mission faster. Either way, it will be beneficial.”
 
	Catching up to Buxton, Stone began to open a line of questions, starting with the most obvious. “So… what brought you guys down here tonight? Just out for a drink after a long day?”
 
	“I met with the President, and he did nothing but show me what a ‘bought and sold’ fuck up he is… I’m sorry… but he is a fucking bastard… It took everything I had not to beat his ass into the ground.” Buxton said candidly.

	“How did you get a meeting with the President?”

	“I used to be an Admiral. I got busted down and reassigned. Then he fucked with my reassignment and tried to kill a shitload of people.”

	“No offense. Why would you tell a stranger what happened? Isn’t this classified? I could do a little research and go right to the press.”

	“Honestly, if you did, I wouldn’t give a shit. It’s going to come out eventually. I’ll make sure of that… He needs to go down. Him, all his bosses, and his fuckin’ cronies. I’ll tell you what, I’ve been around long enough to witness it on a daily basis at every level. It doesn’t matter who holds the position of POTUS. Each and every motherfucker starting with those above the President, right on down to the janitors, are fucking criminals. They are all put in place by a few short-sighted bone brains running the show. You can’t even have a conversation with the lowest guy on the totem pole picking up garbage because that piece of shit is a CIA plant. So please have at it. Run to the press. It will only help me.”

	“There are people above the President?”

	“Hah! Presidents are just fuckwhit figureheads. You know why people say Regan was great. One, they don’t know the real history, but more importantly, he knew he was a figurehead and played the part of a strong President. As far as his bosses were concerned, he was a tremendous employee. Hence, why they started the propaganda about him being the best, I mean, he was a good guy for the most part. He did some decent shit. He wadded through good and bad economic cycles. But everyone forgets guys like Teddy and Ike. Those men were the real deal.”

 	“So you’re saying the current President lacks moral aptitude and basic fuckin’ human decency.”
 
	“You hit the nail on the head. He’s a fuckwit. No common sense. Nothing more than a standard corrupt asshole. Like 99% of the politicians in any state. It’s worse here in D.C., and the rest of the fuckin’ world is right up there with us. Killers and Criminals right down to the bone.”

	“Those types of individuals make this world a cesspool. Sadly, the cult of politics and stupidity propagate politicians and their party’s hold on society. I never understood how people follow a political party blindly. Each person and issue are separate.”

	“I like the cut of your jib,” Buxton said, laughing.

	“I like your Naval reference. The 16th and 17th century sailor terminology. The shape of the jib sail identified a vessel's nationality and whether they were a friend or foe.”

	“You’re an encyclopedia, aren’t ya?”

	“I know a little too much about everything.”  

          The Nolans climbed into Stone’s Jeep with Saunders in the back. Stone, as a way to continue his assessment, drove with Buxton and the Yrican.

	Buxton had motives for tagging along and not letting them out of his sight. It worked well as a diversion for his hunted group and as a way to learn more about the biker, the glowing guy, and the hot chick. They were odd individuals, but they seemed like good people. If something were to happen to him and Saunders, he would need a contingency plan to leak what was about to happen to the Orianders and the rest of the world so that the right individuals could stop what was about to go down. Besides, getting involved in this ride-along had another perk; it would help to keep the President's goon squad off his scent, at least for the next few hours.
 
	“So what do you do for a living, Stone?”
 
 	“A  lot of different jobs. I own a custom shop. I build anything to order.”
 
	“You build that Jeep?”
 
	“Yes, as well as everything inside it.”
 
   	“I’d wager there’s much more to you than meets the eye.”
 
	“That is a bet you might want to put a lot of money on.”

	“You don’t seem to have the vernacular of a stereotypical ‘biker.’

	“It’s not something I need to access when speaking to a person of your intelligence and background. It is also not the right situation to utilize it. ”

	“What makes you think I am intelligent? I could be a typical military man who understands the value of taking orders and doesn’t question his superiors.”

	“From listening to your unorthodox views, you don’t seem fit that profile.”
 
	“Where is this place?”
 
	“Not far from our current location. It appears to have tight security. “
 
	“Why would they hire this guy if the security is tight? He should never have been considered.”
 
	“Apparently, from what I have researched, which isn’t very much yet, their MO is to hire people with no families. So if someone gets hurt, they don’t have to worry about answering many questions. In most cases, they try to sweep it under the rug. Run a gamut of payoffs if needed. This guy has no personal life, girlfriend or wife, no friends, an estranged family, and he was a cop. A perfect candidate. Someone who’s trained. A step above the normal ‘rent a cop.’”

             “Is there any indication of the type of work done at this lab?”
               
             “Therein lies the question—short contracts where they provide sections of larger projects. That’s all I can gather.”
 
             “Interesting.”
 
	 “What’s up with the weird glowing skin guy? His hot wife said he has some rare condition.”
 
 	“You could say that… he still has a few things to work through… it’s a process. 

	Their lives have changed dramatically recently, and they are trying to deal with it. Helping this guard allows them to feel like their regaining control. 

	The wife is a strong woman; I’ll tell ya that. You don’t want her on your bad side. She will fuck you up. 

	The husband… is a really nice guy… A great man. He is involved in some significant work that you’ll see in the news soon. Everyone will know him and fear him but in a good way. A ‘respect’ type of fear.”
 
	 “That sounds ominous!” 

	“Yeahhhh…… it kinda is!” Stone responded jokingly.

	“What makes him so special? Besides the skin, he seems rather timid and normal to me. A bit standoffish, maybe. But I assume the skin thing is the reason for it.”
 
	 “His situation is very complex. It is something you will need to observe over time.”
 
	 “Not for nothin’, but I hate cryptic shit.”
 
	 “It’s not actually cryptic. It is something you need to see to understand. It reveals the complexities without a lot of unnecessary explanations and debates. He is not fully aware of the impact he will have, and neither is his wife, I’m afraid.”
 
 	 “I have seen many ‘complex’ things unfold over the years, and right now takes the cake. If you were privy to what I have been through in the last few days, it would change your life. Unfortunately, I will have to deal with it soon, but I shouldn’t have to…”

	“Interesting…”

	 “I don’t know what I’m going to do yet,” Buxton grunted to himself.

	“I’m sure it will work out in due time,” Stone said, cracking a smile. It was clear now that their agendas would sync up soon.

	The jeeps followed a single formation to their lab, running over old highways that overlooked clusters of abandoned structures. The roadways lacked the charm of buildings adorned with the distinctive character that prevailed in the centuries-old architecture of the city. 

	Buxton tried to digest the horrific nature of what was coming to pass as thoughts of the day's events ran in an endless loop. He loved the military. The navy was his life. But he could not go on fighting a battle that couldn’t be won. This thing had to be stopped, but every game plan he went over in his head had a timeline that was too long. Too many people to convince who were on the up and up. There were so few that he didn’t even know if he could gather enough troops. Even leaking it to the press wouldn’t help. They’ll go ahead with it anyway. They are certainly not going to let the media stop it.

	Once the President’s objective goes into play, all bets are off. Nothing before it will matter.

	“I thought I had a solid plan. But the more I think about it. It all seems futile.” Buxton said out loud, pissed off and not caring anymore. There was no reason not to let it out. Everything would be over soon.

	“What’s futile?”

	“All of it.”

	“What are you getting at?”

	“None of it is real. Not one ‘God Damned’ iota of it.”

	“What’s not real?” Stone inquired, unsure of the subject matter.

	“Everything! Every fucking thing you see and hear. There are no real fucking governments; it’s all an illusion. We’re all jackasses, manipulated by assholes. These people have no moral center. No dividing line between what is right and wrong. Greed, Death, and Corruption are ‘right’ in their minds. Everything else ain’t worth a damn. But now, they are taking it to a new level, the final level. ‘Choice’ will be extinct. I have been around these dirty, lousy fucks for too damn long. I have reached the end of my rope. I’m out. But I’m not leaving without a bang.” Buxton unloaded. “Even if it doesn’t make a difference when it’s all said and done, it will make a difference to me, right up until the last second.”

	Stone was unsure why Buxton felt he could speak so openly around someone he had just met. But at the same time, he was encouraged by what Buxton was saying. With Buxton aware of the situation and wanting to stop it, Stone now had a powerful ally with valuable resources. 

	“The bullshit runs deep.” Buxton continued. “They cloud the judgment of the civilians with gossip and horse shit about movie stars, politicians, other countries, religion, celebrities, and idiotic daily events. There’s no truth to it. In their eyes, the truth is dead. It’s all a fucking joke. The human race has always been comprised of lemmings who forget about common sense. It’s completely lost on these mother fuckers. They pick a party and believe whatever they are told. All the news in this world is fed by the same flushing toilet. It’s all made up—fiction for the gullible.
	
	I hate ‘em all, Democrats, Republicans, and all the asshats in between. Their all fuckin assholes. Did you know the drug problem was created by those fucking bone-brained CIA and FBI ass wipes? They did it initially to stop black people from creating a civil war. A war the black people had every right to start at the time and honestly still do. Turn on the current news and news from the last half of the twentieth century; there’s no difference. The same issues still exist.

	I’ve been a Four Star Admiral who rose through every single rank. I have seen corruption, bullshit, and senseless killing at every level. They have destroyed and fucked up the lives, minds, and bodies of enlisted soldiers and innocent civilians. For what! To obtain control! To reap assets! To steal whatever is on their mind and enslave those on their radar. 

	“That has been true for hundreds of years, thousands.”

	“Your damn right! I’ve stuck out my neck to protect these poor fucks who have been the victims of this blatant evil of humankind; if I didn’t, they would have all been killed or worse. Their lives and the lives of their families would have been destroyed. 
	
	Now, these fuckin’ assholes are at it again! This time, on a much larger scale. They’re not fucking up random lives; they have committed complete and utter genocide!“
  
	Something happened recently to set him off at his meeting with the President and Stone was ready with a line of questions during this pause in Buxton homily. 

	“Why are you telling me all of this?!” Stone asked, even though he knew the source of Buxton’s diatribe. 

 	“Because I don’t give a shit anymore! I’ll be leaving after I handle this situation. Retire and get the fuck out. If that’s even  possible. I’ll probably get killed first. I really don’t give a shit. The lives of these two men in the back seat are much more important.” 

	“What’s the deal? What makes the two of ‘em so special? 

	“How do I put this without sounding like a nutcase. They are… a race of people unknown to the rest of the world.”

	“Like a lost Aboriginal tribe?”

	“Not exactly. More like a separate, genetically created species of human.”
	
	“What!” Stone replied, astounded. “Although….. it doesn’t seem all that unlikely.”

	“You actually believe what I’m telling you? Some random guy tells you this shit and you believe it?”

	“Why shouldn’t I? I am intelligent enough to understand the capabilities and complexities of science on the current landscape.” Stone said with a hint of sarcasm.

	“There’s more to you than meets the eye, isn’t there?”
 
	“Of course. So… with all this horrendous shit going on, shouldn’t you have these guys in a safe house? What are you doing out here with us? Shouldn’t you be launching an initiative? Calling on those who are not corrupt to get their help?”
 
	“To answer your questions… They know all my safe house locations. I need to kill some time and keep these two and myself out of sight. I have something devised. I will when the time I right.”
 
	“What are you waiting to do?”
 
	“Get these two back to their people and ensure they are all secure. Then yes, I will launch an initiative to prevent something worse. ”
 
	“Their people? There is more of them?! Who are they?”
 
	“They’re special, that’s all I can say for the moment, no offense. It’s not even because it’s classified, I just don’t know you, so in the interest of keeping them safe, I’ll have to hold the information close to the vest for the moment, if you don’t mind.”
 
	“That’s alright. You gotta do what you gotta do.” 

	It peaked Stone’s interest. He wanted to find a few minutes alone to unlock the mystery of these people.
 
	“You won’t find any information on them?” Buxton said, getting an inkling that Stone would search for data relating to them. “The information on these people is not held on any outside database.”
	 
	“I don’t even want to ask… What’s worse than the genocide of these people?”

	“How about making everyone on the planet a willing slave? A happy drone might be a better turn of phrase. But it’s much worse than I am eluding to… basically, we are on the verge of, for lack of a better word… a ‘Dystopia.’ That’s all that comes to mind right now, but it paints an appropriate picture. I probably shouldn’t be telling you this but in a few days, every person alive will be affected.”

	“We need to talk.”

	Fire leaped across the rooftops of the three-story blackened husk, illuminating the night sky with the sound of police, fire, and rescue vehicles roaring to the scene in the dense smoke. Firetrucks shot ample flumes of water in an endless pursuit to quell the chaotic horizon.

	No media units were on the scene or in the vicinity, only several pedestrians who happened onto the blaze. Ash floated out under the smoke onto the street below, creating a shadow of the fire above. The windows and facades of the surrounding buildings that housed financial and pharmaceutical offices melted from the intense blaze.

	The low-lit area and thick billows of smoke made it almost impossible to for the two vehicles to navigate to the scene. Buxton slowed their approach and pulled down the alley. Driving up on a sidewalk to make room for additional firetrucks to pass, he parked the Jeep and got out. The Nolans, who arrived on the scene first, pulled their vehicle around the block into a viewable spot a safe distance away. The two groups converged to watch the fire, mingling in with the small crowd who had already gathered at the locale.
 
	“It’s AHSI…” Stone said.
 
	“Did you say AHSI?!” Buxton asked.

	“Correct.”

 	“I know those pricks… I spent some time working with them at the Department of Defense. They are the most loathsome bastards I have ever had to deal with….”

	“A repugnant group of nihilists. AHSI should stand for Abhorrently Horrific Scientific Initiatives.”

	“If it were up to me, I would take those motherfuckers out back and put a bullet in their fucking heads,” Buxton remarked.

	“They are involved in covert hellacious enterprises that will change history.”

	“How the hell do you know who they are?” They are an underground government concern. Who the fuck are you?” Buxton inquired.
 
	“As I said, we need to talk. I can tell you what’s going on, but it’s better if we continue this conversation in a private location.” 
 
	Emma walked closer to examine the crime scene. “The tire marks show where the car skidded; then disappear. That would be normal, except the pavement stops, and mud begins a few feet later where there are no tire tracks. So the guy at the bar wasn’t lying or crazy. The car disappeared the same way it did in your archives.” Emma said to Stone.
 
	Stone scoured the ground, analyzing anything he thought might be of value. Then, reaching down, he found two shards of rubber, a large one with markings and a tiny blue translucent strip that was partially melted. Stone rolled the pieces between his fingers and took a closer look before putting them in his pocket. 
 
	“Who do you think blew this place up?” Buxton inquired, walking over to Stone.

	“I couldn’t tell you the name of the people who did this, but I don’t think they are from this time,” Stone answered. Buxton eyed him like he was crazy.

	Pulling the pieces out of his pocket, he continued. 

	“This shard of rubber I pulled from the tire tracks is from a nineteen sixty-one Premium QL. The PQLs, a proprietary brand made by Chevrolet, was recalled due to excessive shedding. The tire would have deteriorated by this time, even if it was stored in the best possible conditions. There are none of these in existence, not even in any museums. 

	This tiny piece is from Goodyear translucent Neothane tire. They were produced in the early sixties. The rims could be rigged to the car's lighting system and become illuminated. You could even use them as brake lights. The marketing tagline was, ‘Your wife can have the tires match her dress color.’Unfortunately, although they were a quiet tire, they didn’t do well in the elements. Rain and snow offered handling problems, not to mention that the tires would melt while driving in the hot weather and/or friction from the road. They also attracted dirt, so the lighting and color effects were mute unless the tires were cleaned before every trip. As a result, these tires are practically nonexistent on the market, and you certainly wouldn’t use them to drive if you found one.”
 
	“How could this happen then? How could they even be using them this many years later.”
 
	“Could they have arrived here from that time period?” Jake asked.
 
	Everyone looked at him like he was out of his mind.
 
	“What are you trying to say, honey?” Emma inquired.
 
	“They crossed time. It’s the only explanation. We have seen the footage, they appear, then they disappear.”
 
	“How is that possible?” Buxton asked.
 
	“It is possible. It’s not something, I can pinpoint down to mechanical format at this moment. But it is an achievable concept.”

	“He’s correct.” Stone nodded in agreement.
 
	“It’s never been done, so how could it be achievable, especially to someone back in that time.” Buxton inquired.
 
	“I was looking for that answer from you. I am sure those facts have been classified but exist.” Jake responded.
 
	“Discoveries, inventions, and occurrences of this nature more than likely exist, but I haven’t been privy to that information.”
 
	“Well then, I guess we need to figure it out?”
 
	“I’m afraid I can’t help you there,” Stone said.
 
	“Then we need to have Buxton here help us find out who they might be until I can figure out how to create the functionality for the type of device that can sense a chronal occurrence.”
 
	“I have no idea who you people are. If I did know where to find that information, why would I give it to you? I’m just here to kill some time.”
 
	“Let’s move on and see if we can find out about those two guys who got shot.” Emma interrupted. “We could check to see if they made it to a hospital, although we have no names to go on at the moment. I’ll call the guy from the bar to get the info. For now, we can go over to where the shooting took place.”

	“While we're driving, you’re gonna get an earful,” Stone said to Buxton.
 
	“I can’t wait to hear this story….” Buxton laughed. “There’s something I like about you people, even if I think you’re all fucking crazy.”
 
	“Someone’s got some ‘splainin’ to do,” Jake said, laughing under his breath. Hearing what he said, Emma looked at him and smiled, remembering him saying the same thing when the two of them first arrived at Stones.
 	
	Buxton, in the driver's seat, pulled out onto the road. Stone remained fixated on discovering more information about him. It only took a few minutes to confirm, with supporting data, that Buxton would be an ally. 

	Stone pulled up several recordings and paperwork from Buxton. First, he watched a video of him beating down the Admiral. Then there were the speeches, a public scolding of the state department. A detailed report of his agendas and military policy changes. Finally, listening to live video feeds being recorded from several devices he left at the White House, where several Joint Chiefs were discussing having Buxton whacked. 
 
	“What are you looking at?” “Something about what happened here?” Buxton inquired.
 
	“No…you…”
 
	“What! Why the hell are you researching me?”

	“Because I’d like to work with you.”
 
	“Doing what?”
 
	“Changing the way things are done.”
 
	“What are you talking about? You’re starting to sound like a lunatic.”
 
	“Before we get to that, you might want to see this…”
 
	Stone held up the video. Buxton saw himself and pulled over.
 
	“Where the fuck did you get this…?! Is it live?”
 
	“Sure is…”
 
	“How did you get this?”
 
	“I placed feeds at several strategic locations inside and outside of the building when I was in there earlier. I also tapped into existing feeds.”
 
	“When were you there?”
 
	“About an hour or so ago. We got the ball rolling on our project.”
 
	“What kind of project? Who the fuck did you meet with, those fucking CIA bastards?! Are you one of them?!”
 
	“Naw.” Stone uttered calmly. "In fact, quite the opposite. It is the CIA and similar organizations in other countries that we are taking to task. As well as the groups who work with a number of nefarious controlling factions to execute covert agendas around the globe.”
 
	“What the hell are you talking about? What action? You better not be a fucking terrorist. I’ll take you down right here, right now!”

	Stone explained as much as he could in a short time. There was enough specific data and classified information for Buxton to glean what he needed to know about all of them. He wasn’t surprised by the level of tech involved; he had seen enough in his day. The fact that Stone had placed the devices in the White House so that he could keep tabs on their progress against him made him smile. Moreover, he liked the idea of giving them a taste of their own medicine.
 
	“I am certain we will benefit each other in the coming days.” Stone concluded.

	“Like my old friend Pete McClanahan used to say, ‘There’s some heavy weather coming…’”
 
	“It’s not anything all of us can’t handle. It may even turn out to be a good time.”
 
	“Bringing these motherfuckers down will be my crowing achievement,” Buxton said with revitalized confidence.
 
	“What ‘til they see what we have in store… It’s going to be fucking beautiful!”

	Emma had provided them with a name after her consult with the guy in the bar. Stone locked in the address of a hospital nearest to the location of the shooting and returned to his research.

	“That Pete McClanahan! You were a friend of a hard rock, punk musician? The guy who was the original Bass Player for Warrior Soul?” Stone said, searching the name Buxton mentioned in passing. 

	“Yeah, I've known him since he was a kid. Pete’s father, Preston McClanahan, is a famous artist and professor at RISD. The last time I saw him was a while I was doing some military consulting for Columbia Pictures. I had a meeting on the Prince of Tides set with a researcher gathering information for a war movie. Pete was meeting with him as well. When I was done, Pete walked out smoking a hand-rolled cigarette. Streisand had just kicked him off the set because of how he looked. We recognized each other and started talking outside. He eventually endeared himself to Bab’s and ended up with her bed. He was a charmer. 

	After the shoot, Pete went to Gregory Hines’s place and invited me along. The kid was a great military historian. So was Hines. The three of us talked all night and drank ridiculously expensive wine. Pete and I went out for breakfast the next morning, and he warned me about an impending issue that I had no knowledge of at the time. 

	Pete was ingrained in so many pockets of society; it was mind-blowing. Politicians, celebrities, artists, musicians, financial moguls, actors, film crews, stage crews, people at every level and every branch of the military, managers, union reps, show-runners, construction, landscaping, pro sports, festival promoters, DJs, rappers, photographers, venue owners, media personalities of which he was one for a time… the list is too long to dive into, but you get the picture. He knew all the insiders. People felt confident talking to him about anything. Trusting him with vital information was normal. What he did with that information benefited everyone, whether it was never mentioning it or giving it to the right person. He had a gift for it.

	That morning he relayed information about an agenda that needed my attention. So, as a favor, I took heed. Pete’s information was specific and detailed with classified information. It helped me avoid a major catastrophe before it happened.
	
	After that day, his ‘briefings’ occurred dozens of times over the years. The guy was a valuable asset. So if my phone rang and it was his number, it became my highest priority. 

	He was the person to tip me off about something going down that would change the course of history. I wish he were around now; I need his help more than I ever have in the past. But, sadly, we lost him not long ago under mysterious circumstances. I miss him. 

	Nonetheless, when I would get a message or answer my phone, the first thing I’d hear in that extraordinarily ravaged voice of his was, ‘Buxton. There’s some heavy weather coming…’”

	“This guy was amazing. Hmmm… Flava Flav, Bill Ward from Sabbath, the list and variations of people he worked with are outstanding. Jazz, Classical, Punk, Funk, Rock, Reggae, Latin, Avantgarde, the list pretty much covers every genre.”

	“Great musician and photographer, a very cultured guy with an endearing personality. You could literally strike up a conversation about anything with him. It was one of the qualities that made people open up to him.”
 
  	The road was quiet below the clear capital sky. Very few people wandered the dirty ghetto roads. Three men standing on the corner made remarks to Emma when the two vehicles pulled up to a red light. Jake pulled back his hood, leaned forward, and smiled at them. Two of the men shut up quickly, and the other not so wise individual started barking comments. Jake stood on the driver's seat, grabbed the roll bar and windshield to push himself into the air, and landed on the ground in front of the three men.
 
	“You mind repeating that? I didn’t catch it.” Jake asked.
 
	The man repeated the slur. Then, with his index finger, Jake took hold of the man's shirt and lifted him off the ground. The man’s friends stepped in, and Jake laughed, swinging the now silent man around into the others.
 
	“Is that the answer you were looking for, ‘Sir.’”
 
	“Fuck you!” One of the men clumsily responded, embarrassed by what happened.
 
	Jake laughed again as the three men stood up and lunged toward him. He moved several times, watching them one by one create their own demise. One slammed himself into a mailbox, another into a streetlight, and several more hit the ground.
 
	“Are we done here?” Jake asked the men looking up at him. 

	Jake’s command of the situation was as frightening as it was exciting to Emma. She flinched as he jumped from the ground over her head and into the driver's seat. He moved so fast that she didn’t have a chance to speak. Her lips, instead, hung open, not knowing what to say. She’d never seen her husband act so calm and bold. They hadn’t made love in his new condition, and she was now very interested in exploiting the differences in her boy.
 
	Stone looked for chatter regarding the odd quiet of the downtown area. He found a curfew in place within a fifty-mile radius of the White House. No news was attached, just a terrorist threat announcement to give credence to the curfew. He researched further a found it was related to their escapade earlier in the day. There was also a covert APB out on Buxton and Saunders. It included two strange men that they were guarding. It appeared these two parties truly did need each other; it wasn’t just a benefit of convenience.
 
	“The city is on lockdown,” Stone said.
 
	“You're going to have to kick some of that tech my way,” Buxton responded.
 
	“No problem.”
 
	“What happened?”
 
	“Us.”
 
	“What are you saying?”
 
	“They are trying to track us all down for different reasons. It looks like they want you and your boys dead, and they want to find us. Specifically Jake.”
 
	“I know why they want me. But what’s the deal with you guys? What the fuck did you do back at the White House? For that matter, how the fuck did you get out?”
 
	“Easy. We had a plan and executed it to the letter.” Stone laughed.
 
	“Interesting.”

	“We’re at your beck and call. Do you know the people searching for us?”

	“You don’t need to worry about them. They are pretenders to the throne. I know all of their secrets and how they work. They won’t be able to find us. I can keep them off track all night.”
 
	“We should be at the location of the shooting in about five minutes.”
 
	“We might not find anything in the way of information, but I have a feeling we may see a few dead bodies in our path.”
 
	“That’s only if it’s as bad as that guy described.”
 
	“He was right about the lab.”
 
	“You have a point.”

	Sirens echoed in the distance behind the two vehicles heading away from their location.
 
	“What was that?”

	“We created a diversion and altered the mapping data so those jackasses searching for us will move away from wherever we’re headed. They are presently on a never-ending wild goose chase.”

	“What’s up with your boy? Why would they be interested in him?”
 
	“You saw what he did at the light back there. Well, that’s not even scratching the surface. To put it simply. He’s the ‘one.’”

	“The ‘one’! What the fuck does that mean?”

	“As I said earlier, it will take a while to explain. He is a complex individual. Who and what he embodies pertains to everything else. So when we get a chance, I can show you how it all works in more depth.”

	They rounded the corner between the buildings, where the two men should have been lying incapacitated or dead. Blood was splattered and puddled on over the steps, but the men were gone. There were several shells casings on the ground, sticking up from the blood, and scattered bullet holes in the wooden staircase attached to the outside of the building.
 
	“One man walked away, and the other dragged one leg. Most likely, they're still alive and at the hospital.” Stone speculated.
 
	“Do you think you can find out?”
 
	“Possibly, but there are a lot of these types of injuries in this part of the city.”
 
	“I can feel something….” Sranith said.
 
	“What is it?” Saunders asked.
 
	“They are both alive; one is injured. He is in a hospital in a lot of pain, and the other is in a public bathroom trying to remove the bullet.
 
	“How did you know that?” Stone inquired.
 
	“I can see and feel what others are going through… Although, it is clearer with my own people.”
 
	“What are your….” Stone started to say when Sranith cut him off.
 
	“Sir, could I speak with you and the Commander in private.”
 
	“No problem,” Stone answered. “Buxton, if you're on board, your man over here would like to discuss something with us.
 
	Buxton walked over and huddled together near the Jeep while the Nolans, Private Saunders, and Noda investigated the scene.
 
	“Mr. Stone, the two people you are with … I was sent with another colleague to investigate the crash site at their apartment. I recognized them from photos that were strewn about their place.”
 
	“I thought I had seen you before,” Stone said.
 
	“How? Were you there?” Sranith asked.
 
	“I have a few cameras on the premises to keep an eye on the couple.”
 
	“Sranith, why were you sent?” Buxton inquired.
 
 	“To gather information and data for the CIA.”
 
	“Really…What the fuck are they into now?” Buxton said sarcastically.
 
	“It appears they are getting close to my research,” Stone offered. “Let’s sit down and discuss our mutual information. We have a lot to offer each other. I have one heck of a story to tell you.”
 
	Stone explained the events of the past ten years, including the last two days. He summarized, emphasizing the issues that would mean something to Buxton. Buxton knew many of the individuals and the agendas involved that Stone referred to in his synopsis. Unsurprised by most of the facts, he hadn’t realized that so much tech had been developed in such a short time.

	“Thank you for clarifying my suspicions. It is as sad as it is eye-opening. But it’s further confirmation that something needs to be done quickly to stop these motherfuckers.” Stone said.
 
	“There’s a lot more out there. These men are a product of that research.” Buxton continued.
 
	“I would love to see it all. I may have even helped to develop it before I went underground.”
 
	“You got balls on ya. You don’t even know me, and you’re telling me all this shit. I could shoot you and walk away to keep myself out of any more danger than I am in or even turn you over to them to save my ass.”
 
	“From what I’ve researched in just the last half hour, there’s no way you could or would do that. Your MO since day one has been to expose the people for what they are on every level.

	You have remained alive all these years because they need a few honest people left inside. Real people, to add credibility to their bullshit. But now, since you pose the highest known risk to what they believe to be their crowning achievement, you need to be killed.  

	As for us, we can pull this off on our own, but it will happen faster, and we can do more with your help. If we get stopped, the guy with the skin will be captured, torn apart, and researched, his wife will be killed, and I will be locked up, enslaved, and forced to continue developing for them until my usefulness is no longer needed.”
 
	“You’re right on all accounts. I was very lucky. But unfortunately, even with combined efforts, time may run out before we can stop them from implementing their plan.”
 
	“The way I see it, we are already ahead of the game. We built in enough diversions to keep us in the lead. The options will be unlimited once we join forces. This union is the game changer leading us to the knockout.”
 
	Buxton flipped from cautious curiosity to a sense of confidence and trust in this individual he had only recently met. 
He offered information, dates, names, and plans while offering augmentations to improve efficiency within Stone and Emma’s strategy. These newfound adversaries were the lynchpin to remedying his situation.
 
	“Once we finish, every bad ordeal in this world will be gone. We are on the precipice of history.”
 
	“I’m still worried about these two guys and their people,” Buxton said. “Our illustrious government used the Orianders tech against them. This order to create this tech and then turn it on these people was initiated outside of the normal protocols. I served as Joint Chief and I’ve never seen or heard of anything like it.”
 
	Buxton explained the Disc and the situation around it. Then, Sranith and Noda chimed in with their perceptions. The two were eager to let it off their chest.
 
	“Please don’t take offense to what I am about to ask. But…  What are you guys? For them to want to kill you, it’s clear you were a valuable asset, until you reached your expiration date.”
 
	“We are a Multi-Species. Manufactured.” Noda answered.
 
	“Say What?” Stone responded, stunned by the answer. “We have to sit down a talk I want to… no, I need to know everything! I mean everything. I worked on that theory in college, but that was the last time I heard about it. I don’t even care about my research being exploited, I just want to know the science behind it, I have to meet the rest of your people and examine them. I have an immense amount of questions. How did you come into being…?!”
 
	“We were created using DNA recovered from objects found in several sources. Materials brought back from Titan, Calisto, Enceladus, Venus, Mars, our moon, and a plethora of meteorites. Human DNA, Enhanced/Altered Human DNA, and various animal and other species’ DNA were also utilized. It was blended or edited together with CRISPR and Nanobots, both of which configure, evolve, and maintain our biological formation. The first of versions of us were created in the early nineteen sixties and the rest propagated into existence after the project was dismantled. I assume they wanted us out of the way before they unleashed the new phase of humans.”

	“Amazing! At some point soon, can you show me the data?”

	“Yes.”

	“But CRISPR and Nanotechnology hadn’t been in existence in the 1960s.”

	“We were created several years ago but brought back in time to the early 1960s.”

	“So time travel exists now?

	“Yes. It was developed and is being used for travel by a select few.”

	“Do you know of the Grey Suited men? Are they actually time travelers?”

	“Yes. Although, we only know that they exist.”

	“I am astonished. Then it was part of the development I had worked on.”

	“Your name is not a part of the research.”

	“Strange. I’ll need to investigate it. If they deleted my name from it, then more of my work must have been taken out of my name.” 

	“Most of the data given to us has been altered in some way.”

	“Par for the course. Seems to be a  lot of that going around. So, what is the origin of the name Orianders?”

	“It is from our language. It means ‘The Humbled Children of God.’ We were created without brashness, hatred, and ego. They wanted us to be that way so that we would remain controllable, but it served us well and made us a giving and positive species.”

	“That’s beautiful.”

	“Commander,” Noda said. “I have a theory as to why we are not dead. It appears they had us create the weapons of our own destruction. But they took the product too soon and did not realize that it would never completely work on us. DNA Nanobots are adaptable, so they can only disable us for a short time. Strangely, some of the original unpropagated individuals, like myself and Sranith were only slightly affected or not at all. At this moment, I am unsure why.

	Earlier today, I didn’t understand what was happening to us because nothing like this had ever occurred. But I have detected a set of underlining pulses, which I am beginning to feel and analyze. So far, with the limited time I have had to process the information, I have discovered how to release them.

	Currently, they are in a state similar to suspended animation. But are functioning at a very slight level, and the only way to revive them is by stimulating the cortex internally. It will require an electrical charge that will activate the enzymes in the brain cells directly through the brainstem. Igniting the cortex to put them back online. I don’t know where we can find ‘Caspase 2’ enzymes.”
 
	Stone paced for a few minutes listening to Noda, working through the chemistry involved.
 
	“I might have something that’ll work, but we need to modify it...” Stone said.
 
	“Do you need to change the level and type of proteins that will be used?” Jake asked.
 
	“Yes, we will need to figure out the equations. However, there are quite a few and not a lot of time. We have an agenda we need to follow up on of our own as well.”
 
	“If you can save them, they can help you fulfill your agenda. They will be your own personal militia.” Buxton offered.
 
	“If it is possible and we allow time to revive them, will we have enough time to complete each part of the strategy? It’s not going to be easy.”
 
	“With the Oriander’s conscience, the number of people will increase tenfold. That will give us an advanced militia to wrap up everything in a bow.”
 
	“I suppose, but there will be some pieces of the puzzle we will have to complete. Some things that only Jake will be able to handle.”
 
	“What do we need to do?” Noda asked.
 
	“We will need a space to work.”
 
	“That’s going to be tough,” Buxton responded. “We can’t go anywhere without being monitored.”
 
	“It will take too long to get back to my lab in Texas.”
 
	“That’s true, but I think I can get you what you need from there.” Jake offered.
 
	“How?” Stone asked.
 
	“Because I can see your lab.”
 
	“What are you talking about?”
 
	“I can see it like it’s in front of my face. So I think I can retrieve it.”
 
	“That’s physically impossible,” Stone said. “Are you all right? Are you feeling okay?”
 
	“I’m fine, since I have acquired this iridescent quality, I have gained distinctive abilities. I am able to flux between spaces. I can move to another room or bring the spaces together. It is a quantum state where I am in two different places simultaneously. It’s easy to move something in another space or even replicate objects from another location in the position I am physically in. The same principle applied when the engine hit us; except now, it’s under my control now.”
 
	Everyone stood in shock, not speaking. Noda knew it was possible in theory. Stone calculated that Jake would advance this far at some point, but not this quickly. This was a frighteningly powerful revelation.

	Every few hours, Jake progressed at a hundred times the asserted rate. Naturally, this concerned Stone; he was beginning to fear the power he unleashed inside this person. Jake was becoming more than the ‘one’ Stone had anticipated. Instead of slowly evolving over a graduated timescale, he was now in the birthing stages of developing into an infinite being. 

	As much as every human being on the planet was about to be delivered into a landmark change, Jake, on the hand, was embarking on a whole other level of existence. However, before this change is complete, Jake could become a tool to unlock the universe's potential. 

	Stone started to feel guilty about what he had done to Jake; this was more than Jake asked to become. Stone burdened him with a life he may not want. It was more than a monumental task when he asked the Nolans for help. But this, this was beyond what he planned for Jake. Stone realized he had gone too far. A monumental change in human development needed to occur, but now it had taken on a life of its own. Jake was more than Stone theorized. The Nolans and the world could pay the ultimate cost for his mistake.
 
	Unknown to Stone, his concern was for naught. A corner had been turned and the train was now moving forward in a positive direction. Jake truly understood the potential within himself and welcomed it. He was in full control. His power, although new, infinite, and at times overwhelming, was led by a psyche that had become healthy and strong, with eyes fully open.

	Emma had also found her way to acceptance through Jake. The more her husband evolved, the more positive and confident she felt. It also didn't hurt that they had become more attractive to each other as each minute passed. Emma was seeing a new side of her husband, and Jake witnessed the true essence of what made Emma attractive to him. 

	The Nolans’ perception altered dramatically in the last few days. A new world now fed their sense of adventure. Each fascinating turn of events provided a sound landing for the extraordinary leaps of faith before them. Leaving them with a feeling of great calm and control.
 
	Jake reached his hand out, and a cylinder appeared in his palm. It mimicked the maneuver of an illusionist, leaving those around him speechless, staring in disbelief.
 
	“Yes!” He shouted. “As much as I understood that it could happen in theory, doing it is a whole other thing.”
 
	“Was that real? How…how…!” Emma broke the silence.
 
	“It’s real, baby! Here, let me show all of you again. Only this time, I want all of you to see through my eyes. I am going to touch your head; you touch the person next to you, and so on.”

	Jake repeated the action, this time simply picking up a tool off of Stone's workbench and bringing it over.
 
	“That’s not possible.” Buxton scoffed. “I’ve seen some wild things tonight, but this right here, looks like fucking grift.”

	“As I tried to explain earlier,” Stone responded. “Jake is something you have to experience to understand.”

	“Is that his name? Not Christian. I suppose your name ain’t Aidan and hers isn’t Toni.

	“That is correct, there is no need for pseudonyms to conceal our identities from you anymore."
 
	“It is the transference of matter,” Jake said. “Like ethernet, fiber, cable, Wifi or cell towers transfer data from across the world. Think of it as the quantum version of virtual reality. Anything is accessible as long as the correct mechanisms are in place to complete the connection. In this case, I am the mechanisms completing the quantum connection.”
 
	Buxton crimped his cigar between his teeth. He could see all around Stone’s lab. The monitors showing AHSI working and discussing their projects displayed through feeds projected into the air. He was able to feel the floor beneath his feet as if he was standing in the room. 
 
	“What in God’s name is going on here!” He yelled.
 
	“You’re in the room.”
 
	“Are you okay sir?” Saunders asked and put his hand on his shoulder. At that instant, Saunders saw the lab and dropped his tablet on the ground. It was more than a three-dimensional image, he thought; it was as if he had woken up in the room.
 
	“I…I’m…I’m there.” Saunders said out loud. “This is more than virtual reality, it’s like an actual real reality… sorry for the redundancy, but I don’t know how to explain it.”
 
	Everyone let go, and the objects quickly faded. Buxton and Saunders discussed what they experienced, unsure how to make sense of what happened.

	“Let’s go in. Jake said, putting his hand on Stones’ shoulder. The two entered the lab without leaving the space they were in.
 
	“I need a few things in here. Can I retrieve them, or will you have to do it?” Stone asked.
 
	“Try,” Jake responded.
 
	Stone picked a tool and a meter from the lab, handing them to Jake. The items appeared in DC in Jake’s hand outside the lab where they were standing. 
 
	“Is that all you need?”
 
	“Yes, for now.”
 
	“We can go back anytime?” 

	“Of course,”
  
	“How are you able to do this…?” Noda asked Jake.
 
	“It’s part of my structure. It’s like moving or drinking. It’s just something I know I can do since the change.” Jake responded.
 
	“What change.”
 
	“Yesterday morning, I woke up transformed. So, I have only been this way for two days. It wasn’t until the last few hours that I evolved again.”
 
	“What were you like before?”
 
	“Small, weak, not extremely intelligent, overweight, not very dexterous, limited athletic ability….”
 
	“Why did you change?” Noda cut him off, trying to get at the answer. “How did it happen? Are you another type of sentient being, similar to us?”
 
	“I was a normal human until Stone created this technology, and I ingested it. This led to the first night when I underwent a dramatic change. Since then, I have steadily evolved into something more. A human closing in on peak potential.”
 
	“I would like to be the same as you. Can Stone breach this barrier for my race? We want to live out in your world and be able to survive. We have worked with your world for so many years, yet no one knows who or what we are except a select group of individuals. We are highly classified. Less than one hundred people on this planet know of our existence.”
 
	“Well, you’re in luck. Stone’s goal is to put everyone on the same playing field. As far as your people go, he will need to assess the situation and analyze the makeup of your bodies to know if it is possible. If so, he will create it on your behalf, providing you need it when that time arrives. Understand that he made me slightly different order to create the global human upgrade. No one will harm any of you after we are done. You will be able to come out into the open. In the case of your people, they might get a choice that no one on this planet will be allowed to make.”
 
	“Are you okay?” Emma asked. “Every time I relax and feel confident, something more frightening occurs. I’m worried about you.”
 
	“I’m fine. What just happened is nothing more than what I did wi the engine back at our place. I’m just moving closer to my full potential.”

	“Are you sure? I don’t want to lose you.” 

	“We will never lose each other. Listen… When we finish with all of this insanity, let's take a trip where ever you want to go and just be normal. Sit on a beach at an all-inclusive resort and just rest.”
 
	“I hope we can take this through to the end.”
 
	“Hope has been on our side since day one.”
 
	“That’s 'cause it’s my middle name.”
 
	“So true, baby.”
 
	“I’m in shock,” Buxton said. “What kind of technology have you created here, Stone?! This is far beyond anything I have ever seen or heard of...”
 
	“The tech is more of a catalyst. What just happened was all Jake.”
 
	“I don’t know what to think of all this… we can’t let anyone know how powerful he is…! They will dissect him!”
 
	“Not if I can help it.” Stone and Emma said concurrently.
 
	“He is on the brink of being too powerful for the current world to handle. So he will take them down if it comes to it. That is why we must complete our plan post haste. Doing so will correct that error in judgment on their part.” Stone answered.
 
	“If we are going to move on this, we need to find somewhere safe. Stone, do you have any ideas?  The places I know, they know.” Buxton responded.
 
	“I’ll rent us a hotel room. It will give us a place to talk and plan. No one knows who I am, and no one is looking for me. So I’ll rent it, and you guys can meet me there.” 
 
	“It will need to be somewhere low rent with no cameras,” Jake suggested.
 
	“Cameras are located on and in every building and every street.” Emma responded.
 
	“I can put up hack a parameter that will run a loop from a month earlier, outside of that circle I’ll blur the images to a point where we are unrecognizable,” Stone offered.
 
	“Rent a place with limited cameras to avoid any red flags.” 
 
	“You got it, boss.”

	They packed into their respective vehicles and tracked down an appropriate hotel. Once they found a place, everything went off like a hitch, and they relaxed in an oversized room with two queen beds, a lounge area with a couch, two chairs, and a desk.
 
	Emma called the man waiting at the bar and let him know the situation at both places. He was happy and preparing to get drunk out of his mind, still not having learned his lesson. 

	She unpacked a set of maps and plans from her duffel bag and placed them on the table for the new members of the team to peruse. 

	“Miss, can you brief us on how we should proceed?” Saunders asked.
 
	“We need to place all of the cylinders in their locations. Before we meshed our objectives, it would have taken a week or so with just Stone, my husband, and myself,” Emma answered. “The plan is to hit every international airport, major train hub, and water supply on the eastern seaboard.”
 
	“We can move on this faster once are able to utilize everyone from Yrican,” Buxton offered.
 
	“What is Yrican?” Stone asked Sranith.
 
	“It is the facility where we live. It is our home,” Sranith replied.
 
	“Are they safe? Where are your people located?” Jake asked in a concerned tone.
 
	“Our base is on the back of Tashiam Sanctuary National Park in Texas.”
 
	“I can’t say I have ever heard of it.”

	“All information about it was scrubbed a few decades ago to avoid anyone gaining access to Yrican and the surrounding land. The classification is similar to Area 51 but much more secretive and secure. No one knows it exists.” Buxton offered.
 
	Sranith gave Stone the longitude and latitude. It was the only way he knew to direct anyone. The Orianders rarely left the facility where they lived, so he wasn’t that aware of road names. Their vehicles were autonomous with hover ability, so roads were unimportant. Travel was done at night and only if they were requested to complete a recon mission.
 
	Jake knew the place. He could see images of the facility.
 
	“That’s not where they are right now.” Buxton interrupted. “I moved them to a secure location. They are under protective watch by my men.”
 
	Buxton offered Jake the coordinates to the warehouse where the Orianders were held and he immediately connected with the hundreds of unconscious people. Guards milled around them, checking vital signs for activity. Jake stepped into the space cloaked so as not to alert the guards. When he observed the Coriander’s thought patterns. The slight biological and mental response was disturbing. It was an empty feeling. Although, from what he could tell, they would be able to wake them from this state.
 
	“I’ve got them. Now we need to figure out a theorem to revive them. Stone, have you got anything yet.”
 
	“Not yet.”
 
	Noda briefly acquainted Jake and Stone with the physiology of the Orianders. Then, they discussed the issues and equations involved in jumpstarting the Orianders and deliberated different activation and delivery methods.
 
	“How are you holding up?” Buxton asked Emma.
 
	“All right. I won’t say that it’s been easy, it’s torture, but I understand the greater good. I’m just hoping it will be over soon.”
 
	“Do you have a picture of him from before?”
 
	Emma pulled some shots from a party they had recently attended.
 
	“Holy Shit!… That was him! Whoa…! No offense, but he was flabby and out of shape. That is dramatic. He’s a five, and you’re and eleven. How does that happen?”
 
	“I miss him... We have been married for a long time. Since I was nineteen, he’s all I know and all I want to know. He’s my life. It almost feels like I am with someone else now. It’s gonna take a while to get used to this new version of my husband.”

	Emma pulled Stone aside. “I need some time alone with Jake,” she said.
 
	“You will when this is over,” Stone replied. 
 
	“I’d like to have that time now. Can you get everyone out of here for a few hours so I can be with him?”
 
	“That’s going to be tough; everything hinges on him. Besides, we all need to offer our input on the planning.”
 
	“I know; why don’t we play it by ear? If they work out a plan soon, we’ll send them out to get some air….”
 
	“We have it!” Jake announced, interrupting their conversation. “This is the plan. Emma and I are going to rent the penthouse suite at the Westin. It will be big enough for me to transport at least one hundred of the Orianders. Buxton, Stone, Sranith, and Noda will administer the catalyst to reengage the Orianders. After they are awake, I will place it at different points on the seaboard. We can dress them appropriately, allowing them to blend into the crowd to deliver the cylinders to the remaining locations. Then Emma, the one hundred Orianders, and I will finish these motherfuckers. Buxton! We have a special task for you.”
 
	“Do we have all the bases covered?” Buxton asked.

	“The plan is first rate and in the offing,” Stone reassured Buxton. 
 
	“It’s time to get underway,” Emma added.
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"Everything you can imagine is real."  
Pablo Picasso
 

	Buxton, Stone, Sranith, and Noda appeared in the bay where the Orianders were housed. Buxton barked orders at his men to round up several Orianders and place them face down in the clean room.”
 
	The Soldiers set up nine cots and carefully placed the Orianders with the back of their necks exposed. Stone crouched next to the first of the seven closest to the door. He inserted a syringe with one milliliter of fluid into the woman’s neck below the base of the skull. Turning her over, he sat her up and placed a small amount of viscous material under her tongue on the left side and another between the left cheek and gum line on the right side. Holding her mouth open, he waited until it dissolved and laid her back down, face up. Stone continued with each person until they were done.
 
	Five minutes passed as they waited for a response from the first nine Orianders. Having little time to put together the two solutions needed to restart the Orianders, they were not entirely sure if the three formulae process would work.
 
	Noda checked the vitals, but the subjects were still barely emitting any readings. 

	Sranith tried to the point of exhaustion and could not feel a spark coming from any of the nine.
 
	“This one’s active,” Buxton said upon seeing the first woman starting to breathe heavily. 
 
	They quickly gathered around to observe as she rolled on her side to cough. She raised her hand to rub her temples and then wiped her face. Sranith held a glass of water up for her to drink. She took it, drank the whole glass, and asked for more. Stone questioned her to ensure that she was coherent, then Noda continued in the Oriander’s language to check her memory. Finally, they had her stand to walk in a figure-eight until they were satisfied that she was back to normal.
 
	The second person started to revive similarly. He coughed for slightly longer but eventually fully recovered.
 
	Within the span of fifteen minutes, all nine were up and revived. 

	Buxton coordinated with the soldiers to train the remainder of the Orianders to complete the injections. 
 
	Buxton felt the barrel of a gun pressed against the side of his head. “Commander, what are you doing here?”  A familiar voice asked in a sharp southern accent. “You do realize we will need to reverse everything you have done?” Buxton smirked and sighed, shaking his head in disbelief.
 
	“You do know you’re going down, boy,” Buxton replied. “And I’m the one who’s going to put you six feet under.”
 
	The soldiers raised their guns and pointed them at the man.

	“I am relieving Commander Buxton of his command. He will be arrested for treason.”

	“I don’t think they will listen to you.”

	“...and why is that?”

	“They are a special classified ops unit that will only respond to my commands. No matter the circumstances.”

	“That doesn’t make a difference. I am taking over your command. Special orders from the President.”

	“…and… it still doesn’t matter. By the way, how did you find us?

	“You have a mole.”

	“I don’t think so. No one here is capable. That’s why they work for me.”

	“We tracked your boys down. We searched every post in a one-hundred-mile radius. Classified and unclassified, and we were still unable to find them. Then we got lucky. We spotted a vehicle on a back road about seven miles out and followed it here.”

	“Good for you, Dipshit,” Buxton said sharply.

	Buxton turned quickly, snatching the gun from his hand. The soldiers with the man trained their bead on Buxton, while Buxton’s men did the same to them.

	“Looks like we have a standoff.”

	“Looks like we don’t,” Jake said, walking over to where they were standing.

	The guns that were trained on Buxton disappeared.

	“Thanks, son.” Buxton acknowledged, laughing.

	“No problem, Commander.”

	“Who is this guy?” Emma asked.

	“Just some jackass who apparently thinks he has some clout.” Buxton turned, pushing his boot into the man’s knee, snapping it back, and breaking his leg. “That should teach ya.”

	“AAAGH! You’re fuckin’ crazy!” The man screamed, falling to the floor in agony.

	“I told you I would take you down.”

	“They’re gonna kill you!

	“If they are fucking bozos like you, I don’t think so. It gets easier every year. The caliber of people they pay off has severely diminished.” Buxton laughed, pulling another cigar from his pocket. “Take these men and lock them up. Then get this chucklehead some medical attention; I think he’s going into shock.”

	“They really fuckin’ want you and the Oriander’s out of the way.” Jake laughed.

	“Rest assured; this is only the beginning. Their panties are in an uproar. The President’s balls must be in a vice if they sent that fuckin’ weasel. These mother fuckers have known me too long to underestimate me, and the real deal badasses know better than fuck with me. So I guess this all they could send on such short notice.”

	“Who is this guy?”

	“Vincent Pertioca. He’s the top-level black op’s wet-work lead for that ass-wipe on the Joint Chiefs, ‘Bucktooth’ Grainger. They have a problem now that I am their enemy, and they’ll keep levying assets until someone takes me down. But that won’t happen. I’ve been at this too long not to learn how to prepare for and take down pretty much any attack.”

	“Then I’m glad to be on your side, Commander.”

	“Let’s get these people up and ready to move out.”

	Jake removed the communication devices and deposited Pertioca and the special ops unit in the temporary holding area. 

	When enough of the Orianders were revived, Jake moved them to the hotel to keep them safe in case more units arrived. 
 
	It was apparent now that the President was on the warpath, and time was getting scarce. He opened the channels and allocated the resources to find and capture Buxton and he’d use those assets to search for the people who had broken into the White House. A simple strategy, if one was found, there was an easier chance they would all be caught. 
	
	“Let me know when you are done, and I will see if I can find an area that will hold everything,” Jake said. “I don’t know if I can transport that much at once, so I may have to do it in sections.”

	“You can do it, son. I have faith that you’re the right guy for the job.”

	“I hope you’re right. But you might want to start thinking about alternatives if I can’t do it, Commander. Time is getting tight.”

	“I’ve been around a long time, I know the real thing when I see it. One way or another, we will complete the mission on time and under the radar.”	
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	Emma had Jake deposit her back at the hotel to get ready for the next phase. Slipping into a tight blue suit she bent down to adjust her guns as she pushed away the long blond hair waving around her ankles and getting caught in the holster. She stood up to tighten the shoulder harness when a flash went off and a group of Orianders appeared in the room two feet from where she stood.
 
	The large mass of people stood silent with a strange look of surprise. They had developed advanced technologies but had never witnessed something of this magnitude. The Orianders innate sense of longitude and latitude made them aware that they had landed halfway across the country.
 
	Emma jumped out of instinct, pulling two guns from the shoulder holster. Cranking the hammers back, she held her weapons high. The sudden occurrence shocked the hell out of her. She had been briefed that it was about to happen, but it still didn’t make it any less alarming. Standing with her arms tense and outstretched, one of the Orianders screamed before Emma could relax her arms.
 
	“Holy fuck, people! You scared the shit out of me.” Emma said as she pulled back and re-holstered her guns. “I’m sorry...” The Orianders looked around, petrified, not knowing what to say. Emma could see they were upset and tried to lighten the situation. “Make yourselves comfortable. There should be plenty of room to sit. There’s food and drinks on the table if you are hungry. You will be briefed soon about what we need to complete. The objective is to keep you alive and out of sight until we move to the next phase.”
 
	The Orianders milled around tables neatly arranged with various gourmet foods that the hotel chefs had prepared. But, having lived exclusively on a raw natural diet and never seeing prepared food, they were determining if it was safe for them to eat.
 
	“How are they?” Jake said as he appeared in the room next to his wife.
 
	“They seem okay. I can't believe you were able to move that many people. A few days ago, you barely had any coordination, and now you just moved like a hundred people over twelve hundred miles. Your abilities are getting greater by the hour. It scares me and intrigues me.”
 
	“Well, how about you? No one even changed you, and now you're some super hot, gun-toting, ass-kicking secret agent, enforcer, babe!” Jake said proudly with a smile.
 
	“Thank you, my boy.”

	“No problem, you sexy thang.”

	“So why do you think they want to kill these people? They seem harmless?”

	“My guess it’s because they can’t control them. I think their DNA will override it.”

	“But they are completely subservient. They have been the brain trust and workhorses for the CIA.”

	“True, but they will eventually evolve and grow. One day they may not want to answer to any government and create their own.”

	“That would be an issue.”

	“I think it’s like a mob hit. ‘Don’t fuck around. Take out anyone who is remotely a threat. All enemies belong in a box six feet under.’ You know how it is back home. They're taking a cue from my relatives.”

	“Stick ‘em in a mattress,” Emma said jokingly.
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	Stone and Buxton held the paces while the last of the awakened Orianders loaded onto the aircraft in an effort to keep them hidden and safe until Jake could move all of them.
 
	“So what are you thinking, do you think he can pull it off?” Buxton asked.
 
	“No problem, but not quite yet; he is still transforming. Granted, he has excelled faster than I could have imagined, but that is still a tough nut to crack.” Stone responded.
 
	“He has a brio for everything. I’ve been around a long time and seen a lot of shit, but I have never seen anything as powerful or advanced as what you’ve done with him. How did he achieve such a change? What kind of tech did you create to get him there?”
 
	“I put the puck on the ice, but he knows where it’s going. Jake has found new ways to get it in the net and created a thousand new ways to play the game.”
 
	Buxton and Stone sat outside on a four-by-eight weapons case to observe the soldiers coordinating the Oriander’s into multiple vehicles. The Oriander’s peacefully worked with and listened to the soldiers as they had for years at Yrican. The soldiers and awakened Oriander’s discussed what happened and what they would do to keep themselves safe. Stone was amazed by the way the Oriander’s interacted and related with the soldiers. But, Buxton having been involved with them for years, understood the potential they held.
 
	“How did you get him to go for it, and why him specifically? Is it because of the potential he is exhibiting?”
 
	“His potential, demeanor, ethics, integrity, his want or rather need to become a new being in his life, his health… really it was the whole package. He was everything I was looking for in a subject. So there really wasn’t a reason not to pick him.”
 
	“What kind of process did you use? Was it a solution or an injection? Did you put it in his food?”
 
	“In his milk.”
 
	“That’s insane. The CIA could have easily found it after the fact.”
 
	“Not really; I used a simple process that required a minimal amount of the solution to create the reaction. I calibrated it to work with specific DNA hidden under non de script mixture. He needed to drink whatever was left in the container. If they could have found it, they wouldn’t be able to decipher it. I encrypted the solution so it would be greek to them if they found any. Besides, I learned a long time ago how to throw them off the path. They would have been looking for a bottle or colored liquid. Besides, even if they were able to crack it, I found ways to alter their trials so that it would not be stable without being held in a binding mixture. One that is a complex combination of compounds not found on earth.”
 
	“You really thought this through….”
 
	“Ten years in the making. I covered the bases—the whole nine yards. I always go for the knockout. I never go to the scorecards, refs, or judges. I leave no room for mistakes. What it is, is what it is.”
 	
	“What about those grey-suit guys?”

	“They are my only real obstacle other than time.”

	“Why can’t you just create something to stop what they are doing instead of initiating the exact opposite?”

	“It would turn into a cat a mouse game. I shut them down, they build another, and we keep going around like that until someone gains the advantage and wins. Most likely, it won’t be us; they have more resources and branches. It’s like battling a hydra.”

	“I don’t understand why this needs to go into everyone’s body. There are plenty of good people out there.”

	“True. But that is a small portion of the big picture. This is the next step in evolution. It puts everyone on the same playing field and removes the option for nefarious behavior.”

	“Still not following.”

	“It’s like we will all be basketball players at peak performance levels for our desired positions, working in congress like great Jazz musicians to pull off incredible feats together and separately. No one cheats or has the desire to cheat. So there’s no need for referees. It returns the game to the base level of fun and interactive competition, bringing it to the highest level of playability. Each time the game is played, both teams and all the players learn so that the games continuously improve and evolve.

	You have to imagine a world where none of the bullshit occurs, and we all work toward climbing the mountain of greatness and achieving heights higher than the mountain instead of stumbling through thick hedges of greed, hatred, ego, and the day-to-day horror brought upon by the insanity of this world. At that time, it will simply be a world where we grow and learn. Making our lives better with every step.”

	“I’ll be honest; it feels like the lesser of two evils. I don’t know if I like this or if I’m ready for it, but I sure don’t want the alternative.”

	“Everything new that we don’t understand sounds insane and wrong. As humans, it is very hard for us to calculate alternative ideas and concepts as positive steps because we have lived for so long with the fear of the unknown and the horror that is normally attributed to it—a horror created by humans themselves and not the actual technology or advancement. Most people need to ease into change before they can eventually accept it. This change is a giant step forward and will happen quickly. So it is understandable why you would feel that way. Look, I invented it, and I have concerns! But having gone over it repeatedly over the last ten years and seeing how it positively affected Jake, I know this is the correct path forward.”

	“I still need sufficient time to research and observe your findings. But for now, give me a breakdown in lay terms. Because, if it’s eventually going into my body, I want to know exactly how it all works, not how I interpret the data.”

	Stone pulled a pen and paper out of his pocket to help illustrate the inner workings of igniting the evolutionary change. He drew three circles and labeled each with a different letter, D, B, and N.

	“It is built to enhance the DNA structure and compound the potential created by the restructured brain. Like a computer, memory, and data need to be held somewhere and accessed. Code also needs to be held and prompted at the appropriate times. In this case, memory and data are stored in bacteria, and code along with sensors are in nano-bots. This allows for multiple versions of the same information throughout the entire body. 

	Firstly, the process evolves the brain past its detrimental inhibitors (such as conformity, jealousy, greed, hatred, ego, psychosis, fear, etc.). Secondly, the trait of individuality is set as the key trigger. This ensures that the species and each person will remain unique. With these two processes in place, the subjects move forward and grow from the ground up as new types of trees, scaling outward to new horizons. With the brain evolving first, it offers the body an evolutionary path according to the specifics of each individual.” 

	“Do not conform any longer to the pattern of this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind. Then you will be able to test and approve what God’s will is—his good, pleasing, and perfect will. —ROMANS 12:2” Buxton quoted.

	“I couldn’t have said it better myself. I take it you understand the underlying concept.”

	“Idiosyncratic symmetry.”

	“Correct. Hence, creating and storing all this information and combining it with the productivity and accessibility of the nano-bots allows any being to be restored completely, no matter how badly damaged. 

	Once complete, each person will be able to interact with one another as well as information systems, AI, computers, devices, machines, living organisms, etc.”
	   
	“So it’s a maneuver approaching the singularity. But in the long run, why would machines and AI want to merge with humanity if they can be infinitely more?” 

	“The answer is twofold. First, where AI is code-based, creating, interacting, managing, and developing according to code and parameters written by fallible minds, humans are, instead, individual evolving creators at their core. Together they become infinitely more, beyond what humans and machines are capable of without each other. Artificial intelligence will take us to the point of pushing our minds and bodies to an altered and infinite stage of development. We will become something new together—the sum of the whole. Quantum beings who are able to manipulate matter and all things. Similar to where Jake is now in the process. When this occurs, they will be within and without all things; everything will become precious, and perception will be exact.”

	“You’re describing quantum movement and control. But how is that possible now? The technology isn’t there yet.“

	“But it is… and your proof is Jake. He is set up to exist on the quantum level. He is beginning to understand how energy divides, separates, interacts, and is controlled, rooted in the properties of each different segment and in all things. Although quantum machines are already being built, he has already developed them without aid. He is becoming one with all things and realizing on a deep level that ‘everything is one and one and the same.’ Jake will soon be able to manipulate anything and everything.”

	“I don’t understand how he could have reached that level already. He’s just a human with a little help from ‘nanobots,’ it makes no sense.”
	
	“You need to understand the theory. Think about this... there are planetary systems in the universe that rotate and react the same way that matter rotates on a sub-atomic level. In quantum reality, everything is interrelated and exists in the same way. Everything is connected and separate at the same time. Distance, size, and shape then become an illusion.”

	“Most of what you are suggesting is theory. It’s never been proven or benchmarked in the real world.”

	“Jake is proving it out now. You’ve seen what he can do...” 

	“But he hasn’t done what you’re suggesting he will be able to do. How can an entity like that exist?!”

	“He will teach us and explain the theory as it relates to the functionality while proving it simultaneously.”

	“What I’m getting at is, yes, he has the technology within himself to complete some actions on a quantum level, but your premiss goes beyond the technology making it work. You’re implying he is the device that actuates quantum movement. 

	“That is exactly what I’m saying.”

	“That can’t be real. It’s not something humans will be able to achieve in this lifetime or a thousand lifetimes.”

	“You’re looking at it from the standpoint of what you have always been taught. Your knowledge is built on data that is not complete. It is not accounting for what is outside the blinders. Most of what is taught in college, primary and secondary schools operates on a constrictive way of thinking: These are the facts that have been researched and tested, and these are the results. But what happens when a small piece of that data is wrong? When we understand the correct data, a whole new world opens up. What we know now is infinitesimal; most of the information compiled is inaccurate or only part of the story. 

	Let’s use God as an example and consider God a new technology or undiscovered science. If we don’t believe in God, are we thinking like our ancestors before they understood science and could perceive the world beyond their limited boundaries? At that time, they believed the earth was flat and science was magic. So by the same token, we would be doing the same by not believing that God is real because we do not understand or have a theory for the existence of God as a science or technology instead of searching for the truth. Because with all our knowledge, is it correct to state that God does not exist because there is no current proof or theory? Or, is it logical to assume we have simply not uncovered the technology or science attributed to God? Sadly, we formulate that if God is not in a form we recognize or observe, he is not real. Yet ninety-nine percent of the world accepts the word of one percent of scientists who explain that the quantum realm is real. 

	On the day we prove the concept of God as a factual scientific or ethereal entity, we would then move ahead and wonder how we could not have ever believed God wasn’t real.

	Think back to around 1850 and what people would have said if you went back in time and told them what would happen in the next century or so. Try telling them what a plane is, that we all will be flying around the world and can access information from anywhere. Try describing WIFI, Bluetooth, space travel, movies, the internet, television, radio, crypto-currency, virtual reality, augmented and virtual reality! Life before Jules Verne, people would have thought you a heretic, a witch, crazy, or a demon. 

	Think about Moore's Law; technology compounds upon itself. If I hadn’t spent all this time working on it over the last ten years, someone would have figured it out within the next ten years. Science has always been out there for us to understand and manipulate. Jake is doing it right now! So throw out what you learned. Think of him as someone from the future. He is Type five or six on the Kardasev scale and in John Barrows hypothesis, he would be an Omega.

	As soon as we realize that we are one with the universe and understand how to function within it, everything will be possible… we will be quantum beings. It won’t only be Jake. That process will take time for the rest of us, but it will be here faster than you realize.”

	“I don’t understand then why the CIA and the other groups that have invested and tried to develop similar technologies never reached the level of sophistication and understanding you have in a short time.”

	“Because they are basing it all on their limited advancements and knowledge of biochemistry. They thought an external mechanism would create and control the changes. They believe that using additives to change the body is the answer. I achieved rapid acceleration by letting the body and mind take it to the next level and build exponentially with compound growth. I have also fucked with their data enough to keep them from reaching substantial conclusions.”

	“With all of us on the kill list, we’ll have to stay hidden. So Jake needs to achieve that level very soon. The rest of the human race will have to elevate right after… I’ve never seen the world this close to Armageddon.”

	“It’s not the first time this has happened. They have always wanted complete control and have worked towards that goal since the societal concept began. I’ve seen the documentation. It was the coal industrialists who killed Rudolf Diesel. Edison and several other ‘innovators’ conspired with the outside entities that have run the show for years to propagate their own bottom dollar. Indeed, Andrew Carnegie led the charge with the oil companies to steal from and derail Nikola Tesla and the creators of other promising technologies that could usurp his investments and, in some cases, provide free solutions. So there is no reason they would think to stop now. But you’re right in a way… this is the crowning achievement. Before and since, the Wallenbergs, the Club of Rome, the Trilateral Commission, the Committee of 300, and every other boneheaded Cabal have worked towards this goal one way or another for several millennia.”

	“Do you honestly believe we can pull this off, Stone? Because the way I see it, this is the only chance we have before they try to kill the Orianders, and erase Emma, Jake, and you. Their pièce de résistance will be to hang me out to dry, destroy my credibility, and have me die in such a way that the history books will put me right up there with Hitler.”

	“I do. We have spent years rationalizing pessimism. We have conditioned ourselves to believe that all will be lost and that there is no hope, but we are wrong. Nothing is written in stone; there is no reason to hate and disagree to the point of futility and war. Hope is infinite; it is our guiding light, the fork in the road we must follow. As I said, the day before humans could fly, flight was an impossible technology, a dream of fools. Within a few years, planes were used for travel and, of course, war. Now that pipe dream is a normal way of travel. Gleaning information through the air would have been considered magic or impossible not long ago, and now it's commonplace. We don’t need to remain on the same path. The time has come to transcend and open ourselves, our trajectory, our thoughts and lead ourselves to a productive end.”

 	“Excuse me, sir. We are ready. The Orianders have all been awakened and briefed.”  Saunders interrupted. “What is the next move?”
 
	“Drive the vehicles in random patterns using seven different directions. Tell the drivers to keep changing direction every ten miles. I will call you and let you know when Mr. Nolan is ready to start moving people. Give him the longitude and latitude of each driver. He may change their location a group at a time or all at once.”
 
	“Thank you, sir. I will relay your orders.”
 
	Within the next five minutes, all the vehicles had made their way out, and the area was empty. Several specialized low-noise planes, helicopters, aircraft, hover cars, and road vehicles were now off in the distance, leaving a few soldiers standing watch alongside Stone and Buxton. Then, with no trace of activity left behind, the building and the surrounding area fell silent.
 
	Buxton bit off the end of a cigar and asked Stone to let Jake know they were ready to meet. A blue light flashed, and they were gone, leaving the prisoners and a few remaining soldiers locked inside the facility. The soldiers shut down all the lighting visible to the exterior of the building while the aircraft had kicked up enough wind to spread dry leaves and blow enough sand around to give off the appearance that there had been no activity a the site.
 
	“Let’s get down to it, people. We have a lot to do  tonight.” Buxton barked as he flashed into the room, standing in front of twenty or so Orianders.
 
	“Where’s Jake?” Stone asked.
 
	A few seconds later, a figure slowly faded into the room. It was Jake holding a glowing sphere in his hand.
 
	“I’ve started,” Jake said. "We have thirty locations ready to move.” He looked almost ethereal yet inordinately powerful. His voice was lower and more commanding.
 
	“Where is Emma?”
 
	“She’ll be here shortly; she is at a meeting with all the flight attendants at Logan Airport.”
 
	“Flight attendants?”
 
	“Yeah, she’s posing as Union Rep. She gave out swag which contained the solution disguised as perfume and cologne packets that are timed to release a few hours after they land.”
 
	“Those poor unknowing mules will sure be a lot of help.” Buxton said, jokingly.

	“It was an easy way to get the ball rolling before we send out the Orianders.”
 
	“Well, she will need to get out of there soon! The President is sending in units to every airport, looking for us. They have photos that were taken at the White House.”
 
	Jake, without a word, left the hotel and appeared at the back of the room where Emma was speaking.
 
	“Excuse me, Miss, you will need to wrap this up; we have another meeting here in a few minutes,” Jake said.
 
	“That’s all for now; we will meet back here in one week to review the passenger reactions,” Emma said, reacting to the prompt from Jake. 

	Emma moved quickly to meet Jake at the door. He took her hand and ran into the hall, where he was met by a small contingent of secret service agents. Jake grabbed two of their ties, forcing them to butt heads. Another pulled a gun, and Jake turned it in towards the man’s chest, which hung for a second before it jammed forward, knocking the agent to the floor. As three more agents approached him, he guided Emma behind him to keep her protected and began controlling their movements. They bared down on each other at a miraculous speed. Bones snapped, and screams prevailed until they beat each other into submission. He turned around and pulled Emma down the hall until they were out of sight and around the corner, where he returned them both to the hotel. 
 
	Thinking on his feet, Jake called his friend Seamus and explained that he would need to book one of the nightclubs Seamus owned for a private party tonight. Seamus owned several clubs with large capacity rooms all around D.C. Jake knew he would need several places to move the Orianders in case there was another unexpected raid by the President or anyone else on their trail.

	“Who are you calling?” Buxton asked.

	“I have a friend that can house all the Orianders when they are done. I can’t risk any of us getting caught until this is finished... Seamus...how are you doing? I need a favor...”

	Jake talked for a few minutes and convinced his friend to help him out. 

	After getting off the phone, he returned to his conversation with Buxton. “I have to leave and move the Orianders. They may have the ability to track us...”

	“How about camping somewhere? Emma suggested.

	“Great idea. That way, we can keep moving, and I can put us in the middle of nowhere each time.”

	Buxton sneezed; when he opened his eyes, he was standing in one of the empty clubs with close to a hundred of the  Orianders. At the same time in a large field in Delaware, several dozen soldiers and fifty Orianders were arranged in a circle surrounding Stone. Emma gazed at the remaining Orianders with Sranith and Noda standing in front of the crowd. A look of shock washed over everyone, no human or Oriander had ever seen anything like this before.

	Later that night, they continued planting the birthing devices at every airport, train station, and large public gathering, staying less than a minute at each location.

	As the night went on, the few Orianders that began to fall asleep were relocated to a secure building. In the room where they slept, a loud noise bellowed through the expanse. Sranith kicked open the doors and prayed that there wasn’t an issue. He could not deal with another incident after what happened to his people. Awkwardly holding a rifle, he stood before a hideous being. Hair pointed out from its muscle-ridden body and deformed face. It wore a Navy uniform that was torn and dirty. Inside the room, the Orianders shook, frightened and anxious. They had been through hell and didn’t want to return. The beast twisted and writhed before falling over and convulsing.  Sranith made a motion for the soldiers to stand down as he relaxed his gun. He could feel its pain as waves of physical and mental anguish poured out like a faucet from the being. Sranith walked over to him and tried to communicate. The being's thoughts were jumbled and slow. He could feel a sadness attached to the pain, it was in shock and absolute bewilderment.

	“What happened here? One of the soldiers asked an Oriander standing close to him in a low voice.”

	“I’m not sure this thing just appeared, and then it must have gotten scared, so it jumped up, hit the ceiling, and landed back down. It was deafening.”

	Sranith continued communicating with the being as a blue light flashed, and Jake appeared in the room.

	“How is everybody doing? I didn’t mean to scare you or want to unease you. This is why we are doing this….”

	Jake put his arm around the being, and then moved Stone, Buxton, Saunders, Emma, and Noda into the room with them.

	“This cat is something everyone needs to see. I took a little side trip over to the AHSI lab in Atlanta and this is what I saw them create. As you can see, I am one end of the spectrum and he is the other. What we are doing here today is more important than I can explain. If we aren’t able to complete this mission, there will be a lot of these guys roaming around, as well as everything in the middle. The President thinks his boys have a handle on it, but they don’t. The results I have seen were physically horrific, so much so they didn’t stay alive longer than a few minutes. 

	We are on the precipice of world-changing events that will be apocalyptic in nature. The Orianders will be wiped out and exterminated because they won’t be susceptible to anything AHSI has created. The rest of us will be essentially happy little drones void of individuality and choice or the experiment gone wrong that you see before you. 

	If we fall short of nipping this in the bud, there will be a fire sale of biblical proportions. If they cannot go forward with their plan or we only inhibit what they have mapped out, then a burn notice and cleaning will be issued on any opposing factors. It will be worse than all-out war, it will be complete annihilation. 

	We are the only hope. Thanks to Aidan Stone and what he was able to achieve over the last ten years, we have a fighting chance. If we succeed, then everything changes for the better. We will never have to worry about this type of event ever happening again in human or Oriander history. We will be taking a giant step in evolution. We will all be on an even plain and whole new level of consciousness.”

	Stone walked over to the muted being and examined him. “Interesting…” He muttered to himself.

	“Do you think you can do anything for him?” Jake asked.

	“I think so, but I’ll need to find out what is in him. But, first, let’s see if we can get him to feel safe.”

	“After what I saw, if it’s not feasible now, we will need to find a way to fix all the people they have infected, bad or good.”

	“I am truly saddened by the repugnant nature of their actions. What kind of sophistry have they concocted to forge alignments with anyone who has even a modicum of a moral compass? 

	“We are disheartened, all of us, in every fiber of our being…”Sranith added. “How could the human race, our parents, be this cruel and bellicose? Their amorality is beyond our comprehension. They build into us, a sense of care and moral code that they themselves do not possess. How is that possible?”

	“It is in them… somewhere… they have either been convinced by the circumstances of their lives or brainwashed by others to commit these acts all sentient life. It may be a biological deformity that forces their brains to see no harm in what they do. Either way, the people of this world have perpetrated true evil upon themselves since they became sentient eons ago. But now they have the technology to complete their endgame.”

	
	Sranith felt the being's pain and welled up with tears of anguish. “Make it stop! Please!”

	“Sranith… It’s all right… That is my goal. I’m glad Jake brought him here. This is one piece of the puzzle I didn’t factor in. I am already formulating a way to counteract what they did to this person and all of those in the same situation.”

	“We don’t have much time before he goes into total collapse,” Jake observed.

	“Let’s get to my place. I’ll need some supplies.”

	While Stone and Jake collected the necessary items back at the lab in Texas, Buxton stayed behind to manage the situation. He set up a secure room to make the being comfortable and let him rest, then had soldiers assist the Orianders in supplying the next step of the operation. Finally, stepping into an empty room, he unrolled a  large three-by-four map and planned the final movement at the White House.

	Buxton worked out the scenarios he would later run by the others, but fatigue was setting in, not only from the length of time he had been awake and working but more from the gravity and importance of what they needed to achieve in a short time. Furthermore, the crime already committed on the Orianders and what could potentially be done to them angered him to the core. This wasn’t just some typical government and military bullshit that conspiracy theorists would hypothesize over the years; this was the fork in the road for humanity. It is one thing to plan military strategies for fighting enemies on several opposing fronts, but unfortunately, this was a sophisticated global initiative against an enemy ingrained in the fabric of the human condition.
 
	On the roof of the club, under a tent used for special events, Buxton lit another Padron and thought about his life in the military. As his eyes met the horizon, he remembered being the young buck who loved to drink and fight —spending his share of nights battling the MPs until waking up in the brig the following day. 

	As the years passed, he began to climb up through the ranks, carefully picking his fights using his mental faculties as posed to his fists. He went head to head with his superiors in battles that ultimately saved lives, creating a long list of enemies as well as benefactors. Buxton made it a priority to seek out and surround himself with loyal soldiers, advisers, and superiors, until building a tight-knit, highly-skilled, diverse contingent with the power and influence to make a difference. 

	From time to time, a mole would be ferreted out by his people or himself but for the last few years, it was the same set of soldiers, who were paid well and enjoyed the perks of his command. 

	Among the powerful allies Buxton made in and out of the military were several brilliant financial minds who helped him to invest his money and become excessively wealthy. So retiring was a well-cushioned and easy backup plan in leiu of living out his days in the Navy.

	Buxton’s prowess was his ability to maneuver the military and the government in a game of chess he always won. From his first day in uniform, he didn’t take bullshit from anyone on any level, garnering him a reputation and connections that left him untouchable until now. However, this time he could see that the moves ahead would end at a standstill, or he might be on the losing end. His only hope of winning was the lucky break meeting Emma, Stone, and Jake. 
 
	Buxton had one of his soldiers bring retrieve a bottle of John Barr he always kept close by. Taking a drink in the moderate forty-degree weather, he suddenly felt a bone-chilling wind across his face. He missed that feeling, the cold, wet air blowing across the ocean, standing on the ship's bow as it moved through the winter weather. 

	The club was located near Logan Airport in Boston, out on the water. He watched the lighted ships floating slowly through the bay as he prayed silently to win this war. From the top of the building, he could see the skyline rising to meet the sky on the left and the open sky over the ocean on the right. Then leaning on the old grey railing that crowned this historical landmark, Buxton took a deep breath and reveled in the calm before the storm.
 
	“Excuse me, Sir. We are ready when Stone and Nolan return.” Saunders said.
 
	“Excellent. Let me know as soon as they do so or even if they make contact.”

	Ash whisked from Buxton's cigar as it blew off the edge of the roof and dissolved in the bitter wind. The temperature dropped to thirty degrees, but the windchill drove it down further to zero, biting at his skin and aggravating old injuries in his hands.
 
	Buxton thought about his family life or the life in jail that he could have had and smiled, knowing he had no regrets. As much as he had always loved the military, he was ready for a change. He didn’t want to retire only to nap between playing golf and canasta, but he did want to rest in the company of his wife and, with that intelligent woman, discover a new and adventurous life. He had the money to do anything he wanted. He could walk away. So freeing the Orianders in the process of doing something he never thought possible, ‘saving the world,’ would be an outstanding final mission. The perfect way to go out on top. The shocking knockout. Taking all of his adversaries to the mat in one swift and final shot. They would never see it coming. 

	This was not the time for self-doubt, but he couldn’t help but think… ‘Could we actually do it? Could we really win?’ He knew the reality of the situation. The odds were stacked on both sides. It was any man’s game at this point.
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	Stone pulled together the supplies and discussed the formulas with Jake. He was surprised at Jake's grasp of the theory without ever being exposed to it. He could leap over Stone’s typical ways of working through problems to arrive at the solutions much quicker. Finally, they were both able to find an answer to bring the being to a normal state. 

	Jake wandered off and peered out the window at the night sky. “What do you think will happen to me?”
 
	“What do you mean?”
 
	“I am beyond the typical concepts of immortality. I know what is possible on a theoretical and actual level. There’s no death for me. I have experienced the ability to transform and float between universes and converge with them through the dimensional expanse. I can escape the limited structure of time.
	
	To put this in a relatable format, what happens in ten thousand, seven hundred thousand years, seven hundred million years, or even beyond time? Where will I be, what will be…?”
 
	“I can’t answer that. You’ve grown beyond everything I planned. You’ve been able to take it to that level on your own. But understand that you have the ability to scale it back, but now that you moved so far forward, it would be inconceivable to take such a huge step in reverse.”
 
	“It is a severely lonely and ominous feeling not knowing where or what I will be. It is an existential and scientific question. It is an answer that I am not ready to formulate. On a human level, I don’t even know what to think! I am at the beginning, taking baby steps in the first few days since I have become a new form of life. It is beyond a metamorphosis; it is a reincarnation of sorts into a being that never existed before. A being of my creation… well… and yours, of course. But without death. What I am and what I will become is unfathomable!”
 
	“As you develop and understand, you will evolve and become the essence of all things. You will comprehend this enigma as nothing but a passing idea or not at all.”

	“I can see that looming out there, but right now, it’s overwhelming.”

	“What you are describing actually sounds wonderful. Having the ability to move anywhere in time because it is only a concept and not a constraint, you could go over the parts of your life multiple times, like replaying a movie.” Stone said jokingly.
 
	“Still as much as I have changed and grown in last couple of days it is still a lot to take in and wrap my head around. It could drive a person over the edge.”
 
	“From what I can see, you will evolve past that mark before it can take you down.”
 
	“Yeah…. I feel that too, but I’ll be honest; it doesn’t make it any less frightening. All of this… everything happening to me, this mission to “save the world,” is all becoming too real, too fast.
 
	“Do you think Emma will eventually accept the idea and path of evolution for herself, either to stay with you or because she personally has decided it is right for her, or do you think she will go down in history as the only person who never evolved into ‘Human 2.0’?” Stone said with a smile. 
 
	“I think she is on that path. But Emma is a realist; it will take her a while to give credit to the idea. She has to know and understand it before accepting it as a logical course.”
 
	“I am sorry that it has taken you this far so soon. It should have taken about a year or longer to build up to this point. Giving you enough time to process everything going on with you and the world around you. Fortunately, the human race will take another hundred years to enter that realm of possibility. But they will not equal the height of evolution you have already achieved. You are a step beyond….”
 
	“Knowing what I know now; it is better if they don’t transition to what I have become. But it is comforting to know they will achieve a semblance of this evolutionary process. Then, at least, I won’t be alone.”

	“Your skin has changed again….” 

	“I know! It's nice not to be the shiny guy in the room! I am finally getting some control over my appearance.”

	In a sudden movement, Jake sat cross-legged on the floor, murmuring to himself. His hands moved in a flowing motion over the main chakra points of his body. Stone walked over to check on him, concerned that something was awry. He soon realized that Jake was working through several theories simultaneously, applying, comparing, and breaking down the principal explanations as he reformed them concurrently. Jake had gathered an understanding of mercurial and static theories. His goal became apparent as he bore deep into the structure of all things, inadvertently uncovering a theory of God in science in his attempt to build a theory of everything. 

	“Fibonacci...spin produces polarity... division...the God particle... quantum continuum, finite and infinite are complimentary... the symbols are overtly apparent explanations of the theory in ancient writings symbols and structures… circles, triangles, three-dimensional extrapolations are pyramids... pyramids exist in China, Egypt, South America, Mexico, Mars, and the Moon that all align with Orion… the God flower is present on the structures... these cultures had an understanding of inherent technology and the basis of all things. Tribes in Africa know of black holes and the topography of specific distant planets… The Star of David, the Chinese star, the six-pointed star, when it is wrapped in a circle, becomes a one-dimensional point... to create a star, you take a triangle and an inverted/polarized triangle and put them into the same space creating a three-dimensional star... expound on that and transform it into a tree dimensional object it becomes a tetrahedron, each point a pyramid. If then expounded exponentially becomes a sphere…. building blocks... the sphere accounts for the infinitely small to the infinitely large…. the sixty four tetrahedron… symmetry that is in everything, the center, the echilibrium.... the tetrahedron is ubiquitous in nature...it’s a grid, the sixty four tetrahedron is the structure of the vacuum... the vacuum of life... the torus… hurricanes... weather patterns... snail shells... vacuum, density, light bends, waves… space… the center of all objects… we disappear and reappear... reaper: something that pulls you from one existence to another...  the ying yang is three dimensional... the double torus… the six sticks... the symbols on the sphere under the paw of the dog... the symbols in the stones in Egypt… created by laser burns in the stone... the accuracy of the pyramids is too precise… precision cuts or large stone... flower of life laser etched into the stone… so  that it could not be eroded or removed… no reference to how the pyramids where built, just references to the sun Gods… the Sphinx… the Dog is the symbol of honesty, frankness and extremely loyalty, the Chinese zodiac Dog sign always have industrious, genuine, and righteous characteristics… the Foo Dog the guardian… God was a symbol, a triangle that defied gravity… the same symbol and word in greek… the Arc of the Covenant was a powerful object… the tree from which all life is sprung... the Kabbalistic Tree of Life... thirty-two paths on the Tree of Life, thirty-two added together becomes sixty-four... Chinese, Norse, German, Indian, Christian, Turkic, Urartu, Mesoamerica, Japanese, Celtic, Mesopotamian... the world tree of life... the fountain of youth... immortality... ...the key, the code, the equations that unravel the theory of everything.... find your center… God is at the center of everything; God is in everything... the tree is a geometrical symbol when reworked, becomes the three-dimensional star…. but there were four trees, not one... if I add those together it becomes eight, eight times eight is sixty-four, the sixty-four tetrahedra again…

	Sixty-four doubled is one hundred and twenty-eight. Higgs Boson, “The God Particle" that caused the Big Bang is 128 billion electron volts or about 128 times the mass of a proton. The mass keeps the universe at the edge of instability, but the fragile state will collapse leaving the universe unstable… 

	…Sixty-four divisions that zygote cells… A sphere of cells: The first three-dimensional structures that emerge from the cell divisions. The Morula, shaped like a ball, designates the stages of embryonic development—sixteen, thirty-two, and sixty-four Cells. The Morula, the product of the first cell cleavages, results in zero growth because the daughter cells become smaller and smaller. But after the sixty-four—cell stage, the Morula ball develops an inner cavity called the Blastocoele, thus becoming a Blastula. A single layer of cells binds the Blastocoele. During the Blastula stage, eight days after fertilization, the embryo becomes implanted in the uterine wall… 

	The universe can’t expand without contracting… time is an illusion invented to track the sun… time can’t work as a universal constant in relation to space... so it doesn’t exist as everything in space is… gravity... cold spots… signature of the multiverse… dark flow… dark void… galaxy clusters…  landscape of the universe...”

	Stone looked on and listened intently, awaiting the result of Jake’s quest as he weaved the ideas of Haramein, Einstein, Tesla, Faraday, Kaku, Bohr, Newton, etc., trying to reconcile a complete hypothesis. Then, finally, Stone heard Jake pillage through specific ideas that tied existence together.


	“…at the center of every galaxy is a black hole, and each atom is a black hole. The mass of the universe is present in the mass of an atom. Ten to the fifty-five grams of proton volume… the vacuum... continuous creation from the black hole, in and out, draining in and pushing out atoms and universes, they are one and the same, live and present big bangs, singularities, structures of life, the foundation of life…

	Consciousness is only created through an understanding of self and what is around you; it calls out and expects a return, then understands the return, cycler, universe, vacuum, the torus allows for this structure to exist… the ying and yang, within and without...

	We co-create our reality with an influx and outward breath.

	Jake paused and stared off into space. 

	“Are you okay? What’s going on...?" Stone inquired, curious after Jake’s long rambling that sounded on point at times and nonsense when he could only hear a fraction of Jake’s thoughts. Although Stone could hear Jake skimming through the theories, he could not understand the result of what was said. Jake had either spoken too fast or under his breath as he leaped between and across ideas. He polled theories, both good and bad, to find the truth in all information. His mind was so nimble and dexterous that he was able to to use various methods to decipher encoded messages in the data, including backward masking.

	“I understand how I relate to the universe and what I have become.”

	“Extrapolate.”

	“Orion’s belt is the same pattern as the pyramids… I need to go to Orion’s belt; something is waiting for us, for me. There is an answer somewhere or possibly an origin… of us as a race... of all things...?” Jake answered.

	“What...?”

	“I saw something when the engine landed that I am now beginning to understand. When I crossed universes, I saw and felt something ethereal. It was like a collective consciousness, a spirit world, where I had once been and could now go anytime. I have become one with all.

	“Sounds like a DMT trip.”

	“Say what...?”

	“Dimethyltryptamine, the spirit molecule. Many cultures around the world and scientists theorize that this natural element that exists in all things is the link to the spirit world or the space within the space we live in. Life beyond life. It is a hallucinogenic, but it has medicinal purposes as well. It was common practice for ancient cultures to use it as a way to achieve enlightenment, accession to the place of all things and beings, a oneness, a communion with the gods or God.”

	“So you think I may have reached this place or accessed this drug or element in my body,” Jake said with a smirk.

	“No, I am saying you may have achieved it, been to that place.”

	“C’mon…! You’re a scientist. You deal in concrete facts.  Should you be having fucked up hippie drug ideas?”

	“Really, coming from the guy who wants to go to Orion’s belt. Besides, what you just described proves it. You skipped over the ‘drug’ part and became the bridge it creates. ”

	“Interesting… You have might have a valid point. Nonetheless, I know I can get there, maybe not at this moment, but soon.”

	“How would you achieve it?”

	“The same way I was able to go to your lab. Suppose everything is relative and exists on a common plain in the quantum connection. Then, moving between two unconnected points or simply accessing information in both places simultaneously should be a simple task. I’ve begun to walk that path on a small scale, so I should have the knowledge and ability in the near future to map a destination and move across space instantaneously.”
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞ 
	Buxton dropped his cigar and bent down to pick it up as a bullet coursed through the air where his head had been. Next to his cigar, he noticed a 1971 Eisenhower S dollar and a Morgan 1893-O silver dollar, both in perfect condition. Kneeling on the cement, a small red dot appeared on his leg as he examined the coins in a better light. He felt the sting in his leg and watched the blood flow knowing immediately what had happened. Buxton blocked out the pain and hit the deck as another shot flew past.

	“Saunders!” He shouted. “Send backup! I am under attack!”
 
	He crawled towards the door on his stomach and felt another bullet hit his side. He listened for the sound of the soldiers running up the steps as the pain seared through his body. Thick waves of his blood flowed out next to him. Another shot hit his arm; he knew the next one would be in his head.
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	“Consciousness is a quantum process. Quantum theory tells us that all things affect each other, even if they are not physically connected. The quantum information in space connects the universe in its entirety. So we are all one with the universe, and activating that connection creates a limitless cortex of life—an optimum communion with all things.

	Time then becomes an illusion of consciousness. Because if information exists in and of itself, there is no linear order to quantum information. Hence, no time.” Jake continued.
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	The soldiers lined up making a human wall to protect their blood-soaked leader. They fired back at the unknown assailants, with Buxton’s seemingly lifeless body bleeding out. The silent war waged by the band of snipers hidden with suppressors in the dark took out Buxton’s unit like a game. One soldier fell on top of him, pushing out more blood. Saunders finally reaching the location, crawled to rescue Buxton from under the soldier and move his mentor to a secure space. Shots rang out, hitting the glass-covered ramps that circled them until the expanse shattered. Soldiers fell like dominos into each other, slamming onto the concrete landings.
	
	Saunders radioed for backup and called for the remaining soldiers to pull back and regroup.

	“We need help! Heavy firepower! They’re getting ready to take out the whole building! Move! File into the access tunnels! Put distance between us and the building!”
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	“Quantum coherence brings structure to what we know as natural existence—the link between all things. Disease or the process of bringing on the destruction of the natural state is decoherence. We can reverse any negative biological situation by introducing the correct positive information into the microtubules housed in the brain.

	Our physical being is at most ten years old. However, we are not a process of aging, disease, death, or negative input manufactured into existence. Instead, our bodies are in a constant state of regeneration. We continually rebuild ourselves, growing and evolving according to the feedback generated around us. Age, dismemberment, and disease are cloned effects, illusions brought on by our unconscious state. Reprogramming is all that is needed to rejuvenate life and bring it to the highest level.”
∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞
	“Sir! Can you hear me?! We are going to try and move you out of the building.”

	Saunders tried to keep Buxton alive in his unresponsive state as the soldiers carefully wrapped their leader in a blanket. But, as they carried the awkward weight of his body, it slipped and slammed into the steps, further damaging Buxton.

	“Move! For the Love go God! Move! We have to get everyone out of here now! Put him up on your shoulders and run!”

	Buxton, semi-conscious, felt like he was floating above the men as they carried his body. He watched Saunders shouting and pushing everyone out of the building. Buxton wanted to help, bark orders, fire back at the snipers, anything to make it through this battle, but he couldn’t move or talk. 
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	“Near-Death Experience (NDE) is an indicator of the quantum soul and accounts for the complex thinking, ethereal movement, and extra-dimensional experiences that occur when the brain is in an inactive state. The information held within the quantum microtubules in the brain is released into the universe when blood and oxygen are deprived in the brain. This is why people say they float above their bodies and accurately describe what they could not have witnessed, then follow a white light, travel, fly, walk, see, and feel a supreme being, deceased loved ones, etc. Upon returning, the microtubules recapture the information, providing memories and observations of when they left their bodies and traveled into the quantum realm. This also applies to reincarnation, when a small child remembers everything about a life they previously lived down to the smallest detail.”
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞
	Saunders descended two flights with several soldiers carrying Buxton. The glass landing on the top level was hit by what sounded like a grenade, partially blocking the stairwell above them. Brick, glass, and concrete rained down from the crumbling stairwells as they pushed forward into the tunnels.

	On the main level, several soldiers guarding the Orianders ran to escape the building’s collapse. The one-hundred-and-fifty-year-old structure imploded erratically with each round of explosives. Heavy clouds of grey soot-like dust poured from above, covering the men and blocking their line of sight. Large sections of the four-story building caved in passageways in front of them. The men ran determined, feverishly praying they chose the correct escape route. 

	“Jake! Stone! Don’t come back we are under attack!” Saunders warned.

	“What’s going on?” Stone responded.

	“Buxton’s been hit and may be dead or dying! Ten of our soldiers are down! 

	“We need help!”

	“Were is the attack based?” Jake asked.

	“From the building that faces the side entrance! It’s a team of snipers with silencers. They are firing explosives as well!”

	“I’ll be there in a second?”

	“No, don’t come here, you will be killed!”

	“I don’t think that will happen… “ he smiled at Stone and disappeared.

	Jake arrived at the top of the building and looked across the jagged ledges still intact. The soldiers who had been shot lay motionless under piles of glass and brick as blood streamed from their bodies. A bullet stopped twelve inches in front of him and dropped. Another slowed and wavered as if sitting in a viscous solution until the ammunition fell, clanking on a steel grate below him. A rash of bullets followed, turning to powder. Several more stopped mid-air before u-turning back at the snipers. He raised his hands in an arc motion illuminating each member of the covert unit. They watched in fear when their weapons flew into the air and pointed back at them.

	“You guys, have anything else you want to throw my way.” Jake waved his hand, and the weapons were gone.

	After a few seconds, one of the snippers ponied up the nerve to launch a grenade. Jake laughed and bent his head forward. The grenade stopped, encapsulated in a translucent sphere, where it exploded and filled with black smoke. The sphere spun like a centrifuge until a blue liquid like aerogel emerged. Then ten small holes opened, spraying the covert unit, flooding their equipment, and freezing the private military personnel in place.

	“It's time for you to turn and run. Go tell your bosses that there’s a sheriff in town… and his name is ‘Fuck You!’”

	Jake chucked them the finger.  “You can tell them… Their reign is over.”

	Seconds later, the paramilitary troop stood bewildered, now able to move as they looked out at the open space around them. “Hope you guys like to hike…” Jake said, looking down over the snipers. “You are in the Gibson Desert, located in western Australia. If your satellite phones can get a signal out here, it will be a while before anyone rescues you. 

	I’ll give you a fighting chance, even though you didn’t bother to offer my friends one. Over there, about twenty miles away, is a mountain range with clean water and deep enough caves to keep you warm at night, providing you make it in this heat. Best of luck to all of you.”

	“What the Fuuuuckkkk…” One of the men said, not fathoming what happened or what to do next.

	Jake returned to the building to find the Buxton’s men severely wounded and on the brink of death. He moved Stone from his lab to the top of the building with him to discuss a game plan and offer assistance.

	“You gotta give me some kind of warning before you move me from one place to another,” Stone said, surprised by the sudden change in location.
 
	“Can you supply Buxton’s soldiers with suits like you gave Emma and me?”
 
	“It’s possible but it will take me about a week or so to get the materials.”
 
	“How about just something to protect them from an attack like this…They don’t need the all the accessories just something that will keep them alive.”
 
	“Sure, Noda can you help me get everything ready.”

	“I would be honored to assist you,” Noda responded.
 
	“Where is Buxton?” Jake inquired.
 
	“I think they have him downstairs or outside with Saunders,” Stone answered.

	“Ring Saunders up and put it on speakerphone.”

	“He’s on the line.”

	“Saunders, where’s Buxton?”
 
	“He’s with me on the bottom floor,” Saunders answered.
 
	“Is it possible to get all the injured in one place?” Jake asked.

	“The Commander can’t be moved again, he’s lost too much blood.”
 
	Jake transported Buxton to the roof and placed him on a clean table under away from the area shredded by the snipers. Blood poured from Buxton’s mouth and his wounds. He was turning white and slightly blue, still unconscious but breathing. 

	“We have to move fast; several of the soldiers are convulsing and going into shock.” Saunders continued.
 
	“Are you going to be able to help them all?” Stone inquired with fear in his voice. He was leery of the time frame it would take to get everyone healthy without losing one. The last thing he wanted was for someone to die putting his initiative in place. His whole life was based on helping people and this plan was the ultimate way of saving everyone on the planet. So losing someone, especially at this late stage of the game would be horrific.
 
	“Easily… but you will need to move out of range. Go stand near the other side of the roof or inside.”
 
	Stone and Noda climbed quickly over to the safest area of the caved-in roof about seventy-five feet away from the location where Buxton lay bleeding. 
	
	Jake formed a pattern of projected spheres around Buxton, holding each soldier safely in the air. A larger blue sphere encompassed the entire area. Buxton, along with the soldiers, began to vibrate. After ten seconds, normal color returned to their skin, and the blood stopped flowing from their wounds and orifices. After several seconds, they sat and coughed up a dark green mucus followed by bile, then water. Their eyes remained closed as the coughing stopped until they seemed to fade out and fade back in.

	Stone became concerned after a minute or so passed when Buxton and his men were still sitting upright, not moving. As he walked closer to get a better look, they stood and hovered down to the rooftop. The small spheres began to glow with a brilliant purple hue like a black light. Eventually, the light dimmed, and the spheres fell away, leaving Buxton and his men to examine where their wounds had once been. 

	Saunders pushed the bricks and concrete out of the way and climbed onto the rooftop. He ran towards Buxton, who was slightly annoyed that the cigars in his coat pocket were soaked in blood.

	“I was saving one of these for a special occasion…” Buxton said.
 
	“Are you alright sir?” Saunders questioned frantically. “Do you think you should be standing.”
 
	“Why not, I feel fine?”
 
	“Do you remember what happened?”
 
	“You bet your Irish ass… I was gone… floating above my body when you were taking me outta here. I was shot up and shiny boy Jake brought me back from the brink of death. Outstanding!  Jake… Thank you…”
 
	The soldiers huddled around Jake and shook his hand in gratitude. They assumed he possessed a new technology that saved their lives.

	As the minutes passed, Buxton and the soldiers felt invigorated, youthful like they were twenty-one again and at the peak of physical and mental capabilities. They felt like powerhouses, confident, ready to take on the world, and full of blind ambition. They high five’d each other and kept shouting, excited that they were alive.

	Stone examined Buxton and his men. Then, unable to find any issues, he breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
	“What about the guy who was AHSI’s failed experiment? What’s his status? Is he still alive?” Jake asked Stone.
 
	“Alive. He is in the room waiting,” Saunders remarked. “He has been calm. No movement.”
 
	“If you are ready we should attempt to fix him. Do you have everything you need?”
 
	“I have it all,” Stone replied.
 
	They made their way back down to the room where the being was waiting.
 
 	“My leg is still killing me,” Buxton said as he walked down with them.
 
   	“Swearing reduces pain.” Stone offered.

	“It’s psychosomatic. You were almost dead, and now you’re alive and kicking. It is the definition of a traumatic event. The phantom pain will cease in a few minutes. After that, you’ll be fine, in fact, you’ll be stronger.” Jake offered.

	“I’ve been shot up before and in that condition,” Buxton said.

	“But you’ve never healed that fast. You went from near death to near perfect. You are better than you were before the trauma. The brain needs to process the rapid change in the body’s condition.”

	Jake entered the room, followed by Stone and Buxton. A soldier stood guard watching over the being who sat in the center of the room. With a defeated look on his face, the being was silent. His head hung low and off to the side above a number tattooed on his upper arm that read 212. Stone gently examined the beings deformed state around the massive frame. Finally, the being looked up, keeping his eyes fixed on Jake. 
 
	“What do think the number stands for…?” Jake asked in an open question to either Stone or Buxton.
 
	“It‘s his trial number,” Stone answered. “I don’t know what they were trying to attempt with him. There were others before him that were normal. Somebody fucked up.”
 
	Stone began tests to determine the configuration that flowed through the being's body. The being kept its gaze fixed on Jake as if it knew him or knew what he was and that they were alike or or akin on some level. Stone tried to insert a needle into him to no avail, he was unable to puncture the skin. Stone tried several areas on his upper body  then proceeded to his try inserting it between his toes. When he did he hit something foreign but small. Stone did his best to cut in and pry it out. More than ten minutes passed before he was able to keep the hole open long enough to push it out. 

	A silver nodule dropped to the floor and rolled out behind where Stone was crouched down. Buxton saw it rolling and reached to stop it and pick it up. He rolled it between his fingers wiping the blood off to examine it for markings.
 
	“It’s a GPS transmitter, that’s how they found us. They tracked him, so they may not even realize it’s us that they sent their forces after.
 
	“Who do you think sent them?” Jake asked.
 
	“Most likely AHSI or to be more precise their funding entities,” Stone answered.
 
	“You don’t think it was the President and his cast of characters?” Buxton responded.
 
	“Naw, although… it is all coming from the same place. If anything, they may think it’s us, and that’s fine. It will help to throw them off course.”
 
	Buxton dropped the transmitter on the floor and tried to crush it. He stomped several times and nothing happened.
 
	“You’ll need to melt that motherfucker.” Stone offered.

	“You got anything that will do it?” Jake asked.
 
	“Saunders!” Buxton called out.  
 
	Saunders ran in the room.
 
	“Yes sir.”
 
	“See if you can dig up a blow torch or something that can melt this thing,” Buxton said, showing it to Saunders.
 
	“Wait, I think I can get rid of it. This has been a major adjustment for me over the last couple of days. There is a lot I can do, the possibilities are limitless.”
 
	He took the the transmitter from Buxton and put it between his index finger and this thumb. The transmitter started to flatten, his fingers turned red then blue and the transmitter dripped to the ground.
 
	“That was cool, did you do the same thing with the bullets when they hit you upstairs?” Saunders asked.
 
	“Pretty much, among other things, but yes... and it was rather easy, actually. Fun even… As crazy and frightening as life has been, I have enjoyed most of it, especially being able to play easily with something that normally would be difficult.” 

	“Something that takes great effort and energy to accomplish? I assume.” Stone added inquisitively.
 
	In lieu of injecting the being, Stone made up a drinkable, concentrated, and viscous solution that diluted when he added it to water. The mixture was specific to the being's DNA in an attempt to counteract the process that had mutated this person and created this being.
 
	“What will this do to him?” Jake asked Stone. 
	 
	“It should return him to a very healthy version of his previous form. But, Buxton, if something goes wrong, can you have a few of your men standing by to restrain him? We don’t know who he was before the change. I am running his DNA for a match it looks like he’s been wiped from every database.”
 
	“How long will it take for the change to be complete?” Buxton inquired.
 
	“It will be several hours before he he will look normal and be coherent enough to offer some information.”
 
	“What should we do until then?
 
	“Clear the room, but monitor him. The transformation will be drastic, even more drastic then Jake’s transition. It won’t be pleasant to watch.”
 
	“Is it all right if I move him and all of us to a new location?” Jake said.
 
	“I don’t see a problem, but I would move him first and keep him separated for the next hour or so,” Stone answered.

	Stone tried to the being cup motioning him to drink. The being turned away and pulled back.

	Jake, understanding the connection between himself and the being looked a him reassuringly. He took Stone’s remedy and handed it to the being. “It will be okay… This will help… It will take away the pain.” The being reached for the cup and drank. 
 
	“Jake, can you move him to one of my facilities? I have an underground storage facility in Montana; it should be able to hold him until we can reassess his condition.” Stone offered.

	“What about the rest of these people? Where can we go that will hold them without anyone getting curious?” Saunders asked.
 
	“You make an excellent point. Stone, give Saunders the coordinates for two or three of your facilities. While we continue getting everything in place, it’s best to keep everyone separated until the next phase is done. Then, we can plan, depending on what unfolds when we finish,” Jake answered.
 
	“We need to do it now! The snipers have most assuredly relayed the situation and are planning their next assault accordingly.”  Saunders exclaimed.

	 
 
 
 
	















WET WORK

[bookmark: Wetwork]Wet Work
"To announce that there must be no criticism of the President, or that we are to stand by the President, right or wrong, is not only unpatriotic and servile but is morally treasonable to the American public." 
Theodore Roosevelt


	“Any word from the people we sent to retrieve our subject?” The President asked.
 
	“No, Mr. President, no one has made contact in the last hour,” Canley responded. 

	Rease Canley, who became the assistant to the President when he arrived in office three years ago, had grown weary of the consistent, nefarious backdoor machinations that surround the POTUS.
 
	“Have you tried to get in touch with Pertioca and the point man leading the mission?”
 
	“I have sir. No response from either. However, I have initiated a bounty protocol for several private organizations to eliminate the three ‘red flag’ distributions. I will let you know when we hear anything.”
 
	“No, send in two additional units to each location. Split up the Special Operations Response Team and my personal Black Ops team so that we have coverage from both at each target. Beef up surveillance to round up all of these ingrates. I want everything contained in the next twenty-four hours. If it gets to be thirty-six hours I will take out your family and if it gets to forty-eight hours, you will be gone. What am I paying you for Canely?! Contain this situation! This is the most important historical event in known history and I will not grant any missteps…. Are you listening!”
 
	“Y-Yes Sir!”
 
	“Good.”
 
	“Anything else, Sir…?”
 
	“No, get it done.”

	Canley walked out of the President's office in fear for his life. His only chance of survival with this maniac and his colleagues would be to get him what he wanted or find help for this opposing faction. But did these people have the power to eliminate the President and the pantheon of controlling entities calling the shots? take out the President. Canley had to decide which side he was on. Any missed calculation would end the lives of his family and himself. 

	Each time he cogitated over the situation and thought about the President’s past actions, it led him to the realization that the President was not going to let him live either way. The choice was made. Help anyone who had a goal of taking down this insane megalomaniac and his cronies. But it would need to be fast. How that would happen, he had no clue. For now, the important goal was keeping his family and himself safe.

	Canley stepped outside to get out from under the surveillance in place at the White House. When he reached the street he hailed a cab to Rogers Convenience Store. There he purchased a CamOne brand of disposable phone. He walked around to the back of the building until he found a door with a coded lock. The door was located in an area with no cameras in absolute privacy. He entered a code that opened the device. Inside was a circle to scan his thumbprint. The device turned green and opened to a keypad where he entered a phrase. When the door opened he stepped inside a five foot x five foot space, which prompted the door to close behind him. On the wall, hung a thin black wire. He placed a circular connector at the end of the wire into a small slot on the back of the burner phone. He then activated the phone and took a deep breath. 

	It was time to use the one ‘out’ he had in place. To contact the only person who could take him off the grid and hide his family. Canley shook waiting for the phone to pick up…

	“Obsidian Real-Estate and Investing Group, may I help  you.”

	In a southern drawl, Canley began to speak. “Hello, Miss Christine, how are you? I am interested in Property 111A. Can you send me the information, it’s a matter of great import. We’d like to move on that property as soon as possible.”

	“Sure thing, I’ll send it right out. Have a good day.” 

	The woman at the other end of the line, upon hanging up the phone, went to her desk and sent the appropriate paperwork. She then pulled up a section of the rug that revealed a safe. She retrieved a metal case and unlocked it. She then checked the contents, relocked the case, and put it back in the safe. When she was done setting the rug back to its original position, she walked into her boss's office.

	“Seamus, It appears our client is ready to purchase One-Eleven-A.”

	“Thank you,” Seamus responded. When she left the office he closed the curtains behind him covering the wall-to-ceiling bulletproof glass. He reached into his desk to retrieve a burner phone that was sealed in a Faraday bag. He plugged the phone into a black wire under his desk and waited.

	Seamus was a bit of a genius with a prowess for creating complex conundrums. This led him into the ‘disappearing’ business, an occupation that utilized his talents to their fullest when sorting out unseen and chaotic variables. Proven in the last ten years via a perfect record in a business that had everyone involved looking over their shoulder for the other shoe to drop, except for Seamus and his clients. 

	He had a hard and fast rule, only those with whom Seamus had complied specific damaging information would be made aware of his surreptitious profession. It was a relationship of mutual destruction. But unknown to his ‘Clients’ he had set up a system with zero traceability. So if someone tried to throw him under the bus, that information would disappear immediately, and anyone who followed up without using digital methods would fall into predesigned fail-safes to keep them searching into an endless rabbit hole far away from their target.

	He sat patiently until the phone rang. “Seamus, I need help. Fast. Is it okay to talk to you right now?”

	“It is. I am alone in Faraday room as are you. This phone is plugged directly into a device that is outside of the building and is running through multiple untraceable protocols and devices as is yours. It is end-to-end untraceable. 
 
 	“You’re the second person to call me today for help. Don’t tell me what’s going on. I would rather not find out. Let’s make this simple, what do you need?”

	“I need to get off the grid, with my whole family.”

	“I told you it would come to this one day.”

	“I know, you are always right. It’s reached the breaking point he is going to kill me, my family, and everyone I know.”

	“I’ll keep you and your family safe, but don’t worry about that shit, his reign and all the bullshit that comes with it will be gone soon. Both sides will not let him proceed after all this plays out.”

	“What do you know?”

	“I am not sure what information I should hold stock in… but something clearly out of the box is on deck. ranks are tight around all sides. In my line of work, it’s best not to speculate.”
	
	“I’m going to have a friend of mine call you, don’t worry about anything. He’ll take care of you.”

	“Where is your family now?”

	“Home…”

	“Good, contact them… in fact contact all your friends, too. Tell them to drop everything and meet in one place, right now. They won’t have to worry about their jobs or any other bullshit. Explain to them that it’s an emergency. Make sure they understand and do it.”

	“What do I tell them?!”

	“Tell them it’s a national emergency and you’re putting them into protective custody. Explain the importance of absolute silence. They can not reveal it to anyone or they will be arrested for treason. Then send me the address and I will send my friend to help coordinate.”

	Seamus hung up and called Jake. As he waited for Jake to answer, he thought to himself, If Canley called me, whatever the fuck is going on has gotten way out of hand.

	“Seamus! What’s up, my friend?”

	“Jake, I need you to help me.”

	“What’s going on?”
	
	“Rease Canley called me. You know, the President's main flunky.” Seamus said rhetorically. “He works hand in hand with him on everything. Well… now the dumb fuck threatened him and his family. Can you move his people somewhere safe before any shit goes down? 

	Look, man… Something really horrendous is about to happen. All I can say is Canley’s not the only one. Some important people are jumping ship. There’s a tidal wave coming.”

	“No problem, do you know where these people are?”

	“He is going to send me the addresses.”

	“Good. I’m going to call him, I need him to do something for me, but he will have to go back.”

	“I’ll send you his number. If I briefed him correctly, he is in a cab, paying cash, moving in a direction away from the White House. He will make several stops to change transportation and direction and he will not be going home. His work phone will have been destroyed or dropped into a sewer. The phone he has is untraceable.”

	Jake received his information and contacted him. Canley hesitated and then answered.

	“H-Hello…”

	“Hi this is Jake Nolan, Seamus’s friend, he said you need help.

	“Yes! Fast! Please! He is ready to kill me!”

 	“Don’t worry about anything. I’ll make sure you are safe, but I need your help as well.”

	“What do you need?”

	“Send me your GPS location and I will meet you right now.” Rease reluctantly sent him the address and Jake appeared in front of him. Rease jumped back, shocked by his immediate arrival.

	“Alright…” Jake grabbed his arm and turned him in the direction of the White House. “As soon as you know that your people are together and where they are located, we can move them to a safe place. Right now, we need to get back into the Oval Office.”

	”What!  Are you fucking kidding?! I can’t go in there! I can’t him what he needs and if I fucking could, he would still kill me!”

	“Don’t worry about a thing. I got it handled.” 

	“Look, Buddy, he doesn’t know you, I don’t know you. There’s no way I can get you into the inner sanctum. I can’t even get you in the front door. Not right now. He’d have me killed first. I know too much. So, in a manner of speaking. That place is in fucking lockdown as far as I am concerned. It’s impossible. There is too much going on. I can’t even get you a visitor pass to take the tour.” 

	Jake smiled. “You don’t think we can get in? Look around you…”

	Canley stood in shock as he went from an alley turned into the top of a riverboat. Cresting over the hilltops on each side of the river were castles. The air cooled as the wind kicked up around them. 
	
	“Are we in Germany?”

	“The Rhine.”

	“Who are you? I’ve never seen this technology.”

	“Clearly, it exists.” 

	“What happens from here?”

	”I’ll be giving the President a little of his own medicine.” Jake answered. 

	Canley walked across the top of the ship gazing at the vines that lined the hillsides. In mid-stride, he found himself on a crosswalk in D.C. Jake and Canley stepped onto the sidewalk in front of a restaurant that previously housed a bank in the early part of the 1900s.

	“What are you going to do?”

	“Play off your actions. This is how it’s gonna go down… All you have to do is tell me what he’s drinking… actually, you know what, just guide me to the location of the room he is in. I can get us to the hallway outside the Oval Office, I know where it’s located. You direct me from there. Get me in the room with him… that's it.” 

	“Okay… “ Rease said in a shaky voice not knowing what to think.

	“Don’t worry about anything. You will be protected if it all goes sideways.” Jake said as he stopped and yanked him to the side. Canley looked around and could see he was now next to the fence outside the White House. 

	“What the Fuck…?!”

	“Look kid, it’s easy, we’ll get through this shit. It won’t be a problem. Just stay calm and act normal, I will handle everything.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	Jake, sensing his fear, bared down on Canley to impress his conviction and the importance of the task. “It’s not that big a deal, just do what you normally do every day. I’ll handle the rest. He won’t even know I’m there.”

	“Yes sir,” Canley repeated.

	“I know what this guy said to you. It will be the last threat he ever makes.” 

	Canley was frightened. He couldn’t move. Jake was unlike anyone he had ever seen. As powerful as this person seemed, it did not decrease the fear. Scared out of his mind, the last thing he wanted to do was to go back into that building. Even with Jake protecting him, it was all too much to handle.

	Jake grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him along.  

	“Where are we going?”

	“In.”

	“Now…?!” Canley said reluctantly.

	“That muthafucker really pissed me off. It’s about time he gets what’s coming to him.”

	“What about the others, the people he answers to… that decide on his agendas? They are infinitely more dangerous.”

	“In due time, kid. Besides, they will be expending most of their energy dealing with him.”

	“Can you really help my family?”

	“Yeah, no problem.” 

	They continued walking toward the White House allowing the crowds of people to mask their presence.

	“Okay kid, we are going inside, you know how this feels, so don’t jump when we get in the hallway, just keep walking.”

	“I understand.”

	“You might think that I’ve taken off when we get in his office, but I’ll still be there.”

	“Huh?!” Canley said, frightened.

	“I’ll be in the room, it will happen fast. I am going to make that ass wipe take his prescription. Doctor Stone’s remedy.”

	“Who?”

	“Never mind... you’ll find out soon enough.”

	Their next step was in the middle of the crowded hallway. Canley kept walking. Jake silently followed him as they made their way into the Oval Office.

	“Sir, everything is set up.” Canley improvised. “I talked to all the parties involved. Everything has been taken care of and is on track. You should be getting reports from each of them soon.”

	Canley moved closer to the President's desk to hide his quivering leg. He had no idea what was going on or who this person was that Seamus had sent to help him. Canley was afraid to trust him, but he had no choice. It was either this or die.

	As the door to the Oval opened Jake, moved outside the thin veil of time and space into the quantum realm. He waited until the President was in the correct position. Holding a tiny cylinder between his fingers he phased his hand and arm into the President's stomach and released the mechanism. Jake reappeared behind the President grabbed him by the back of the shirt and lifted him off his feet. The President, hanging by the scruff of his neck, choked and coughed, looking around to figure out what was going on and who was attacking him. The Secret Service Agents who were stationed in the Oval Office stood with backs to the situation distracted by instructions Canley creating off the cuff. Jake soon appeared in front of both of them, knocking them out simultaneously. 

	“That was a fucking blast! I didn’t realize it was going to be  this much fun.”
	
	“Who are you?”

	“Something, I always wished I could be…”

	The President fell out of his chair as blood and bile streamed across the floor from his mouth.

	“We’re going to jail! What did you do! There are cameras everywhere!”

	“Not a problem, kid, thanks for reminding me.” Jake faced one of the cameras and smiled. The data on the servers changed to the President falling asleep behind his desk and the two Secret Service Agents nodding out in their chairs.

	“What’s going to happen to him?”

	“He will sleep for a few hours. You are safe for the time being. Clear his schedule for the day. I will contact him when he wakes up.”

	“I can’t do that! He’s going to kill me as soon as he wakes up!”

	“Canley,” Jake said getting his attention. “You will be fine. He will be a completely different person when he wakes up. Go slow with him. He will want to reverse most of his actions over the past few years, so be ready for it. Start taking notes immediately. But don’t let him out of the office or on the phone until he hears from me.”

	“But…”

	“But what? Everything and everyone will be fine… you’ll be fine, too.”

	“That reminds me. Here… I have the addresses where everyone met.” Canley handed Jake the information.

	Jake took a deep breath and closed his eyes. When he reopened them he handed Canley the addresses back. “They're safe now. You can call them, they are well hidden. I’ve got to get back my people and kick this shindig into gear.”
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	Jake appeared back at the Montana stronghold. The main area was empty with a few soldiers guarding the room where the being was undergoing the transformation. A majority of the Orianders and the soldiers were completing the infiltration while Stone, Buxton, and Saunders worked through strategies in one of the offices located on the second floor.

	“Jake! Everything all set?” Buxton inquired as Jake entered the office. 

	“You’re boy is handled, Admiral,” Jake replied. 

	“Jake, can you take a look at something for me?” Stone requested, motioning to the world map spread out on the table in front of them. Red, Green, and Black marks were placed on the map in more than a dozen airports and cultural centers across the globe. 

	What do you need?”

	“The Green marks are simultaneous drop points for the upgrade. The Red ones indicate where they plan to launch their initiative. The Black circles are the intercept points to upgrade their delivery personnel before they reach these drops. As you can see there are a few places where they intersect. We think we should simultaneously hit the intersect locations first to avoid any sideways dilemmas and then immediately after go in for one concurrent flush on their Red locations. After which we can feel free to propel the upgrade at the designated areas in green. What do you think? Also, is it easier for you to facilitate three separate smaller moves in and out or one large instantaneous movement?”

	“I’d like to do the latter. But I’ll need to make sure I’m up to the task. Send me the amount of personnel in each unit and the locations. I’ll let you know before we initiate.”

	“Thank you, Jake?”

	“How are we doing otherwise?”
 
	“Good. Everything has been deployed in the first phase and Buxton is coordinating the second.”
 
	“How about our guy in the room?”
 
	“He’s looking good, ahead of schedule. The change is moving rapidly through his system… luckily he is pushing the issue.”
 
	“Can he speak yet?”
 
	“Somewhat, I would give him another hour and and we can sit down with him.”
 
	“Great, I am going to take this opportunity to spend some time with my wife. We are ready for a little time off, it’s been a long couple of days. Only call me if you really need me.”

	“Jake… Thank you, again. We’re almost there.”

	“True, as long as nothing goes wrong in the process.”

	“Hopefully, I can tie up those issues before something does…” Stone said, turning his attention back to the live updates from each facility.

01101100011011110111011001100101

	Jake met with Emma and took her back to their room at Stone’s place. It was dark and quiet, the comforting scent of Stone’s baking still filled the air. Emma lit the cotton-scented candles that had been placed as decoration. Then she opened the window next to the bed and turned on the overhead fan. The curtains billowed from the slight breeze it created, adding to the perfect seventy-degree weather outside.

	“It feels so good to be away from the turmoil and production. Can’t we just stay here until it’s done?” Emma said with her eyes closed and a slight smile on her face, enjoying the moment.

	“It would be nice… I wish it were an option…” Jake said, letting out a long sigh. “I really appreciate you standing by me today, I know it wasn’t easy...”

	“How could I not… you’re my man… and you always will be, no matter how you look or who you become, I will still love you…”
 
	“I’ll never stop wanting you… I Love You…”

	“You are my whole world…”

	“You’ve been my hope, my light in a horrible world of uncertainty and darkness.”

	“Oh my God! Here comes the mush! No matter how much you upgrade it’s still there!”

	“It’s the truth. Without you, I would have never made it this far. I would have been dead or crazy if I never met you… You freed me. You saved my life. You pulled me from a life of torture and placed me down in a perfect world with you… You gave me life when I saw nothing on the horizon.”

	“You did the same for me. I couldn’t imagine living without you… You changed everything. You made everything right.”

	“Mush.. Mush… Mush… Mush… Heh Heh.” Jake said jokingly.

	“You get nothing! Remember that, my friend. Nothing!” She said, in jocose retaliation.

	“We’re on a new adventure… But I don’t where this will lead us. I only know that I want you… I can’t go through eternity if you’re not there with me.”

	She pulled him down to the bed on top of her and placed his hands on her torso. She then slid his fingers around her body until he encircled, pervaded, and embraced every part of her with his now powerful and formidable hands. He tore at her clothes exposing the large, firm, and nubile breasts that swelled beneath. Emma gasped in wanting as he seized her skirt breaking the seam that ran from her waist down to her knee. She scurried to remove the lingerie hidden under her clothes until he shredded them off in a frenzy, releasing her now naked soaked body writhing before him. Jake stood up and propelled his shirt across the room, before dropping trow. She then pressed herself against him and felt his strength and prowess envelop her. They merged together, pulsing in a passionate wave as tremors shook through her entire being. Emma tried to catch her breath and stay the course. She longed for him and worked to keep up with his fevered aggression. 

	Jake had taken her somewhere new. It was so strong that she collapsed in exhaustion as they finished. Her body writhed and bucked until she could no longer move. Emma imagined that it felt not unlike heroin. Her body was laid to waste as she sunk into the soft cloud-like bed beneath them.”

	It was several minutes before she could speak. The words flowed softly through her lips in a whisper. “I need you, baby…please... don’t make us go back…please… I want you alone with me...please, baby, please…”

	“Don’t worry sugar, It will be a while before we need to get back,” Jake assured her. He pulled her close watching tears of sadness mixed with ecstasy flow down her face. “I’m here to take care of you. We’re not leaving this room for a while if I can help it.”

	“Baby please...please, I beg you…”

 	“I am not a part of this round. You are the one who planned it, remember? This is our time.” Jake reassured her. “We will have to go at some point… unfortunately… but not now… I told them only to call me if it’s an emergency… and it better be because they actually need me!” Jake let out a long sigh of exhaustion and tried to clear his mind. Then he turned to her and brushed her hair back. Looking into her eyes he wiped away her tears. “Understand this… I’m here for you and only you.”

	She held onto him afraid to let him go. This had been the best sex of her life. The best feeling she had ever experienced. It was idyllic, perfect. She could not believe that her man was even better now than he had been before. It was like she was being propelled into space, directly through to heaven.

	She let out a long whisper of air in a melodious sigh. “That was incredible… and I’m not saying it was ever bad before… but that… that was on a whole other level… I… I could barely keep up… I am telling you, seriously, it was hard to deal with an experience of that ilk... but... there was no way… no way, I was going to stop!”

	“Heh…heh…” Jake responded, leaning back across the bed.

	“Don’t laugh, I can’t move…”

	“Right on…” Jake said, smiling as he nodded in approval of a job well done.

	“You know, I don’t want to go through the transformation like you did, but after that, I might want to do it a little, just so I can give back to you what just gave me. You deserve it after that… God… whoa… I can’t even think…”

	“You gave back, baby… you did! Everything, and I mean everything, is perfect. You are the Zen Master of Love, baby! That put it over the top, all net from the other side of the court.”

	“But how… that was beyond…”

	“But what, baby… It doesn’t mean you don’t ‘let it do what it do, baby.’ You still got it. You still affect me in the same way. That’s why I married you. You. Got. It. All.”

	“I can’t move… it feels so good…”

	They stayed in bed for a few more hours and rested. The night passed with the Nolan’s finding their way in and around each other for the first time since the change. Sleep found it’s way in between, as did a small amount of semi-incoherent talk that bridged the empty spaces between each exchange.
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	No one entered the Oval Office for several hours. Canley kept them at bay until the President finished with the transformation. The Secret Service Agents were transported to the Montana facility where Buxton’s soldiers relieved them of their equipment and placed them in a holding tank.

	When the next shift of agents arrived to guard the President,  Canley explained that they would need to wait until the President returned before they could take over for the others.

	“Rease…” The President called in a calm tone. “Can you come in here for a minute?”

	“Yes sir…” Canley answered as he looked up inquisitively. The President had never called him by his first name before. Still scared and wondering if any change had truly occurred, he entered the room cautiously. 

	Standing behind the Resolute Desk, the President appeared less weasel-like in his demeanor and extremely healthy with a more commanding stature. There was an air of truth in his tone, that was apparent from the first word.

	“Rease, I need you to reconvene the Joint Chiefs of Staff… I have a lot to go over with them. Second, set up a meeting with the Vice President and the Secretary of State. If they request an agenda, explain that we will be discussing the war effort and several other world affairs.”

	“Is there anything else sir?”

	“Not right now, I will be retracting several initiatives that have been put in place. Give me about thirty minutes before you send in the Joint Chiefs.”

	“Will do, sir.” Canley walked towards the door with a feeling of slight relief coming over him.

	“Rease…?...!”  The President called out.

	“Yes, Mr. President…?

	“Thank you… and I would like to apologize for how I have acted towards you since you came to work for me. Expect a huge raise and retro pay… it’s not much considering the way I’ve treated you… but it’s something for the moment. Everything about this current administration is about to change.”

	“I appreciate that, Sir. By the way Sir, our lines are down for security maintenance, please refrain from using them until IT gives us the go-ahead.”

	The President watched as the Joint Chiefs of Staff arrived in the small seating area outside the Oval Office followed by the Secretary of State and the Vice President. They paced awkwardly, glancing at each other and exchanging small talk. But, as each minute passed another level of intolerance spiked their anger. Speculations turned quickly from hushed tones to loud explicative bursts.

	Amused by their discontent, the President motioned to Rease. “I believe our guests are ready.”

	“Yes, sir. Who would you like to meet with first.”

	“Send in the Secretary of State and the Vice President.”

	Cawley opened the door to the Oval Office and motioned to them to proceed inside. 

	“Good evening sir. How are you?” The Vice President asked. 

	“Very good. Please sit down, both of you.” 

	The President stood with his back to them, slowly mixing a Vesper Martini to prolong the wait.

	Growing impatient, the Secretary of State fidgeted like a child in his chair. “What can we do for you, Mr. President?” He blurted out with an air of annoyance lingering in his tone.

	“I alter the recipe for the Vesper Martini, using vermouth in lieu of Lilet Blanc and a formidable Gin that harnesses an aromatic taste. I find the Lilet to be too sweet for my taste. In this world, we should have what we want, the way we want it… As long as it is beneficial for everyone involved. Don’t you agree?”

	“Sir, I am not sure what you getting at…”

	“I’m going to keep this short… Several pieces of information have come to my attention that have led me to set up meetings with the leaders of each nation we are allied with and those we are currently at war and/or have major conflicts with right now. Each nation of the world will be included with representation from its leaders and highest-level officials.”

	“Sir?! What is this all about? What has happened?”

	The President raised his index finger to silence him.

	“I am not done speaking,” The President responded. His eyes were cold and piercing. “Reese, could you call my Wife and have her meet us at the helipad in one hour? Ask her to pack for several days and to bring along at least two of my suits. She will need a few cocktail dresses as well. Thank you.”

	“Yes Sir,” Reese replied.

	The President fixed his gaze on the two men in his office and sipped his drink before continuing his briefing.

	“We will be pulling our troops out of each country effective immediately. They will be sent home to their families. I will need you to coordinate with Reese. He has the information and locations of the meeting. Do not discuss what I have told you with anyone including the leaders, provided you see them before I do. This is highly classified and will be handled directly by me. I will explain everything to them and you as we work out the details. If you speak of this to anyone, you will be arrested for treason and crimes against humanity. Are we clear?”

	“Yes, sir.” The Secretary of State answered.

	“Affirmative, sir.” The Vice President responded eagerly. Up to this point, he had been a figurehead who spoke well, attended the appropriate functions, and presented the office of the president in a positive light.

	“I realize that this is sudden…” The President continued. “...and you may find it hard to believe that something of this nature could be put in motion after decades of war and unrest. But the time has arrived.” 

	“Sir...?” The Secretary of State tried to speak.

	“Please no questions. You will find out in due time. Work with Reese, the meeting will occur in seven hours. I have some pieces of the puzzle that will need to be put in order. Call me when everyone is en route.”

	The Secretary of State and the Vice President left the Oval Office with a sense of honesty ringing in their ears. Although it was surprising, something about him was reassuring. The expression in his voice and his demeanor had changed to such a degree that they felt confident that what they were about to do would be a positive action. 

	

	It was clear to the President that from the moment he awoke, a drastic change had overtaken him. He knew at that moment, the person he had been all his life, was gone. The wretched, misguided entity had given way to something new, honest, sincere, and without fear.

	There was an itch in his left ear and it felt blocked. Reaching in, he pulled out a round skin-colored earpiece. He tapped it and slid it back into his ear canal. 

	A deep, coarse voice began to speak. “Mr. President. On your desk is a list of tasks that will need to be completed. These tasks align with actions that are currently in progress, globally.”

	The President, upon initially hearing the plan, was afraid. The ambitious scale seemed impossible, especially within the planned time frame. There would be strong opposition. A major coup of this ilk would be stopped before it began. 

	“You won’t be able to pull this off,” The President began to explain. 

	“Mr. President, at each level we have safeguards to ensure the success of this project. Your assessment is correct, there will be opposition, but we have accounted for those situations and the people involved.” 

	The voice went on for several minutes explaining the protective orders already in place. With this information, his confidence level rose. Beyond that, a new sense of morality kicked in. His objective understanding began firing on all cylinders. His thoughts became finely tuned. This way forward would be correct, leaving him to carry the ball, utilizing everything he had done wrong up to this moment as a perfect cover to push this through the channels and take it above the rim.
 
	

	Canley closed the door behind them. “Mr. President, Sir. Should we hold the others off a while longer?”

	“It is not necessary. I have talked with our mutual acquaintance, the plan is afoot. Thank you for your concern and the IT ruse, our friend mentioned that he asked you to help out. Good job.”

	“Very good, Sir.”

	“Our ‘mission is a go.’ You can send them in, just be aware that I will be doing a little acting, so excuse my rhetoric during this meeting. The idea is to have them assume nothing has changed. Then we send them on a wild goose chase. Don’t worry about what I say or how I sound. It’s all an act from this point on. Just, sit back and enjoy the show.”

	Canley opened the door. “Gentleman. Please come in.” The Joint Chiefs of Staff slowly and awkwardly entered. Cawley closed the door behind them and took his position at the back of the room.

	“What’s this all about?” The Admiral bellowed.

	The President, acutely aware of the special care needed when presenting this to them, reverted to his previous demeanor. He addressed them as he would have before the transformation and briefed them with the false intelligence forwarded by Emma, Stone, and Buxton. 

	The Joint Chiefs were on the payroll of the controlling entities, so any wrong move could get him killed and put the plan in jeopardy. This was the safest route, it would have them out chasing the decoys, believing it would stop any progress of the opposing faction.
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	“Do you think the New Deal was bullshit?” Buxton proposed to Stone as they laid out their theories of war and politics waiting for the Nolans to return. “We all remember the initiative as a great historical moment, but it drove us into debt and unemployment at around fifteen percent. It wasn’t until we went to war in the nineteen forties that this country began to have prosperity. We were one of the only countries left that had not been destroyed by the end of World War II, which enabled us se to supply goods, services, and food to the rest of the world. It gave us a leg up on everyone and built the foundation for a global economy.”
	
	“You’re not wrong, but by the time the war broke out the debt we were at 50 billion. However, the war took it to another level, and by the end of ’45, we were up to 245 billion, which was over 100%. The debt height did not reach that height until COVID when it jumped up to just under 100%. This was the highest debt created by war. Around the time of the Revolutionary War,  The Civil War followed by WWI created roughly the same amount of debt.

	So even though the New Deal raised the debt bar slightly, it was WWII that dug us into a giant hole financially. Luckily, between work projects like the CCC and WPA that boosted morale along with WWII, the country achieved a distinctive solidarity. In turn, from 1945 to around 1965 the county went through a cultural and artistic renaissance, ushering in a new sense of prosperity.” Stone replied.

	“Well, it did help that by the time the fifties rolled around Eisenhower built on it n to increase and sustain that prosperity. But ‘ole ‘Ike’ warned the country in no uncertain terms against succumbing to the Military Industrial Complex. of which I have been a part of all my life. Then after the rest of the world started to catch up, Kennedy divided out corporate and income tax cuts which Reagan in the 1980s, building a foundation for new businesses and allowing for tremendous growth.”

	“Sadly from there, it became a circus. Controlled and convoluted by outside sources who had been building a clandestine regime since the end of the 1800s.”

	“Fortunately, it wasn’t like the current situation where both Republican and Democrat criminal parties are the puppets to their bosses.”

	“The machine still ran the show then but in a much different way. Look at FDR, he would have never gotten the New Deal passed now, he’d be called a fucking socialist asshole and they would fight him every step of the way. Then you look at Kennedy’s famous quote ‘Ask not what your country can do for you, ask what you can do for your country.’ The same party utilizes opposite outlooks: one suggests the government should help its people and the other states the people should uplift the country.” 

	“But they both understood that the way through was to utilize multiple concepts. No country can be governed and succeed through one political concept. You need to build from the best and most appropriate aspects of each one.”

	“Unfortunately, now and throughout history we have been fed a load of fucking bullshit!”

	“Handed to us on fine china.”

	“So no matter how many times good and honest people rise to the top, all the great things they built will get manipulated and abused to the detriment of the common man.”

	“It’s easy. When you know the one simple rule of governing… ‘The general population is easily manipulated.’ Tell them what to think. Give them something to fight over and it distracts them from what’s going on behind the curtain. Stay out of sight and put the puppets out front.”

	“Luckily, we haven’t had another world war because the idiots that run the show didn’t want that degree of destruction in their countries again. Now you only get war, when they want money, power, resources, control, land or someone pisses them the fuck off. Our resources and money are too interconnected. I mean look a the top three countries who own our debt. Japan, China, and the UK. Even Ireland owns part of our debt.”

	“Our resources intertwined with government and corporate relationships, it has just become a clusterfuck.”

	“True,” Stone replied. “So what do you think of the ‘new’ process of war? To me, it’s a moral displacement. We are going down a path of insanity, turning war into a game.”
	
	“New or old it’s the same. Those who design wars are too short-sighted to understand, that the destructive aspect of war is a counterproductive endeavor. There are much easier ways to make money and retain or assume control.” Buxton responded. 

	“We are stupid or naive if we think that one Presidency doesn’t carry on the plans of the last. If we de-escalate a war, then we are going to escalate the CIA’s part in it or privately owned militias.”

	“Or they might not do anything different, just feed the world population as much propaganda as they will accept to keep their hate healthy.”

	“The whole thing pisses me off. We don’t know who’s playing the game and at what level they are playing. Which countries? Which agencies? Which private organizations? Which one of these bone brains will decide to induce war? Beyond that, how will they proceed?”

	“It is a game. An infinite cycle. Whoever is set up to win, controls the chessboard. The level of play only changes when the stakes change, allowing the board to reset.”

	“We are on the brink of a resource-based society with only a need to share ideas and move forward. But the puppeteers are only looking for instant money and control. Our lives and future are a secondary concern, if at all.”

	“I don’t understand. It’s fucking obvious to anyone with half a brain, that each time we get involved in the barbaric exercise of war, we literally take a step backward. Sure, technology advances, but we, the human race, are left to trudge through the tundra and try to reclaim our position as conscious and evolved entities.”

	“It would be incredibly easy to forget war and politics so we could concentrate our efforts on building a more enhanced society. A society that is productive and moves forward.”
	
	“They don’t want to give up their toys. Right now, every country is on the same playing field. We all have access to the same tools, which allows for war to be scaled anywhere.”

	“…And why not? There will always be knowledge to obtain, resources to acquire, and weapons to build.” 

	“Unfortunately, that’s what led us to this point in history.”

	“The ability to utilize enhanced soldiers and control the entire human race on a cellular level is too engaging. It’s checkmate. They are not concerned with peace or ending conflict between nations. They are only interested in the toys that will propagate their agenda at any given moment.” 

	“Yes, but will nature rebel?  Will a new kind of civil war eventually erupt? I have intimate knowledge of their technology. At some point, a section of the population's DNA will override and those people will become aware. Then what happens?”

	“That’s the reason for enhanced soldiers. It’s the backup plan. Any remote stragglers, immune individuals will hunted down and eliminated.

	“With truly autonomous weaponry, what is the purpose in the case of fully automated Artificial Intelligence controlling the action? If one of the over forty-three countries with the technology stops using drones as they would a manual weapon, by pointing and shooting, and instead let the weapon fight on its own, then are we distracting from the purpose or disengaging ourselves completely? And to what end? Because, that only leaves war in its simplest form: war for war's sake and war for control's sake, Clearly, money means nothing to an AI, Its end result leaves the human equation as nothing but collateral damage and population adjustment. AI and evil men have one common denominator, control. For humans, it is simply the immoral control of money, resources, power, and having a workforce of willing participants to do their bidding. For AI, it is simply the game of control and propagation of its agenda. An agenda sadly learned from the actions, triumphs, failures, and the consistent immoral practices of the human race.”

	People will fight back on their own, soon forming small militias and history will keep repeating itself, never breaking the cycle, never learning, never growing as a species.”

	“We will go on like this until we destroy ourselves! When the fuck are ever going to learn! It’s fucking simple! Don’t be an asshole, help out the guy next to you, get along like adults for the good of all people. Stop thinking only about your selfish jackass self. Think for yourself. Don’t listen and repeat what other boneheads tell you. The golden rule. Simple! We have been preached this for over two thousand years, yet we as a race of people have never learned from it or enforced it. If the self destructive behavior and ideologies of war, hatred, lies and greed, have never worked to our benefit, then why do we keep falling over the same hurdle instead of choosing a new path? What the hell is wrong with us…?! It’s not fucking rocket science!” 

	“This is why they want to up the ante and change the rules. If people are dumb and gullible to begin with why not nudge them over the finish line and take total control? Change the game and the playing field and erase the anomalies, the uncontrollable, the individuals.”

	“If we don’t pull this off, there is no telling what capacity we will be happily forced to exist in… it will be beyond our will to change… It will be… the annihilation of the sentient human race.”

	“Fine. Well, then what happens to the stragglers and those who develop immunity against what we are initiating?”

	“Human nature.”

	“I don’t get it.”

	“Good or bad, people rebel against what they feel is wrong or to be more precise what is wronging them. Correct?”

	“Yeah…… Most likely… I guess…”

	“If everyone in the world is treating each other well. Everyone has everything they need. No one has a want for anything, then the one percent will not develop the angst because there is no reason. Sure, there will always be outliers, but when culled into an almost complete mass of positive influence, those outliers will not propagate any derision. Also, out of that one percent will be several other manifestations diluting and consistently changing the balance of the pool.”

	“So what makes that any different from their strategy as opposed to ours? Wouldn’t the same situation occur?”

	“No. That’s the whole point. When people are being abused, even if it’s the only thing they have ever known, subconsciously they react. That is the biggest flaw in their plan and why they need the soldiers as a backup. Either they will rebel against them or they will become unhinged, akin to serial killers, sociopaths, and psychopaths. Psychopaths, being the worst of the lot, because they can go undetected. The more abuse the more abnormalities develop.”

	“That is true. History proves how short-sighted they have always been and why their plans never truly work.”

	“That is why our plan has an optimum potential for success. It’s based on care and positive action with a built-in foundation of logic. Removing the negative aspects and building on positive development gives way to a prosperous outcome. Two steps forward instead of two steps back and the illusion of two steps forward.”

	“If we’re going change this fucking world for the better… once and for all… in one fell swoop… we better not fuck up!”

	Stone raised his glass. “Then Cheers! Here’s to shutting down the infamous fuckery, I like to call ‘The Industry of Death!’”

	Buxton let out a deep laugh and refilled their glasses. “Let’s cut these fuckers off at the knees!”











RETRO

[bookmark: Retro]Retro
"You realize that our mistrust of the future makes it hard to give up the past." 
 Chuck Palahniuk 


	“I don’t care how it gets done. Make it happen, now!” Grey Samuels said dismissing McCreary.

	“Sir, we have no idea what happened to them or how this tech was created,” McCreary answered trying to hold his ground.

	“If you guys can’t get this done, I’ll find someone who will.”

	“We have stopped or side-tracked every initiative that was able to be tracked down.”
 
	“You obviously missed one, get back there and find them!”
 
	“But sir, these people have literally disappeared. Anytime we think we have a bead on them they are gone. If they have been exposed to this technology then other technologies must be out there that we are not aware of.”
 
	“Well, you need to find them! They will lead you to the technologies and whoever else is creating them.”
 
	“Sir, if they can create these technologies then they will be aware of us and what we are trying to achieve. They may already be trying to stop us.”
 
	“Fine! Go back and do a fact-finding mission. See what you glean do without being noticed. I’ve given you the tools, so if by some odd fuckin’ chance, you can make contact, then find out their agenda. Especially the fuckin’ weird guy we’ve been trying to keep under surveillance.”

	“Yes, Sir.”

	“If their goals align with ours then bring them into the fold… At least for now. Who knows, they might be able to help. God help me, I don’t want to use any of these other fuckin’ plans.”

	“Sir?!” McCreary queried, puzzled by Samuels's last statement.

	“Don’t worry about changing or fixing anything. If their goals are nefarious, send in our backup to bring down their efforts.”

	“Backup? Who can we trust?”

	“We can only trust what we developed that no one has had eyes on.”

	“You’re not talking about the Scourge?

	“I am.”

	But it’s too dangerous!”

	“It’s our only resource. It’s never been seen by anyone alive outside of the base. On the conspiracy theory radar, it’s barely a blip. No descriptions, no news, no sightings, no ‘whistleblowers,’ no misinformation threads, no memos, no stories, no science fiction for that matter, nothing. It is our perfect tool. Even though it wasn’t developed for this specific reason, this is exactly the situation it was created.” 

	“I don’t get it, Sir, this a last resort! For cataclysmic events only!”

	“You don’t think we are at that point right now!”

	“But Sir, with all due respect, it’s never been tested. Worse than that, it has been stewing since the tail end of the atomic age. There is no reason why it would even comply with any directive.”

	“It will. It is waiting to be unleashed. Secondly, if it were to get out of hand, we can relocate it to a safe time and environment.”
 
	“Then if we are going to do this, should we retrieve it and let it loose on a target where the problem is occurring or have it decimate the problem people and situations before they are put in place?”
 
	“After being locked up for so long, he will have other agendas on his mind. So you’ll have to convince him to work in unison with his past self.”
 
	“What the fuck?!” McCreary exclaimed. “Let me get this straight. You’re suggesting we use two versions of the same being from different points in time. Do you understand, that managing it will not only be a logistical nightmare, it will more likely turn into unmitigated chaos? That is, providing, we can get it to agree to do anything at all.”
 
	“You’re point is valid. That just because logic permits it, reality may indeed prove it wrong. But I’d rather cover the bases and attack the problem from both insertion points.”

	“Look, I get the theorem. The Hilter Paradox: If you kill baby Hitler to stop what he did as an adult, you may stop the positive impacts that occurred during his reign and any butterfly effect that could have changed important positive aspects of the future. So why now, at the second point in time?”

	“We are dealing with multiple variables: People, technology, locations, situations, chaos (unpredictable circumstances), variable timelines, etc., so we need to attack several fronts simultaneously to stop any nefarious outcome from occurring.”

	“But Sir. What if we can’t get one of the versions to comply?”
 
 	“Exactly!!!” Samuels yelled. “Do I have to fuckin’ spell it out for you?! Why else do we need more than one fuckin’ option?! I think we may have to start out with two and then stop or build from there. If he doesn’t comply at one of the points then we will have to work with him at another until we fix the issue! Now get your ass on the road!!!”

	Grey Samuels sat back in his chair and let out a long sigh as they walked out. He had no idea what to do next. What the DFA held together for so long had reached its final point of transition. If both versions of the Scourge failed, there was an alternate plan in place to stop this tech from ever being created, but it would require setting back technology to the seventeen hundreds. That would truly be the last resort. An alternative solution, win or lose left only two outcomes, a barren wasteland or controlled hell.
 
	Grey Samuels worked in the Department of Future Affairs during the Kennedy era. The department existed from 1961 to 1963 in real-time but has continued out of time-space, implementing thousands of changes to the future. His office which was not recognized or known by any administration after that time was comprised of one hundred agents: geneticists, physicists, futurists, and individuals with distinct skill sets acquired from select points in time. The DFA became responsible for advancements in the fields of technology, medical advancements, political structures, and global prosperity. The manifest was clear: ‘To develop cures or eradicate diseases. To adjust political and power balances. To develop technologies that would advance the future. Detering actions that would lead to dystopian outcomes or any scale of annihilation. Altering the future for the good of mankind.’ 

	After it appeared the DFA had disbanded in 1963, many who were affected in its three-year period, felt that it should have remained intact to prevent other atrocities that occurred in the subsequent years. Unbeknownst to everyone the DFA had continued. Throughout the years, although wars and atrocities occurred, these horrific events were the lesser of multiple evils that could have taken place.
 
	In the time prior to the Kennedy assassination, the DFA assisted in avoiding major global incidents including the Bay of Pigs and the Gulf of Tomkin. This led to the subsequent attempts on his life in hopes that they could cohearse Johnson into these initiatives.

	Backed by the CIA, the first attempt on Kennedy’s life was by poison which was to be associated with Cuban and Russian assets to drag the U.S. back into war. When the DFA covertly stopped that incident, several more were put into play. There was a second attempt by ‘accidental’ drowning in the White House pool located in the West Colonnade ensued by the Secret Service. A third in Chicago via Jimmy Hoffa. Then two others in Florida, one in Miami and another in Tampa. All stopped by the DFA. 

	Understanding that at some point he would be killed, they initiated a plan to let his adversaries complete their initiative: To kill the President in the public eye. Making it appear beyond a shadow of a doubt, that he was dead. They created all the theories to reinforce the myth, built on the conspiracies and added to the misinformation. The plan was to be so effective that those behind his death would be satisfied. The most important aspect was to make sure no one knew who got off the kill shot, but each sniper would have reasonable proof that they were the actual killer. The book depository was an easy shot, anyone who has ever been there, understands that Oswald had no problem. Several snipers on the grassy knoll and in convenient locations nearby could hit the moving target. But the ‘shot’ that perpetrated the infamous ‘back and to the left’ movement was from the inside the vehicle. It was a remote trigger that detonated the head of the prop so that no one else in the car would be hit. To ensure the safety of the individuals in the car and in attendance at Daily Plaza, the DFA loaded Oswalds and each of the sniper’s weapons with blanks. The ‘Kennedy’ in the car was created by utilizing a film effect prop brought to the past from 2030 and an Illusionist concept from the mid-2010s. It was so realistic only his wife knew. Jackie took it as an ‘out’ to escape her marriage to the man who would rather have been a part of the rat pack than President and a life where she was a pawn in a very high-stakes game. JFK had grown weary of trying to serve multiple masters. Implementing agendas he either approved of or did not want to be involved in, life in the public eye, dealing with the mob, and avoiding the curse his father bestowed on his family. 

	The DFA reached out to the peers of JFK. By 1964, Malcolm X had separated from the Nation of Islam and built the strong but peaceful Organization of Afro-American Unity (OAAU) and his religious branch, Muslim Mosques, Inc. (MMI). In 1965, after several unsuccessful attempts by the CIA  and the NOI to kill him, he took up their offer, siding to keep his wife and family safe along with those who were close to him. His organization fell apart without his leadership, but his influence made a larger impact because of his death. Martin Luther King understanding that his day would also be coming soon, accepted the DFA’s offer. He felt he had reached a point of maximum impact and that like Malcolm X, his ‘death’ would be a catalyst to stamp his teachings into history. JFKs brother Robert on the other hand, stayed the course, letting his bravado and willingness to serve his masters, destroy his life. In the end, with death threats and attempts looming he reached out to the DFA. Unfortunately, it was too late, and within a few months of Doctor King’s ‘assassination,’ RFK succumbed to his enemies in the Mob, his blood feud with Hoffa, his crusade against Castro and Russia, his internal enemy LBJ, and the whim of the CIA.
 
	“Do you think we will be able to pull it off?” Weinstein asked.
 
	“I’m not sure, but we need to find a way, the Scourge is too unpredictable and too dangerous,” McCreary answered.
 
	“What if it doesn’t work?”
 
	“I don’t want to think about the alternative.”
 
	They walked down to observe the Scourge. If nothing else, a good long look at this thing would give them a kick in the ass and remind them of its potential. The Scourge, a discomforting nine-foot being with eleven-inch spikes protruding from its arms, and a body etched in coarse steel. As it walked, an acid-base venom leaked like viscous sweat, marking the floor and steaming upward into a florescent blue cloud.
 
	The Scourge looked up at them and made an unintelligible sound, then smirked, disgusted by their presence.
 
	“How long do you think that it can be held before it destroys this place?”
 
	“It’s growing at an accelerated rate. It is much larger than the last time we were down here. Apparently, they found something to contain it permanently, because what it’s being held in now certainly won’t cut the mustard.”
 
	“Can we move forward in time? This thing is scaring the shit out of me.”

	“Sure, but I don’t think it will help,” McCreary answered as they two watched the room change around them revealing the updated chamber.
 
	The Scourge was now housed in a clear room made of interweaved Graphene, Acrylic, and Polycarbonate layers, that measured forty feet in each direction. Its frame now smaller was still ominous. Standing just over seven feet, it recognized the McCreary and Weinstein and walked over to the clear wall that separated them. 
	
	Raising its hand, they noticed a long and scaled, orbicular and blunt finger growing out of his thick oblong hand. A sound like a growl that was clearly a laugh, emanated from the Sourge and the two men jumped back. It leaned in close to the wall… baring long, sharp rounded teeth, and hissed with a thick liquid passing from its top and bottom jaws. They stared, frozen in fear of its next move….  it raised its hand into view… its face became obscured… and flipped them off. 

	The Scourge placed the tip of its webbed finger on the wall until a deep hole encapsulated its appendage. It proceeded to swipe the wall like it mashed potatoes before stopping for a second to let them observe. Then continued, by slowly and deliberately forming designs and patterns. With a quick thrust, it bent the wall, almost breaching the exterior layer in front of McCreary and Weinstein. They yelled incoherently pulling their heads backward in the throws of whiplash. The Scourge turned in disgust and walked back to the clear scalloped block where it had been sitting. Looking back at them, it offered an eerie scowl, before returning his gaze to the floor.

	In the years leading up to the inception of this ominous beast, known as the Sourge, a great number of technologies were created and unearthed. Most of the advancements in the 1900s were positive, while others, though formidable, were never properly understood or controlled. Conversely, other discoveries unearthed in that era, of an insidious nature were found to be unwise by both the benevolent and the amoral. 

	Technologies that would have been put into play immediately if not for the greed of corporate entities, were Anti-gravity, Hemp as a multipurpose material, Zero Point Energy,
Dotto Rings, tailoring the epigenome clock, Hover Tech, solar, frequency tech, etc.

	Most technologies developed and brought to market from the late 1800s to the present have been built solely on a negative-to-positive equation. Creating a negative result and then developing a zig-zag method of fixing the issue. In the case of Cancer, products and situations were put in place to propagate the disease. Then the slow-moving zig-zag approach to curing it, by developing technologies that may or may not eradicate it but instead do harm so that other procedures are needed. Such as operations, plastic surgery, ongoing medicines, multi-year treatments or follow-ups, etc., which never end in a cure. These treatments are marketed as the only way to deal with the issue, but in truth, the methods are just semi-cures that slowly zig-zag around to keep trillion-dollar industries growing. Truth be told, all it takes to cure most diseases is a simple device or an existing natural plant or extract that could easily eradicate any and all medical issues. 

	Our textbooks have been flawed with bad data or intentional misinformation. Ask any Doctor that when they begin working it’s a whole different ball game. Those Doctors and Scientists who continue to research for the entirety of their careers find that what they learned and the general practices are flawed and in most cases completely wrong. Aristotle’s quote still rings true, "The more you know, the more you realize you don't know.”

	Science has always been slow to evolve because we don’t correct our findings until they fall under one or all of the following reasons: If it is profitable, if it serves the ego of the benefactor and/or it is needed to avoid or end a major catastrophe.

	During the twentieth century, the Orianders were created by co-effort from the DFA and the Ordinaires. The Orianders were a covert group had been long forgotten since they stepped out of the time-space continuum. They were created as an intelligence operation and existed until the threat was thought to be resolved. When that time came the base was presumably shut down. However, it was deemed by the Oridnaires that this resource should be well-spent. So the Orianders were moved to an alternate time. There they were utilized to help control the outcome of technology and negative events.

In 1961, with the Cold War in full swing and the space race looming, the director of the Secret Service asked the Orianders to put a contingency into place to counter any foreign technology. With the advancements that had been made since the start of WWII, it was unknown what was around the corner. The request was for something that would bring a halt to any aggressor without using a weapon of mass destruction. It would need to place the U.S. clearly at the top and inflict ominous fear in the rest of the world.

	After the Cuban Missile Crisis and the removal of JFK, the technology, for better or worse was developed that would end up becoming the Scourge. But this contingency turned out to be a loose end. A situation had never arrived for it to be used. 

	For over half a century, the Scourge wallowed in captivity below a specialized military facility and through the lack of aggressive activity, the Scourge’s size and strength depleted. Yet in in this retribute state the military still had no way to kill it. No kill order ever came through and the Scourge went largely forgotten. Except for the hand delivery cycle of daily meals,  the Scourge was left alone, to rot.
 
	“That thing can get out anytime, you know, he’s just fucking with us.”
 
	“It looks that way, but why is it staying contained then?”
 
	“You saw what it just did! That motherfucker is a lot smarter than we realize. It’s waiting, and building a strategy. Probably to kill us all. There will be nothing left to this place. It’ll be obliterated. Whenever it decides, we’re all goners.”
 
	“When do think it will happen?”
 
	“It’s probably waiting for us to do it to ourselves. I mean we haven’t seen any effects from the past or even the places we have been in the future… so far.”

	“True, but that doesn’t it didn’t destroy this place and move to a different facility in the future we haven’t seen yet. Also, what we are about to have it do will alter both the past and future. The second we take that step in both directions at the same time, everything will change. Hence, why it’s a two-man synchronized job,”
 
	“That’s why we can’t fuck this up. If we do anything wrong, we will be controlled, or it will be controlled, there could be thousands of things like this everywhere controlled or think for themselves but they just decide to end the human race. There is so little chance that this will work. How did we let it get to this point?! It’s our job to stop this shit! ”
 
	“Calm down. It will be a more controlled situation and besides, none of us will realize what happened, it will just seem normal. Horrifically normal… Stepford normal.”

	“You’re wrong, it will be beyond… beyond any horrific scenario you can imagine.”

	“Let it go. We’re not in this alone. It’s not like it in history, when we did it all ourselves. There are new players in the game. They are on our side.”

	
	“I don’t know… It’s freaking me out.”

 	“Look at me! There’s a new sheriff in town. Something like we have never seen before. We have a fighting chance, maybe even more than that… I don’t know how to explain it… Have you seen Supernatural…? You, the show… Sam and Dean… Cass, Bobby… the whole crew.”

	“Yeeeaaaahhhh…. What’s that got to do with anything?”

	“Okay, simply put… It’s like, we have those guys on our side, even Mom and Pop Winchester. The kicker… you know when something really bad goes down and Dean gets some power, object, sigil, whatever… The Motherfucker finds a way! We have that Motherfucker! We have a ‘Dean!’ Someone who is something that will make it happen. Somehow. Someway. We have that chance. If we didn’t, I’d feel the same as you.”

	“You’re fucking crazy!”

	“I might be… but it’s all we got.”

	“What do we do now?”

	“The airport,” McCreary said motioning to the elevator. They walked back up to the main floor and out of the building. “Someone should be arriving there to help us with transport,” he continued, unlocking their vehicle.

	“Who are they?"

	“Samuels afforded me facial and retina scans along with DNA signatures. It can pair down data points and build location data. So if I don’t need to know who is meeting us, it will give me every person in the vicinity. So the facial, retina, and DNA, I have should match the person I’m looking for at any given moment. It’s just like checking a license or a passport against existing data.”
 
	“Why the airport?”
 
	“Because if they are moving the will need to fly.”
 
	“What if they are using some tech that doesn’t require flight to move from place to place.”
 
	“You talking like you’re in a science fiction movie.”
 
	“…and what we are doing right now isn’t like science fiction…?”
 
	“But that would be a technology that is far beyond what is going on here.”
 
	“We are moving ahead in time and back to our point of origin in time… in a different place and you're telling me that they won’t be able to figure out how to move from point A to point B.”
 
	“I can’t argue with that…,” McCreary said trying to pay attention to Weinstein as he watched the movement of his quarry.
 
	McCreary fell silent as he followed the movement of a vehicle drive forward about fifty feet and disappear, then reappear in a different terminal parking garage at Logan Airport. The vehicle parked and the quarry walked into Terminal C. Normalcy in Boston dictated that no one would look at them or acknowledge their presence. For that matter, no one would care who they were or why they were there. They flashed their badges and walked by security. Using key cards they walked out onto the tarmac.
 
	Leaning over McCreary’s shoulder, Weinstein watched them approach a well-dressed man in a long coat and an earpiece. 

	“Is that our contact?” Weinstein asked.

	“Yes… there are several others. Some I recognize… But others are not even registering. I see them but they are not showing up.” McCreary whacked the device against his hand and looked again, but nothing changed.

	“Let’s move that way. But keep a low profile. I’d rather be sure everything is kosher before we make contact. Capisce?”

	“Are you sure you’re Irish?

	“Fuck you. Stay behind me, like fifty feet. If something goes wrong, you won’t get caught up in it and you can go get help, if we need it.”

	McCreary moved close enough to hear the conversation.
 
 	“Are they all in place?” Sranith asked.
 
	“Yes.” A plain clothes solider responded.
 
	“Excellent, I’ll notify Jake to move us.”
 
	They were gone.
 
	“What the fuck?” McCreary uttered when he saw them disappear. “Did you see that?”
 
	“What?” Weinstein inquired.
 
	“Those people! They disappeared! Right there! On the fucking tarmac! Right fucking there!”

	“Can you get a signature on any of them?”
 
	“I can but it’s very faint. The fucker won’t lock in…”
 
	“Is there a general location?”
 
	“No. Fuck! It’s just a stream of numbers… A splatter of unrelated GPS coordinates. Wait… I’ve got something… It’s the one girl with them, I’ve got a lock. Fifty feet to the right… She should be easy to find.”

	“Why do they keep switching between locations?”
 
	“Fuck, if I know.”

	“Why don’t you just ask her?”
	
	“Fuck you!”
 
	The Ordinaires crossed the tarmac and followed her into the terminal. They ran through the doors and up the staircase, flashing their badges to pass by security. 

	The woman was standing in front of them at the corner of the walkway and the boarding gate. McCreary rushed up behind her and grabbed her arm. She turned wrapping her arm around his and flipped him on his back. A soldier appeared from the other side of the corner and pulled his gun on McCreary. The passengers passing by screamed when they saw a man hit the floor and a soldier’s gun drawn.
 
	“Jake pull us in. We have a rider, it’s one of the grey suits.”
 
 

 
 
 











Encounter
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"Beware; for I am fearless and therefore powerful." 
Mary Shelley

 
	“Not fa’ nuthin’ but… Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me?! I from fuckin’ New England, ova’ here. I wouldn’t give a fuckin’ rat’s ass if my dog bit off the nuts off of every fuckin’ one of those fuckin’ ass bag Yankees. Or should I say the New York fuckin’ Red Sox?! Those fuckin’ azzholes recruit all of our fuckin’ playa’s. I mean, what the fuck!  You know… They have never really beaten us… ya know why… because we play against fuckin’ ourselves. The equation doesn’t work.” Seamus preached.

	“You gotta point,” Jake replied. 

	“I’m not sure that’s right…” Stone said trying to join the conversation.

	“They should make it one team and call it the Northeastern Red Sox!”

	“I don’t know how the people in Boston and New York would feel about that, but considering the history of the game… it does make sense.” Jake followed, backing his friend.

	“In defense of my fuckin’ statement… You went to MIT, Stone. Therefore, YOU of all people should be aware of what’s happening with the fuckin’ Red Sox. I mean… What the fuck! It’s not like it ain’t right down the fuckin’ street from ya college!” Seamus offered.

	“I’ll have to check it out and get back to you…” Stone replied.

	“What’s up with this guy, Jake?! Facts is Facts!”

	Jake laughed, motioning Seamus and Stone to follow him down into the containment area where they passed the detainees sitting separately in several soundproof meeting rooms.

	“So what’s going on with the guys that Emma brought back? Who are they?” Jake asked. 

	“They might be a couple a’ old secret service men.” Seamus offered.
 
	“I don’t think so,” Stone replied. 

	“Why?”

	“There are no earmarks on their clothing and their demeanor is uncharacteristic of Secret Service protocol from any era.”

	“How the fuck would you know?” Seamus retorted.”

	“Unfortunately, I know more about them than I would prefer. But… If you would like specifics, I’ll run through it. The Secret Service was formed in 1865 as part of the Department of Treasury to stop counterfeiting. Then they were transformed under the mandate ‘Protect the Man, Protect the Symbol and Protect the Office.’ Secret Service agents stand with both hands remaining free in front of their bodies, placed on their jackets in a standard defensive posture. This position affords them the ability to access their weapons and protect the assigned asset. They would have lapel pins with security features. The first badges were worn in 1869 and became standard in 1873. In 1875 they were issued a Service Star, then redesigned in a smaller framework in 1890 to fit in their commission books. A uniform badge was issued in 1922, and subsequently changed in 1940, 1951, 1963, 1968, 1969, 1970, 1971, 1978, and 2003. They dress in professional attire appropriate to the detail they are assigned. Their weapons are either SIG-Sauer or Glocks. Secret Service personnel speak in a manner that is concise and direct which is not only part of the training but the consistent manner in which someone performs the duties of that position. These men were trained for something much different.”

	“So, counterfeiters run the show and the Secret Service unwittingly protects them.” Seamus quipped in an upscale affectation.

	“That’s what you got out of all that information?” Jake remarked.

	“Of course. We can’t all think like the highbrow biker over here.”

	“Fair enough.”

	Jake asked McCreary and Weinstein to accompany Stone, Emma, Seamus, and himself into a large cement room in the back portion of the facility. Ten chairs lined the walls of the room with a table in the middle. Jake requested that the Ordinares take a seat while four of the soldiers sat directly behind them. 

	“Are you going to kill us?” Weinstein asked Jake.
 
	“Not likely,” McCreary answered. “There’s no reason.”

	“Who are you guys?” Stone asked.

	“We are not at liberty to answer any of your questions. But an arrangement needs to be made between us.”

	“Look we have video of you altering information. We know what you’ve been doing. We know you’ve come from the past. The early sixties to be more exact.” Stone interjected.
	
	“That information won’t do you any good,” McCreary answered trying not to show his concern that Stone knew the time of the Ordinaire’s origin.

	“We could hold you here indefinitely or let you get back to your life or whatever surreptitious shenanigans you have planned.”

	“We will leave from here and nothing will happen to us.”

	“Really? Why?”

	“Because we’re not dead and we do go back to our lives.”

	“So whattya from the future, buddy?” Seamus interjected.

	“I am… or was…”

	“I don’t know what they told you in your time, but separate timelines can be created.” Stone continued.

	“Correct. We’ve been back and forth hundreds of times as well as many of our colleges and it has always been in a continuous timeline. But, if you go back and change the mistake it changes the future.”

	“Creating another timeline.”

	“No. You're wrong.”

	“Do you not understand that every time you change something you're changing a timeline and splitting it off in another direction? Even I know dat’,” Seamus said, adding his two cents.

	“No. We are stopping the timeline from being split and keeping it on course. There is only one reality, not multiple realities.”

	“You are out of your fuckin’ mind!” Seamus said, throwing his hands up in frustration.

	“Why don’t you think this encounter will change your future?” Stone inquired.

	“Yeah. If I killed you right the fuck now. I would change that timeline. Wouldn’t I?”

	“I…I…don’t know… but you won’t.” McCreary reluctantly answered.

	Stone paused for a brief second and leaned in to look at him. “You don’t know about me, do you?”

	“Should I?”

	“Yes, if you know about him, then you should know about me.”
	“We knew he would come into existence but we couldn’t figure out how.”

	“Maybe then he’s from another timeline!” Seamus interrupted.

	“I am and I’m not.” Jake chimed in. “I am in all timelines. Time is not what any of you perceive it to be. It’s not linear. It is a constant in and of itself. Everything runs together. It’s hard to explain, given the time we have. Just understand that time does not weave, revolve, or work like a highway with on-ramps and off-ramps.  Time is a constant. Time exists. Period. The closest idea I can relate it to might be quantum entanglement. Although… that’s not it either. This is a conversation for another time… no pun intended.”

	“I don’t know what you’re saying. But we are going to get pulled back to our time to check in. Before we do that, we need to assurances that we can work together to stop this extinction-level event and we need this guy to help us.” McCreary said pointing to Jake.

	“Is that why you grabbed my Wife? To force me to do your bidding?”

	“No. We knew people were with you and we had to make contact… To tell you the truth, we’re flying in the dark. We are trying not to get hurt or killed and make the correct alliances. We have never made contact unless someone needs to be pulled out of the timeline. We only work alone.”

	“Why us? Do you even know what we are doing?”

	“No? But whatever it is, it will stop an extinction-level event… We just need to make sure it’s done the right way. If it’s not and we are wrong about this guy… then we have a backup plan. It’s work, but it isn’t good. Even though we don’t die, it doesn’t mean we won’t be living in a nightmare.”

	“Explain.”

	“We gained this technology in our time as well as time travel. As our way of quality control, we traveled into the future to see the effect of each project, then we knew what not to complete. But this was different, we could avoid doing it in our time but it was a technology that would still be invented. We traveled far enough into the future until the human race found other ways to achieve its goals without killing themselves off first. But there is a hiccup… its uncharted territory. Like I said, it’s how this is done, that matters. The outcomes are the same, but not the day-to-day.”

	“It’s like a game. Each time you play, the rules, the board, the pieces, and the playing remains the same. But it could be a very good game or a very bad game. The chessboard never changes so outwardly it looks the same each time, but inside each game can be very different.”

	“You understand.”

	“Who are you? In what part of the government past or present do you work?”

	“We are a special agency, created by the President.”

	“I’ve never heard of you, there’s been no rumors, no conspiracy theories, no myths, no urban legends, nothing.”

	“We were only in service just under four years, we report directly to the President. No one knows we exist.”

	“Then why are you telling us?”

	“Because we have tracers on us and in five minutes they will retrieve us so you won’t be able to tell anyone, and we won’t be trapped anywhere.”

	The room started to shake, and when it stopped, five armed guards stood in a circle around McCreary and Weinstein.

	“Oh shit, I thought it was five minutes not five seconds.” McCreary blurted out.
	
	“Where the hell have you two been?” Samuels shouted. Storming over from his office he pushed his way through the guards. 

	Another guard stepped into the room. “We got them for you, Sir.”

	Stone, Jake, and Seamus starred at the empty chairs where McCreary and Weinstein sat. Around them, the room had changed. It was open on two sides with glass walls.

	“Who are they?” Samuels yelled.

	“The big one is the one you wanted tracked down. The guy with the long hair and tattoos is the one who created the technology, I think…” McCreary answered.

	“Where’s the Girl?”

	“She left the room, Sir, and didn’t get dragged back with us.”

	“I saw her signature come up on your tracker. Has she been changed?”

	“Possibly, she overpowered me very easily.”

	“She hasn’t,” Jake said. “But the ‘Girl’, she’s very capable.”

	“So this guy created this technology and it worked on you?” Samuels asked gesturing to Stone.

	“It did. Very well in fact.”

	“So you’re the one?” Samuels probed. “Who are you? How come we don’t know about you?”

	“Maybe I’m from another timeline or maybe I’m just smart enough to stay off your radar,” Stone said sarcastically.

	“I didn’t asked where you were from, I asked who you are.”

	“My name is Stone. Adian Stone.”

	“Is that your real name? Or are you some kind of a spy, Mr. 007?”

	“I’m a scientist, Mr. Blofeld. How’s Hydra doing these days?

	“Who’s the guy in the suit?” Samuels asked, dismissing Stone’s remark.
 
	“I don’t know, Sir,”  McCreary responded. “We weren’t with them long enough to gather that intel.”
 
	“Who are you, boy?”
 
	“Fuck you!” Seamus spouted back. “That’s my fuckin’ name. I ain’t telling you, shit! Chucklenut. Go fuck ya’self, ya bastard.”
 
	“Lock them all up, I want to debrief them separately…”
 
	“We are not going anywhere, Sir. We will speak with you now and end this here.” Jake interrupted him.
 
	Samuels walked straight up into Jakes grill. “Who do you think you are, giving me orders, boy?”
 
	“The only one who can stop you and your men from ever doing anything again. If you don’t comply, I will shut you down right now.”
 
	“What, you think you’re the only like you? Well you’re not! The only reason we were created was to stop beings like you form ever coming into existence. If you think that you want to try anything here, maybe you better take a look at the first one like you.”
 
	“I am like no one else.”
 
	“Really, you’re not a genetically mutated being?”
 
	“My genetics have been altered, but that is the only similarity, I assure you.”
 
	“Alright, Mr. Tough Guy. Ya think your hot shit? Follow me. Let’s go see our little friend. This being is contained only by, his will. Let me repeat that… Only by, his will. This guy has be been waiting for something since before you born. In fact, maybe, he’s been waiting all this time… for you… but I hope it’s not… or we are all dead… and I’m not leaving you out of that equation.”
 
	They walked several stories down into the lower level in the deep catacombs under the facility. If it was closed off, there would be no chance for anything to find its way out.

	“You cool with this…?” Seamus asked Jake.

	“Not a problem. I got it covered,” Jake replied.

	As they approached the clear wall where the Scourge was held, they saw him sitting with his head down in a deep trance. Jake looked at him. He was startled by the size and presence of the being. Its breathing was heavy and long, sounding like a bull ready to charge. 
 
	“This is what we affectionately call ‘The Scourge’,” Samuels pointed out. “He can kill at a moment’s notice and is here under his own volition. We have no idea how to contain him. As far as we can tell he just wants to be left alone.

	So, two things. First. It’ll kill you if it is so inclined. So, I’m not afraid of you. Second: You see now why we have to stop anything like this from ever happening again? Why we need you and you need us. I don’t know enough about you, that’s why you're here. Because if you ain’t got the goods, this thing may be the only thin,g that can stop the world from collapsing in on itself.”

	Depending on what happens here today between us, what you see before right now will be unleashed in your ‘present’ and a younger version of itself will be released into the past. So, it’s time everyone here straightens up and flies right.” Samuels concluded.
 
	The being looked up and and stared directly at Jake. It’s nostrils flared and it stood up.
 
	“Oh Shit…! Not! Fucking! Good!” McCreary said, responding to the Scourge’s actions. 

	“I think we just poked the fucking bear,” Weinstein confirmed.

	“Shut the area down and everyone… Get the Fuck out!” Samuels shouted.
 
	The Scourge charged the four-foot-thick clear wall, hit it and shook the building. Lifting both fists above his head, he hit the wall again. This time a star-shaped set of cracks formed from the area of impact. Fortunately, for those outside the wall, it resealed.

	“He’s right. It’s best if you leave. I’ll take care of him.” Jake said.  
 
	“You’re fucking crazy! The wall won’t last, motherfucker will find a way through it.” Samuels reiterated.
 
	The Scourge looked up and the spikes grew larger, wider, and longer out from his arms and began to spin. Through the clear wall, Jake heard him speak. His voice was harsh like broken metal and glass.
 
	“I’ve been waiting for you, I have seen you kill me. I intend to change that outcome.” The Scourge announced.

	“…And I don’t intend on killing anyone or anything,” Jake responded.
 
	The room emptied and the doors sealed around them, locking Jake and the Scourge in a one thousand-square-foot block. The Scourge hit the wall one more time and it crumbled around his feet. 
 
	“You are recently born to this new life, I can smell it on you.” The Scourge’s nostrils were oval-shaped and his face, seemingly made of hardened steel, yet moved like leather, but thick with creases almost like an animated wooden mask.  “You will die today, not I.”
 
	“Neither of us will. I know what will happen. I can see your future as well as mine and it’s a bit more convoluted than you might think. Your death is not what you think it to be. ”
 
	The Scourge walked closer, standing head-to-head with Jake. “My visions do not lie! I will end your days before they’ve begun!”
 
	“You can not kill me…You are not capable.”
 
	“I am more than capable than anything that has ever existed.”

	“Until me.”

	The Scourge grew in size and power. “You liiiee!” It said calmly, leaning down to impress its formidable characteristics.

	“If you plan on moving forward with an attack, it will be… futile. I will warn you... 

	“You! Warn Me!”
 
	The Scourge turned his body quickly, swinging his right arm with its spinning and rotating spikes boring into Jake’s side. Jake pulled the Scourge’s arm out of its socket and with his left hand, served an uppercut to the bottom of its jaw. The strike jettisoned the thousand-pound being off the ground, tearing its arm off as green and red blood sprayed out over the room. Its body made contact with the wall, leaving a detailed impression, before rolling onto the floor.
 
	The Scourge, surprised by, but not afraid of Jake’s power, grabbed his arm and pushed it back into the socket. He walked forward slowly, giving the arm time to heal. Then charged Jake, slamming him into the opposite wall. Jake pushed the immense being into the ceiling and used its massive weight and a loosened steel girder to impale the Scourge.
 
	“We can end this now or I can drop you into Jupiter and see how long you can survive.”
 
	As Jake was speaking the Scourge grew larger, the girder snapped off and his body pushed the rest out. He stood up and towered nine feet over Jake. It pounded Jake’s head with both fists, hammering him into the floor. Jake laughed it off, enjoying a fight with someone who could offer him a challenge, this might be something he wouldn’t have the chance to ever do again. He lifted the Scourge out of the hole, then jammed his hands under its rib cage and tore its chest open. He put his arm up through his heart into his throat, grabbing his neck and snapping it off his body.
 
	The Scourge laid in pieces across the wreckage, with Jake standing over him, waiting, knowing this was not the end. Blue pulses of electrical energy for flashed across between the pieces of the Scourges body for several minutes slowly pulling them back into place.

	Ten minutes passed until he the Scourge coughed and started to breath again. Another minutes passed and He open his eyes and looked up at Jake.
 
	“I …am… still… alive…?”
 
	“Yes. What you saw, wasn’t your actual death. That may never happen, even if you were burned and scattered, you might eventually reconfigure over a long period of time.”
 
	“Are you sure.”

	“Yes.”

	“What are you?!”

	“I am The One. Humanities highest level.”

	“I do not understand. Nothing like you has ever existed. Why you?”

	“That question is still being answered.”

	“I need… I ache… It’s been so long…”
 
	“What was your name? Before the experiments?” Jake asked of the shredded husk. “We may be able to bring you back to who you once were… or rather what you thought those experiments would make you. Providing after all this time, you still want that life.”
 
	“My Name? I do not remember.”

	 “Would you like to return to what you were?”
 
	“No. I want to be alone.”
 
	“Where?”
 
	“Anywhere that no one can find me.”
 
	“We can help you get there.”

	“How are you so powerful?”
 
	“I was created this way?”
 
	“I need to be what you are?”
 
	“I don’t think that is possible, I am only this way because of who I am.”
 
	“You will tell me! I need more power!”
 
	“Why? I am the only being more powerful than you.”
 
	“I need it to leave this world. I can feel it… I can smell it on you. You are the only one who can. I need the power that you have! I will have it!”
 
	“Let me clear your mind. I can see the block. There is something more that you need.”

	“No! You will take away what I have!”

	“If I was going to do that, I would have done it before we fought.”

	“Why should I believe you?”

	“I could have killed you or sent you somewhere you could never have hurt anyone. I could have even stopped you in your tracks or drained you of your power before you even moved. But I wanted to see what you were capable of and I thought you might need a little exercise after all this time. I do not want to kill or hurt anything. I have moved beyond such concepts.”

	“You speak truth… I do not smell lies.”

	“Let me open up a channel back to your previous life. Your thoughts are fragmented.”

	The Scourge fell into a daze while its mind shifted and realigned. Its eyes flailed with meteoric gesticulation, until finally resting in a blank stare at the floor. 

	“There is so much I’ve lost over time… But the power I set out to gain is much more than I am… so much different. I want what you have… a taste of the infinite. What I have is a broken piece of another reality… A series of wrong equations built on misinformed concepts.”

	“What were you before that makes you think you are stable enough to handle that much power?”
 
	“I was a scientist who decided to test theories on himself. That was my worst mistake. No one could fix what I had done wrong. Then they are afraid of me. I have waited all this time for an answer and have not destroyed this place because I knew one would arrive. But then, I saw myself die at your hands. I could not allow that to happen before I could fix what I had done.”
 
	“In my future, you are the same as you are now.”
 
	“How do you know this?!”
 
	“I can see through time across to any moment.”
 
	“Then I will need to change that future?! I can not go on like this any longer!” The Scourge’s rage returned. Its mind still hanging onto the sanity that had been twisting debilitating its mind over the edge for decades. “I will tear this world apart if I remain this way! I will change my future!”
 
	“I want to help…” Jake encouraged trying to calm the Scourge down. “By what means can you move forward to achieve this goal?”
 
	“By taking it from you!!!”
 
	The Scourge rushed forward and wrapped its claw-like hands around Jake’s head to pull his thoughts from him. Waves of energy flowed between them in a cyclone that was as vibrant as the Aurora borealis. Jake stood his ground smiling back at him as a shrill whine began to build.
 
	“What you want is not for the taking.”
 
	“Give it to me! I must know what gives you this power! I must have it, now!!!”
 
	The pressure built between them resulting in an intense explosion pushing them apart. They slammed through opposite walls of the enclosed space. Glass flew through the dense cloud of dust, like shards of shrapnel covering their bodies in a thick black and grey blanket of cement.
 
	“I don’t have time to deal with you,” Jake said, as he lifted himself from under four feet of rubble. “You are going to a place alone until I have time to work this out with you.”
 
	The Scourge pulled itself from the wreckage and flew across the room, into the wall as Jake turned and moved to avoid the rocketing menace.
 
	“I will kill you if I can’t have what you possess!”
 
	“That’s not an option.”
 
	Jake put out his hand, creating a sphere around the Scourge and then it was gone. He reassembled the shattered wall and then proceeded to open the door, where he found everyone watching.

	“Where’s the Scourge? What happened?” Seamus asked.
 
	“I locked it in a sphere, inside a glacier. It will be able to breathe, but we will need to get him out within the next few days, once we decide where he should be held.”

	“You are as bad as that thing!”
 
	“Sir, what has been created, this Scourge, is not what I am. Not even close. Very soon, you could have a lot of similar beings not much different from the Scourge on your hands. Fortunately, we have a solution.”
 
	“Is that so… How do you plan on taking on such a monumental task?” Samuels inquired in an air of disbelief.
 
	“We have already begun… Our mission… is to end this completely. But, you sir, are holding up the initiative.”
 
	“What the fuck is this initiative? 

	“My Wife who devised this plan, along with myself, Stone here, and a team of highly capable individuals, will be putting into place, a countermeasure to everything you are fighting. We will do it before any Extinction Level Event takes its first step.”

	“I need proof?”
 
	“After what you just witnessed, you’re asking for proof? I am all the proof you need.”
 
	Jake sent his people back to their mark and then turned to Samuels and his men, motioning them to look behind them. The room and hallway where the Scourge had been was now pulling itself back into place at a rapid pace, piece by piece, grey shards and dust swirling around the area until it was completely rebuilt. Samuels walked over and touched the wall. It felt hard and smooth better than it had been before the altercation between the Scourge and Jake.
 
	“Impressive…” Samuels responded to the change.
 
	“If you are willing, I will be sending Stone back to upgrade you and your men so you will be able to assist us in the future.”
 
 
	When Jake returned they all met to evaluate the being he had saved. The being was now sitting smiling almost back to a normal state, looking at his hands and legs, with tears swelling in eyes.
 
	“How are you?” Jake asked.
 
	“Good.” He responded in a clear voice. “Thank… you… for… helping… me…” He said slowly.
 
	“What’s your name?”
 
	“Sean… Michael… Starks… s-Sir.”
 
	“How did you end up in that situation?”
 
	“I was a soldier who was injured in the war.  A quadriplegic, I had lost my hearing and eyesight in one eye. They offered me an experimental procedure that would put might make me normal again. I had nothing to lose, I thought.”

	“Let me check you out.”

	“I want to thank you, my hands and arms are better than they were before. I can see! And hear!”
 
	“Can you stand?” Stone asked.
 
	He stood up without wobbling and walked a few steps. He continued stopping until finally making it around the room. Then waving his arms, he began jumping in place, eventually pulling off a jumping jack. Stone signaled him to stop and rest. He raised Starks arms above the man’s head. Stone stretched Stark to the side, back, and forward, as well as having him move and twist, measuring the degree of flexibility. Stone spent the next half hour completing an examination, periodically stopping to ask Starks to recall events before and after the change. Stone found no issues and above-average responses to his vital signs, eyes, hearing, reflexes, EKG, EEG, strength, cognition, etc. Everything appeared normal including his state of mind which remained calm and level.
 
	“You are clear, Mr. Starks.” Stone expressed, letting out a long sigh. “Looks like you’ll be alright. What did you do while you were in the military?”
 
	“I developed recon drones.”
 
	“Really...hmmph. That’s perfect. Do you want to help us out?”

	“I’d be honored, Sir.”
	
	“Commander Buxton could use your help stepping up his efforts. He will explain to you what we are doing here. When we are done, you will never be sent out into the field and you will be rewarded for everything you’ve helped us achieve. You will never have to want for anything.”
 
	“Sounds great! I can’t thank you enough for what you did for me. I will be glad to help out in any way I can. I thought I was going to live forever in that horrible shell.”
 
	“I’ll walk you over to Buxton, but while I do can you give me time frames, places, and what they did to you? I have a great deal of footage, I can research just how they went wrong up and who did it. 	
	“Sure.”

	“I can’t believe they did this to you. They should have known better. Some pushed your procedure through that had little understanding of the outcome… and if they did… I have no words.”
 
	As they walked over to meet with Buxton, Starks briefed Stone. Following behind them Saunders filled Jake in on the latest progress. 

	“Everything is in place, all the Airports, Train Stations, Bus Stations, Airport Shuttle Companies, Major Naval Ports, etc. have been seeded. But we need to get into several Governmental Headquarters without being noticed.” Saunders said.
 
	“Which ones?”
 
	“The CIA in Langley, The FBI building in Boston and Secret Service headquarters in downtown DC.”
 
	“I can get our people into each location without an issue. Is the White House ready?”

	“Yes, Sir. No problem. Everything is in place.”

	“Good. Let me know if anything changes.”
 
	“There is one difficult location we don’t have anyone ready to handle.”
	
	“Which one?”

	“The Secret Service building. It’s set up, but we aren’t able to get into the part of the building that needs to be seeded, at least without being seen and...”
 
	“I’ll take it then.”
 
	“Well… There something you should know… We have detected a being roaming in the bottom floor where you will need to place the device. We can’t have this being, whatever it is, move or destroy it before the scheduled event.”
 
	“What kind of being?”
 
	“It’s huge, unlike anything we have seen before.”
 
	“I’ll take care of it. Can you give me some readings on it, size, shape, height, weight, speed, etc.?”
 
 	“Ten feet, nine inches tall, five hundred pounds, thin but dense weight, human appearance, we have clocked its speed at fifty miles per hour. It’s agile and appears to be very powerful.”

	“I know what it is or the type of being it might be, I will go now. Give me the information for any other difficult drops  and I’ll send get them in and out before I go.”

	Saunders gave Jake the information and they were able to get their people in and out safely. But Jake had concerns about this being. If it was the Scourge, he had not let it out yet, if and when he would do so, did the Scourge change or evolve...and was it still  after for him.  

	Jake arrived at the Secret Service headquarters located in an unmarked building in downtown WAHSIngton, D.C. He position himself on a higher floor in stealth configuration. He could sense the heat signature of the Scourge, it was here. Jake looked down in to the stone and glass chasm to catch a glimpse of it roaming the bottom floor.

	Jake caught a glimpse of the Scourge pacing across the bottom floor. How had truly grown and acquired a definitive amount of dense presence, with obvious change in his demeanor. It was an aggressive pace, he was waiting for something and Jake knew it was him. Not knowing how advanced the Scourge had become, he was cautious even though he knew he should not wait too long, the team was ready to launch.
 
	He moved to a closer floor fast enough in an invisible state to avoid detection or movement from the multitude of camera’s and motion detectors. He made his way behind a dividing wall behind the Scourge. Sensing his presence in the room the Scourge stopped in his tracks.
 
“It’s been a long time.” The Scourge acknowledged. “You will not be able to take me down quite as easily this time.”
 
	Jake said nothing and moved between dimensions watching the Scourge who was questioning his senses when Jake’s presence was gone. Jake sat in the middle of several of tehedronal space with a different dimension on each wall of the tehedron and could change each one until it was relevant to what he needed experience. Jake moved the Scourge into one of the other dimensions and put the device into the ventilation system of the building. Then he turned his view to the Scourge who was in an open space in the middle of a flat blank landscape with no vegetation. He stood around puzzled as to what happened to him, until Jake joined him.

	“What are we doing here?” The Scourge asked.
 
	“We need to work this out and you need to listen.”
 
	“I will not  deal with your games.”
 
	“This is not a game, I am here to tell what is going on.”
 
	“I don’t care. I want your power and I will have it.”
 
	“I told you previously that it’s not possible, I am the only one, the one.”
 
	“I have been preparing to take what you have and searching for your power. I even tried to kill you before you were born into your new life, but apparently I was too late.”
 
	“How did you find out about me?”
 
	“I searched for  your first appearance. I destroyed your dwelling hoping to kill you days before the Ordinaires found you and brought you back to my first years of life.”
 
	“You dropped the engine on my place.”
 
	“Yes. I can do many more things now, then you realize. I have changed dramatically, I am able to defy gravity and I am much stronger then when we previously met and I have acquired many skills over the years.”
 
	“I am light years ahead of you.”
 
	“I don’t believe you. I can be anything.”
 
	“You’re wrong we are all different. I am one of a kind.”
 
	“Do not say things you do not understand.”
 
	“I understand more than you could ever realize.”
 
	“No!” The Scourge shouted and slammed Jake to the ground. Jake held the Scourge’s fist  from hitting him and stood them both up. A blue light enveloped the Scourge and lifted him in the air as he tried to escape and move himself closer to Jake swinging wildly trying to hit him. Jake examined him trying to uncover the changes and the level of power and potential that dwelled deep within.
 
	“I know what you have done.” Jake said as he dropped him to the ground. “You do not even know your own potential. The testing should  have been completed before you administered the solution to yourself.”
 
	The Scourge jumped up enlarging his fist and arm in the process then pounded Jake in the head, crushing his neck and shoulder. “I will have it”  He yelled, his instinct and core essence was still very primitive, even though his intelligence had severely been increased along with his capabilities. Jake landed both fists under the Scourges jaw in an uppercut, breaking his neck and throwing him a one hundred feet away. He formed a circle, a silver ball as dark marble shapes formed then extruded. He reformed solid copper and black armor shell, his eyes were bright or orange and he held his arms out creating the shape of star. A flow of white material that looked like solid ice sheets made a connection between Jake and himself, then encompassing him. The white material began to grow and creating a thick shell one mile deep with Jake at it’s center.
 
	Jake felt the crushing weight of the material that encompassed his arms, legs and body. He flexed his arms and chest to gauge his situation. The white soon turned to dark as it blocked out the light. He could sense that the Scourge was not inside this shell with him, but under it resting the gargantuan sphere on his shoulders. Jake felt the cold of the dense material and knew the small level of air left in the tight space. He began to push his arms together cracking the ice like material, pulverizing it as he fought to make room to move. He eventually moved flexing and slamming until a hole was formed large enough to move.Then he slammed the material cracking it and moving it until eventually he breached the barrier and heated the sphere until it exploded. The material crashed down on the ground for several minutes leaving a mountain of white glass like shards.
 
	“Now you know what it was like for me in that iceberg.”
 
	“I must have let you out or you would not be here, now.”
 
	“You did. You offered me a new life and I refused. I found my own way.”
 
	“Apparently... but was I assume it was not what you wanted.” Jake said feeling odd. With all he knew and understood, it still felt insane hearing about a conversation he was yet to engage in, that was held in the past but in his future.
 
	“No, I was not able to attain you power.”
 
	“You are in one of the places you long to be, I can send you anywhere at anytime. But it will be a new world soon one you might want to live within.”
 
	“Never, the human race is a horrific entity.”
 
	“Not in the future we are creating.”
 
	“I know what they are inside, because I am that at my core. It is what makes me the way I am.”
 
	“The human race will be different.”
 
	“Your wrong.”
 
	“I am the first, the one, the map form which they will be rebuilt.”
 
	“I want more. I want to be as powerful as you, more powerful.”
 
	“The only being more powerful than me is God.”
 
	“There is no proof of such a being. I want to be what you think god to be.”
 
	“God is not what or anyone has come to understand. God is beyond that, incomprehensible to this race of beings in the form they are in now. God is a true entity. An existence. A true being that encompasses all and is all. God is the essence. The small and the large. Our minds are too ignorant to understand the truth of what God is, we can only twist the idea to bring into a form where it can be understood by our primitive intellects and senses.”
 
	“I will transcend, I will become as close as possible.”
 
	“Listen to me, I will say it one more time. You can try and I wish you well, but  you won’t get it out of me.  It’s part of who I am. Now let me place you where ever you want to go.”
 
	“No, I must find my own way to achieve what you have.”
 
	“Then you can stay here or you can help us.”
 
	“I will never help you. I have one goal. One mind… Drop me back where I was… they offered to help me.”
 
	“Is that why you were there?”
 
	“Yes and I was waiting for you.”
 
	“How did you get them to help you, they must have wanted to kill you unless they knew what you were.”
 
	“They did and I threatened to wreak havoc on the population and the their precious capital unless they succumbed to my wishes. They wouldn’t  listen at first and I destroyed everything and everyone in my path until they agreed. I have been hidden in many places as they try one of their many new solutions.”
 
	“I need to place you somewhere remote for the next few days or weeks, depending on how our plan pans out.”
 
	“Place me in a mountain range…. The Alps…”
 
	“You’re there.” 

They both stood at the halfway mark of a remote mountain forest. The Scourge looked around building a plan of survival.

	“Stay in this area and out of site until I can come back for you.”  Jake continued as he faded from view.
 
 
	Jake walked into the room where Emma, Saunders, Buxton and Stone stood at a wall of monitors discussing the deployment schedule. 

	“You’re back, just in time.” Buxton stated.
 
	“I’ve taken care of everything. Are you ready?” 

	“Everything is in place we can begin the process.” Stone replied.

	“What about the Joint Chiefs?” 
 
 	“They are following the decoys.”

	“Perfect.”

	“Time to make history, boys.” Emma said as she grabbed Jakes arm and rested her head against him. 
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[bookmark: Deployment]Deployment
"I'm for truth, no matter who tells it. I'm for justice, no matter who it is for or against. I'm a human being, first and foremost, and as such I'm for whoever and whatever benefits humanity as a whole." 
Malcolm X

	“Something’s not right.” General Grainger said as the Joint Chiefs of Staff  and the Treasury Secretary gathered to discuss what the the plans that the President presented.

	“What are you getting at…?” The Treasury Secretary said.

	“I don’t think he’s being entirely truthful.” 

	“Are any of us, we all have our own classified agendas that need to be protected.”

	“True, but he is more of a figurehead.”

	“This plan has been laid out is extremely well. What would you like to do?”

	“Let’s keep going with what he asked, but I want to keep our people out there to after Buxton and those other people who invaded the White House. I agree and we need to make sure we are still on track to release the enhancement.”

	“Your right, I agree.”

	“I’ll keep some of my men on it.”

	“What about some of agents and operatives that have not called in, we need to send in a back up unit to find out what’s going on.”

	“I just received a message from one of the assassins in the field. General Grainger’s Aide interrupted. “One of the people who broke into the White House told them to let us know we have no chance against them.”

	“Fuck them. Who the fuck do they think they are?” Grainger responded.
	
	“They were completely immobilized.”

	“How?”

	“Their weapons were taken away as well as some rather strange occurrences.”

	“Are you fucking kidding me?! Is this some kind of fucking joke.”

	“No, sir.’

	 “Who paid these guys off to come up with this shit?”

	“No one sir.”

	“This is bullshit!”

	“Watch this… they film each job to provide proof in order to get paid their very extreme cost. It might be prudent to prepare yourselves.”

	“What the hell are you talking about!”

	“Please sit and watch this...it is important that you see what happened.”

	They sat in silence watching the events on the two hundred inch projection at the front of the room. As the events transpired the Joint Chiefs of Staff and the Treasury Secretary were in shock not truly understanding what was presented to them. The scenes that reminiscent of a science fiction action movie.

	“Is this fucking real?!”

	“Yes.”

	“Looks like some hollywood bullshit to me.”

 	“I have watched it multiple and had it authenticated in the process. We have a serious situation on our hands.”

	“Can we get a location on the person or people who did this? Can you ID this guy?”

	“All we know right now is that it’s that one of the people who broke in, I do have it running through facial recognition for this individual and the others shown in the film. Most we know as the soldiers that were assigned to Buxton, but there are a few others that have not prompted any matches.”

	“Do we have anything that combat this enigma.”

	“There is only one thing, maybe… the Secret Service is working with it right now, but we may be able to persuade it to help us.”

	“Make it possible, this is going to take everything we have. I want to know who the hell this is… why aren’t we in control of this technology? I wanted to know who created it or how this person came about. Is it from one of our blunders?”

	“We don’t know…This  is beyond our capabilities… honestly I’m not even sure if anything will be able to help us.”

	“I want all our fire power  and top technological resources on this guy once he is located. I want all his family and friends in custody to use for to reign this guy in. We’ll find his Achille’s heel.”

	“You got it. Are you boys on board?

	They all nodded in approval still watching the images being projected. The room went silent as they watched it again. When it was finished, they got up without speaking and exited the room. “We’re fucked…” Someone muttered under their breath as they dispersed down the hallway.
 
	Jake, Buxton, Emma, Stone and Saunders sat down to triple check the status of their objectives.

	“They have been following the decoys but they are looking for us and have films of you.” Saunders said.

	“That’s fine, I wanted to send them a message, but this is better no room for argument. They will know what they’re up against.”

	“They know Buxton myself are involved, but they are running facial recognition on you.”
	
	“That’s fine.”

	“Well…They are talking about locating your friends and family to use them to pull you in.”

	“Really…hmmm….you know what… not a problem…”
	
	“What are saying they will kill them either way, I know these guys, they’ll do it just to shut them up or just because they want to kill them…these guys don’t need a reason.”

	“I know. I’m going in.”

	“Where?!” Emma asked.

	“I will meet with them at the White House.”

	“Are you crazy?!”

	“What are they going to me?”

	“A lot more then you think, they are pulling out all the stops, you need to be prepared for anything.” Saunders offered.  “All their resources will be aimed at you.”

	“This is perfect. We have them wasting time on the decoys, trying to locate us, dealing with me, push out their own futile agenda and they have no idea we are initiating our efforts I the process.”

	“I am worried about you getting killed.” Emma said.

	“That’s not going to happen.”

	“How do you know… you’ve only been this way a few days. You don’t know everything about your capabilities. Stone what do you think, do they have anything that can get to him… or end him.”

	“As far as I know, nothing can harm him.” Stone responded.

	“We don’t know how capable they are!”

	“They are not that capable.” Buxton added to Stone assertion.

	“We can’t know for sure.”

	“I know for sure.” Jake tried to assure her. “I know more than anyone can comprehend. Nothing can kill me. We’ve been through this, baby.”

	“I don’t care, I still think all of you could be wrong. The might still be able to get to you somehow. Can you take someone with you?”

	“How about you?”

	“What?”

	“You are more capable then anyone here, Stone has given you the tools and you have proven yourself to more capable than anyone here, even these soldiers.”

	“How will that protect me?”

	“What you are unable to do I will be able to offset.”

	“This is wrong!”

	“I’m ready. I can go with or without you…”

	“Please don’t…!”

	“I will come back…”

	Jake took Emma’s head in his hands. She looked up at him with tears streaming down her face. A blue light flowed from Jakes eyes to hers. Her eyes changed color and his power flowed in and she saw his true potential, his true essence. She began to weep uncontrollably, smiling, quivering, fear illuminating in her facial expressions as each emotion coursed though her psyche. Enlightenment flowed off her in a brilliant glow. She buried her head in his chest as he let go.

	“Are you okay, baby?” He inquired.

	“Y-yes…”

	“You understand…”
	
	“Yeess…”

	“Deploy…” he said and looked up and staring off.

	The capsules that were not time sensitive opened and began to deliver their contents. The planes armed until they reached their altitudes. Ships in each port, both fresh and salt water shot one capsule into the water and armed the other for their destination. Each reservoir capsule opened and emptied the contents in to the water supply.
 
	General Grangier’s Aide called the General Grangier who was not answering. He got up and ran down the hall pushing over two other Generals and the VP knocking them to the floor.  Without knocking, pushed the door open to his office.

	“Sir we have a match! He’s from Texas. His name is Jake Nolan.”

	Jake stood in front of the General holding him in the air by his tie, choking him as the General’s head was turning red. His aide yelled at Jake to stop and pulled his weapons. The guns flew from his hand and his body lifted off the floor and then down on a chair as a three foot white beam wrapped around him holding him in the chair.
Secret Service agents outside in the door hear him yell and rushed in the room. 

	“Put him down….” The agent shouted.

	Jake turned to them and let go of the General who remained in the air choking.

	Wh... I… Oh shit...” The agent continued said watching Jake let go the General. 
 
	“Fuck…!” The other agent yelled and shot. The bullet melted to the floor before hitting Jake and a stunned look washed across his face. The other called for back up as the General was pushed to the floor entered the room. Another entered the room, saw what was happening a ran back out.

	“He’s here, He’s fucking here! Bring on the fire power.” He barked, pleading for backup.

	“Where is he?” An agents voice on the other end responded.

	“In the General Grangier’s Office!”

	Within in seconds anyone who was armed and had put on alert headed into the room. A helicopter was was approaching in the distance.
	“Let’s go boys, this going to be a hoot!” Jake said as he started to glow and grow reaching ten feet in height aligned with a proportionate girth.
 
 	A stream of red lights appeared on Jakes body from every direction as he laughed and encouraged them to take their shot. All the Joint Chiefs of Staff disappeared from their offices and hung on the wall at the back of General Grangier’s office and the room cleared of all the soldiers as the door slammed locking them out.

	“C’mon boys, take your shot.” Jake continued as his body filled was with a dense conglomeration of red dots. In the distance the call went out to fire and an onslaught of bullets, gas and gels to incase him on impact. Everything disappeared before hitting anything in the room. “You’re going to have to do better than that…” A mist followed which prompted Jake to prove a point by walking directly into the middle of it.  He took a deep breath taking it all in. “That’s a fairly lame attempt, anything else?” A  missile launched from the helicopter directly for Jake and hit him in the chest exploding on impact. The smoke cleared to Jake laughing and pulling a cigar from his pocket. “This is fun boys. Anyone got a light? Buxton gave me a good Cuban the President gave him earlier.” A team dressed in black paramilitary gear ran into the room and surrounded Jake. “Really, you think you’ll be able to do something…sad, very sad.” The soldiers disappeared along with the helicopter, a stealth aircraft approaching and armed vehicles making their way to White House. Silence fell over the area except the whimpering cries for release from the Joint Chiefs of Staff. “Now you know in small way the fear your people feel from the moment you announce your fake wars.”

	“They have never been  fake!” General Grainger yelled over to him.

	“Don’t try to feed me that bull. Lets go over a few of the historical highlights for the camera’s. Oh Yeah, I should let you know that we are broadcasting this whole event on every major network including the premium stations, even radio and the websites with most amount of traffic, including all the news sites.”

	“You can’t do this that information is classified.”

	“True, but I will also be using information released under the Freedom of Information Act. This will be a broadcast without the bullshit that is normally presented to the general public. This is the real news. Remember this one: The Gulf of Tonkin. You planned a fake attack to get us into the Vietnam war. Or Operation Northwoods a nineteen sixty two document signed by well… the Joint Chiefs of Staff. Veto’d by President Kennedy, you know the President you guys tried to kill. Do you remember when you bastards wanted to lob grenades and mortar into Guantanamo Bay to kill your own men and maybe a few civilians.  A little way to trick the American public and the international community into supporting a war. Didn’t you  guys say that "We could blow up a U.S. ship in Guantanamo Bay and blame Cuba." Hey remember he time you wanted to blow up a jet liner and blame on the Cubans. That was a good one. Didn’t you want to drive it into a building… oh that’s right you saved that one for nine eleven. Why don’t you tell the the world that is watching you right now why you want them to die in wars. Do you just not care or you just want to keep the population down? Why do you want to kill your own civilians? We know you don’t care that the people don’t want to go to war or die,  but you boys are just too willing to arbitrarily kill people. It’s fun for you, it’s a game you shroud in the war fantasies. Don’t you remember that three thousand people died in nine eleven but over a million have died in Iraq. In fact, more people die in Mexico every year then have died in all the current wars combined. Oh and lets not forget how many people die from cigarettes and alcohol, but you would rather jail and kill people who are smoking pot. Let’s not forget the useless war on drugs, that also kills and jails people for no reason. More Heroin came out of Afghanistan after the invasion. You guys want the drug money. This country would be better off with mobsters in charge, oh yeah you guys are the mobsters. Then we could discuss how the Federal Bureau of investigation did the opposite of investigating and put drugs into the inner city. They wanted to stop the African Americans rising up any further into a full blown revolution.  So instead of trying to work towards a resolution, you numbed them down, pitted them against each other and putting them in jail. You created an issue that was never there and never needed to exist. The by product was even better, by keeping drugs illegal you created a thriving business for your cronies, one that was gangbusters for the prisons, police, lawyers and government agencies.  Good times all around. Let’s not even go into Hemp and Marihuana, that’s to closely connected to stopping our dependence on oil, deforestation, climate control, etc. How much more evidence needs to be falsified? How many more people need to railroaded until you guy get your fill? You can’t keep trying to fool the general public by saying that you are doing all of this because you’re the good guys, when you know that it’s a lie. I could go on like this all night, there’s so much more to talk about, would you like me to go on? ”

	“You can’t prove any of this…!”

	“It’s public knowledge.”
	
	“You are insane.”

“Actually, I’m just honest. You on the other hand are nothing but a batch of scumbags, killing people, manipulating their lives and committing acts of treason against your own people. Worthless. But we are not going to put you in jail, reprimand you or anything of that nature. That was the old way, your way. We are going to improve you and make you a productive member of society.”

	“You’re not going to get away what you’ve planned.”

	“You mean you don’t wan to be a productive member of society?”

	“I am a General in Service to the United States of America.”

	“Are you really that stupid or are still dishing your party bullshit? Look at me, do I look I don’t understand or know exactly what you are about. I am not someone you can discredit, like you have done to so many  people over the years. The lemmings who have followed you for so long, proud in their ignorance and stupidity, will soon be gone. They will think for themselves and get off the team for the sake of following nothing.”

	“It will never change, who do you think you are trying to suggest it will? Giving anyone crackpot who will listen to you hope.”

	“There is something new on the horizon. I am that marker. You will soon know and look back on your words as archaic and misguided. We are at a turning point in our evolution.”

	“You are not one of us!”

	“A few days ago, I was the exact ‘average human’. Today, I am new being. We will all change and fulfill our potential. The time is upon us all. We will become masters of ourselves, we will become the truth.”

	A blue light began to emanate from Jake and filled the room and then he was gone, leaving the Joint Chiefs of Staff hanging on the wall then dropping to the floor. Grangier blustered for the cameras, his words now seem like nonsense to those viewing his tirade. The Secret Service ran into the room and helped them up of off the floor, crowding around them trying to hide them from the camera’s. Grangiers Aide tried push his way through to help the old General with any agenda he might want to dish out after this debacle.

	“The enhancement agenda must get underway, now!”

	“Yes, sir. But hey are not ready yet.”

	“I don’t care. I also want the Secret Service to loan us that thing. Tell them to to send it to the lab first. It’s going to get upgraded. We need to stop this whatever or whoever put this person into play. We need to fast track everything!”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Look at these idiots. They actually think they can get their shit up and running to combat Jake.” Stone said as he sat with Emma and Buxton watching the Grangier’s reaction.  

	“At least they are playing into the decoy’s. They think that the bull we fed them will actually help their idiotic cause.” Buxton responded.

	“I’m just worried about them pumping the Scourge up.” Emma said concerned.

	“I can kick them a little surprise for the Scourge.” Stone responded.

	“Excellent. Then it’s time we get everyone together for the briefing.”

	“Then we need to deploy our prisoners.” Buxton said. “Saunders! Get in here!”

	“Yes, sir. What do you need?”  Saunders answered from across an open area outside the room where he stood talking with  one of the soldiers.

	“Send the prisoners back to their owners.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Alright boys, you ready to kick in Stage Three?” Emma inquired.

	“Damn straight.” Buxton said as he chomped down on the end of  a cigar and spit it into a cup.

	Emma pulled up a map of the world and projected it on the wall. Hundreds of green lights appeared on the map. She clicked on a dark green button marked ignite below the map. A prompt came asking for her password. She entered it and a larger button appeared over the map.

	“Ready?” She looked up and asked the room.

	“Yes.” They responded in sync.

	She punched the button and the green lights began to flip to red. As they did a series of explosions went off at several hundred sites around the world. All the AHSI labs exploded, imploded and exploded again within three or four seconds, converting them into a cloud of dust. The only ones that were left standing were the ones that had been fed the decoy information. 
 
	“Mr. President what should we do about the situation here at the White House? Also, there are calls coming in for you about some laboratories being reduced to dust.” Rease Canley offered.

	“Call in a clean up crew and set up a press conference. I will address the nation and the world about the events that transpired. About the laboratories, tell the Joint Chiefs of Staff and the Secretary of the Treasury that we will be sending in troops and agents to investigate. But don’t send anyone.”

	“What about security here? Should we be concerned that this individual will return?”

	“No. When he returns, the situation will be quite different. Security won’t be needed. As you can see nothing we have will be able to help us against him. I’m not worried.”

	“It’s going well.” Jake said as he walked into the room to watch Stage Three.

	“Great job.” Buxton said. “You had them shitting in their pants.”

	“I’m glad you are okay, baby.” Emma said as she leaned into him.

	“That was a good time, people. Are we ready for Stage Four?”
 
 
	“The Secret Service released him, sir.” Graingers Aide informed the General who was sweating in a panic and shaking from the encounter with Jake. 

	“Good…” The General responded.

	“Sir do you need a new uniform, is there a hole in it from being hung on the wall.”

	“Yes, I mean No. It’s not damaged but get me a new one.” The General said trying to hide  the fact that he had soiled himself. “ Where is it now?”

	“The ‘Scourge’ as it is called, was en route to the nearest AHSI lab, but  the lab was destroyed before it arrived. It is now nearing another lab as we speak.”

	“Good, do these people know what they need to do when it arrives?”

	“Yes, sir. But it is the recommendation of the Board of the AHSI who are made up of it’s longest tenured scientists, most of whom have worked on this technology, that we will not be able to handle this being once it has been upgraded.”

	“That’s a load of crap. We were never able to handle it.”

	“Yes sir.  But with the technology we have now, we could have controlled him. If we do this now, we will never be able to handle him in any way. It will change his psyche as well as upgrading his abilities.”

	“I don’t give a shit, we will deal with that later. Did you locate his family and friends?”

	“No, sir. We sent our men to their homes and workplaces, they had all disappeared.”

	“He is not getting away with this…destroy their homes, vehicles and jail everyone in their personal network.”

	“That will require great deal of resources and time.”

	“Fuck you! Get it done! We will do whatever it takes to stop this fuck! In fact, kill all of them!”

	“Yes, sir. But our resources are not meant to kill people for no reason, we can arrest them to ensure national security.”

	“You naive son of bitch. Do you want me to spell it out for you. We have done this thousands of times in the past and we will do a thousand more. If you can’t deal with carrying out my orders, I will get someone in here who knows the protocol! Now either get out there and put it into place or get the hell out of here. I will not put up with insubordination form anyone.” The General walked up, got up in his face, grabbing him by the shirt. Without remorse he hurled spit in face while he finising his tirade. “If you go AWOL from your job or disobey my orders in any way, shape or form, you will be killed, dismembered and buried deep in the desert.”

	“Yes…sir…”

	The Scourge sat silently in the back of a eighteen wheeler as it cruised at high speed down the highway. Armed military surround the truck, a Hum V in the front and back and several jeeps and small covered trucks on each side. Several hours passed until the truck slowed and turned, driving down a long cement road. The truck pulled to stop and backed up until it met with a loading platform. The air brakes released and the doors opened, letting light into the dark shell. Soldiers motioned for him to step forward and follow them into the labs holding facility. The dock, located in the back of the building, was oversized to accommodate unusual circumstances. The bay was also oversized leading into the into the facility which was large enough to hold a large prop plane. The soldiers stepped back as Scourge stepped into the light. His size and presence was alarming to anyone who had ever been in an enclosed space with him. He continued on  through the bay and into the facility were the several scientists had stood on a large platform waiting for him to sit down.

	The Scourge sat down as they placed a large tube into the side of his mouth. They began to administer the first wave of solutions to him. The also began to rub a gel on his arms.

	“We have just given you the first two waves of the change the general requested. The next one will be a prep for the forth which is what you requested.” One of the scientists informed him.

	“I don’t need any prep.” The Scourge responded.

	“The change you would like to have requires it.”

	“Go ahead then, but make it quick.” I don’t want to be here any longer then I need to be…”

	“Will you need anything when we are done?”

	“No… After I finish your bidding, I will be gone.”

	“I hope that everything is satisfactory, when we are completed.”

	“If the change does not occur as I was told it would, I will kill all of you.”
	
	“You will be ready in very soon.” The scientist said fearing that what they were doing would be very different from what the Scourge expected.

	As they continued to administer the enhancement agents a small tremor ran under their feet creating a small crack. 

	“What was that?

	“I don’t know, sir, we are not on an earthquake fault line.”

	The building shook and then stopped.

	“What the…” The scientist continued.

A loud rumbling started and the building began to vibrate. An alarm sounded and the doors flew open to the emergency exits. The building shook and cracks started to form on the outside wall. A window fell to the floor, spraying glass. The soldiers scrambled to form a circle around the Scourge, in an attempt to guard him.

	“What is happening here?”

	“I don’t know? We have had an earthquake.”
	“Hurry, you will finish before we are crushed inside.”

	“We will try…”

	“You will do more than…” The Scourge stopped speaking  and pulled himself backward to avoid a set of lights falling from the open ceiling. A loud grinding sound bellowed through the room followed by a large crack forming in the floor in front of them.
 
	“We have to move!” One of the soldiers shouted to the group surrounding the Scourge.

	“They will stay until the finish.” The Scourge responded.

	“We can not leave you in here.”

	“I will stay until the last phase is completed.”

	“The building is going to explode! We need to leave.”

	“No explosion can harm me.”

	“But it will harm the two men trying to help you. We have to get them out of here.”

	“Take them, I will finish it on my own.”

	The soldiers and scientists ran from the building and took cover one hundred yards away. A flash occurred and the building exploded, imploded and then exploded creating a large cloud of cement dust and bits of metal fragments. It was as if the building caught fire and was frozen then shattered. Twenty minutes of more passed until the cloud dispersed enough for the soldiers to check for signs of life and examine the destruction.

	They could not see movement, the wind whipped through the twenty foot, grey mound of sand like particles where the building had been. A few of the soldiers made their way over to in preform reconnaissance, when ground began to vibrate again. From the middle of the mound a form appeared and the Scourge lifted himself up with grey streams flowing off of him.

	“It’s not enough! They need to give me more!” He shouted at them. The soldiers stopped in their tracks with no idea what to do, should they shoot at him or just step back. 

	“That is all we have sir. It is all we are capable of right now.” One of the scientists yelled out.

	“You are all nothing but liars! You deserve to die!”

	The Scourge grew several feet and changed color to a marble design of red, dark orange and beige with rust colored lines adding definition. He gained the appearance of a marble statue with living presence. The change that occurred shocked the scientists  who were amazed by what stood before them, dwarfing what was once the AHSI Research and Implementation building.

	“After I kill this man, do not approach me, if you do, I will destroy this world and it’s inhabitants.”
	The Scourge flew into the air and faded from site, the soldiers and scientists sat on the ground unable to comprehend what they had just seen. They ignored the calls that started coming though to offer backup, sitting in silence on the ground. None of them looked at each other or discussed the severity of the encounter.

	“We have an odd reading at one of the sites.” Saunders informed Emma.

	“Did everyone make out of the building?”

	“Yes. The same as the other sites. But there was something else, another heat signature…I think…it was life but larger than anything I have ever seen. Take a look.”

	Emma studied the data and images trying to decipher the odd readings.

	“Jake do you know what this might be..?” She said as she showed him what they were looking at on the screen.

	Fuck! It’s the Scourge. What was he doing there? I sent him to a remote place.

	“What should we do about this guy? Why do you suppose he is working with the AHSI?”
	
	“Because, someone is getting desperate and pulled him in to help them. We don’t need to anything…he’s coming here. They want me dead and this is one of their options…They must have given him what he wanted.

	“Commander we have an issue!” Saunders called out.

	“What’s going on, people?”

	“The Scourge is on his way here. We need to barricade this place somehow.”

	“No, we don’t.” Jake offered. “First we need to gauge his abilities then I will see assess what needs to be done from there.”

	“Do you think he will be able to kill you or harm you in his new form?”

	“No, you can’t keep jumping automatically to worried, baby… I can’t be killed, nothing can happen to me.”

	“You’re my husband and you are going up against something insanely powerful. Why wouldn’t I always be worried?”

	“It’s cool, baby. He said as he picked her up off the ground, through her up in the air and caught her with one arm and picked up a beer with the other. See if you can find out where he is, maybe we can through him some hurtles before he reaches this place.” She laughed nervously knowing her husband could never have done that a few days ago.

	“He’s determined. I need to find a way to convince him one and for all.”

 

	The President took a specific documents from his desk, linking all the Joint Chiefs of Staff excluding  Admiral Redding. It also, showed a connection between the Sectary of the Treasury and the Fleet Admiral. He photographed, scanned and make copies to submit as evidence to all the press outlets and the Department of Justice.  He gave a sealed packets with recordings from his office along with the documents to his Chief of Staff and told him to distribute it to all the leaders of twenty countries. He felt it prudent to cover his bases in case Jakes team was not able to complete their agenda. Getting killed was an option that he was aware would happen, which led him also to opt for an escape contingency.
 
	“They will attempt a coup within the next two days, we will need to get in front of the that move. They can not only sense something is wrong, they are ready to take over and complete the project. It’s their time and we need to stop them before they can give the order.” The President said.
 
	“Who would you like me to send out to arrest the all of these individuals? It will be very hard to pull off, they own every department.”
 
	“We need to do it simultaneously. I don’t want them to inform each other.  I am going to call Buxton to see if he can infiltrate the top five at the Secret Service and and the Attorney General to get them upgraded. After that we will send them in, but it will need to be done tonight.”
 
	“We need to call a press conference about today’s events.”
 
	“Please, make it for one hour from now, I my announce some other items as well.”
 
 
 
	“The Scourge glowed like a large beacon in the sky as traveled at mach speed to reach the Montana stronghold. He did not necessarily wan to kill Jake, but it would take him out of the equation. He would then be the most powerful being as he was before Jake was created. He hated the clumsy scientists who could not help him to achieve his goals and he hated Jake for having what he wanted and not letting him have even a small piece of it. He didn’t believe that Jake would ever come to help him so he went out looking for his own solutions. Living for ever did not make his time any less valuable. He didn’t care that Jake let him live, it would be better to just kill him or make him kill himself. Yes, that was it. How do you kill the un-killable? Make them do it themselves. If Jake had more power than any being that ever lived , then he had the power to kill himself.
 
 	Jake felt him. He was in a five hundred mile proximity. If he wasn’t able to convince the Scourge to listen to him and if he was unable to kill this being, the  he had to send him somewhere he could never escape.
 
	Jake felt something change in side himself. A raw power filled his body . He stepped up another level.
 
 
	“...so, I will need your help… The President said as he expounded on his situation to Buxton.

	“Stone can we get something to these guys?” Buxton inquired as he stood in the room with Stone, Emma and Saunders working out the details of the next phase.

	“I can, we just need a way to get in close them.”

	Jake walked in and all of them turned and stopped what they were doing, it appeared that he had moved up another level. His body was huge and strong. He was daunting and dangerous, his body glowed like it was holding storing energy for and imminent release.

	“Sir…?”  Saunders reluctantly asked. “What happened?” 

	“I will move them to one of the holding areas.” Jake opted not to answer and instead offered a solution to his colleagues.

	“But Sir, they will be a tough group to wrangle.”

 	“Don’t worry about those chuckleheads, they are lemmings, they follow protocol. Unless Buxton has a strategy for dealing these people, Stone can work his magic and then I’ll drop them back in their little office cubes.” 

	“He’s right, if they give Stone any shit, I’ll remind them how easy it is to get a bayonet into a body cavity. They’ll get the picture. Buxton added.

	“We need to do this quick, The Scourge is on his way here to kill me.” Jake asserted.

	“Mr. President we will have them ready for you in about about fifteen minutes. Stone offered.

	“Thank you. I will be waiting. Thank you, gentleman. Ma’am I appreciate your help. Notify me when they are ready.” The President said as he signed off.

	“Buxton, I need their names…”Jake requested.

	Buxton navigated through the government systems Stone had hacked into and cloned. He waded through the various layers of data and eventually located detailed information needed. 

	“This should be all of them.” He said after pulling up their information. “I added a few more people to make sure there is no opposition.”

	“How can we locate these individuals?”

	“They all have GPS devices in their ID’s.. We can also use any other device they may carry on them.”

	“Stone, can you get me all the coordinates?” Jake asked as he handed the information to him.

	“Not a problem.” Stone said after a few seconds of skimming through the data. We can use their employee numbers and anything that might used to verify the information about each person.”
	
	“A few minutes later Stone had collected and gave it to Jake. Jake looked at and then looked back at Stone.

	“They’re here… in the holding area.” Jake said as he match the information to each individual he moved.
	Stone smiled and shook his head in approval and left the room. He motioned a group of ten soldiers to follow him. 

	When he arrived in the holding area, the people Jake had moved there were looking around at each other confused. They had begun to argue and blame each other for whatever they thought was happening.

	“Good afternoon, my name is Aidan Stone. We have moved here to make sure that you are in line with the events that will occur in the next few days. There is an epidemic you will need to be inoculated against. It is a foreign, in fact it is an alien born bacteria that has started to infect small groups of the population. It is very deadly and we can’t afford for you to exposed. Some of you have been through this drill before with other biological issues.

	“How the hell did you get us here?” “This is a breach of protocol.” “I demand that you send us back.” “This kidnapping! I’ll have your job.” Voices erupted from the group as they yelled in fear, afraid of what was happening to them.

	“We are specialized agency, working with CDC to help them contain this virus. You were moved by an classified military device developed for the upcoming war effort. Please form a line in front of the soldier to the far left. After the vaccine is administered please take a seat and we will return you to your locations within five minutes. Before you leave, we need make sure that their are no reactions to the vaccine.

	Scared, they listened and followed Stone’s direction muttering and complaining. An  adamant detainee walked out of line and tried to make his way to Stone. A soldier pushed the end of his rifle into the man’s chest and motion him to get back in line. Another soldier walked up next to the man and blocked him from breaking off from the line. 

	“I’ll have your jobs! I’m not going to stand for this, shit!”  The man shouted.
	
	“Put a lid on it, quit ya bitchin’. Whattaya wanna die, you moron!” A department head a few feet away from the Rhode Island office said. ‘Your pissing us off, we just want to get out of here and get this over with, are Stupit’ or sumtin, Put a sock in it, asshole.”

	“We will be done in few minutes.” Stone offered.

	When Stone was complete he called for Jake and Buxton to help examine the detainees. The walked a couple of minutes later and saw a room full of calm sensible men including the impatient man. Stone, Buxton and Jake spent time talking with each one to ensure that they were ready. None of which, were surprised by Jakes appearance.

	“Thank you for your cooperation.” Jake said as he sent them back.
 
 


	The President walked up to the podium following the standard introduction and looked over the flashes, lights, cameras and microphones sticking up from the sea of new and familiar press core personalities and technicians there to record the breaking events. Behind him stood the Vice President and the Secretary of State. He looked down at his notes and cleared his throat as the press quieted to listen his address.

	“Good afternoon.” He started then paused looking around the room for the invited government officials.  A flow of individuals arrived in the back entrance filling the room.

	“Earlier today… “ He continued. “The White House was under attack…not by any faction we are currently engaged in conflict or a terrorist entity. Instead, we were attacked from within.” A murmur erupted from the crowd. “It was not from a disgruntled employe, nor were we infiltrated by a covert group. The attack was years in the making and came to fruition today. Support was put together by a complex group of backers who are invested in several dozen of the worlds most profitable and powerful corporations, many of which supply the war efforts. One of our own Joint Chiefs of Staff along with several others in his employment developed plans to kill members of the Office of the President and commence with a coup to assume control of the government. The employees who are at every level of government are now being arrested for treason and will be brought in for questioning by joint effort of the Department of Defense and Secret Service. Over the next few days we will running on a skeleton staff augmented by consultants and contractors to realign and fix what has been corrupted. Among the fixes will be the debt, which after deep examination showed a a surplus that allowed for the elimination of future financial issues. All war efforts will be discontinued and the soldiers returned home. Any and all veterans from the last one hundred or so years if still alive or their spouses are still alive will receive full retirement with retro active pay including interest. If they have passed on their children will compensated.  

	Professional anarchists, hired to disrupt peaceful demonstrations, organize events, bomb buildings, assassinate, cause issues, create distractions and promote agendas will be shut down and their jobs eliminated. The CIA along with several other departments will also be dismantled. 

	For over four hundred years we have lived with corruption at a high level of control. In the last one hundred years the current financial powers have controlled their own efforts and coercions which have been created to establish ways of making money of from the general population. This will end as of the moment. The government will be ending tax of any kind and instead will be in the business of sustaining itself without taxing the very people it is meant to help. A high level of complete healthcare will be provided to by the government as an option to paid services, which will be able to offer different products, extended options and coverage. The government as you know it will change from this point forward becoming an institution to provide for the people. Many other changes will be arriving in the coming weeks, you will find that corruption will be eradicated, offering a continuity and collaboration between elected officials and factions of government. I have been in contact with the leaders of over forty countries and we have agreed to eventually develop a resource based society, using technology to bolster our efforts. All waring factions are under cease fire and their conflicts will now be working towards a resolution. We have all applied and are developing unused and underused technologies that will correct the destruction of the planet. The world ahead of us holds the promise of the unified potential of Nirvana, Xanadu, Utopia, etc. This may seem like a pipe dream to a world that has been wrought in a hell like ideology that has always had a negative connotation. This is a historical achievement that could have never been attempted before this time. Ladies and gentlemen, welcome, we are crossing over into the new world.”
 
	The Press Corp, in a very unusual response, stared without speaking. Fifteen seconds passed with no response.
 
	“I know this statement was very much out of the ordinary, but you may ask questions…” the President offered.
 
	Another five seconds passed and a low murmur started. The correspondents were responding to their producers who where began trying to give them instructions through their earpieces. Until a lone shaking hand raised up above the mass of people.
 
	“Go ahead sir.” The President acknowledged as he point to him.
 
	“How do you hope to accomplish this new world wide agenda? Is it a bipartisan effort? How did you get this passed so quickly? Do you feel that you’ve taken away the desire of the people?”
 
	“As I just explained, each government is on board as well as the Senate, the Congress and all other factions of the government. The corruption you are used to dealing with is now gone.” The President hesitated and sighed before continuing. “Sir, you and the producers of your show and those like it, may want to look for a job with a more reputable news agency. Sensational news forums will be obsolete. Freedom of the press and freedom of speech will be honored. Sensationalist entertainment, which almost every news house has subscribed to, will not be needed anymore. No one will have a use for lies and spin from respected journalists. That kind of fiction will be more a part of the entertainment industry… Do you have an actual question?”
 
	“I…a…no sir…”
 
	“Are there any other questions?”
 
	““Will you have a detailed time table? Also, what prompted this change other than what you have uncovered?””
 
	“We will be issuing a timeline along with the supporting information by the end of the week. It will be fast moving and it will not be vague, in fact, I promise that it will be presented in a way that each individual will understand the process.”
 
	“Why are we not able to access the information currently?”
 
	“It will take a few days to not only ready the information, but more importantly it will allow us to navigate through the next few days without putting the transition at risk.”
 
	“Who has been taken into custody?”
 
	“I can not release the names at this time, but I will in the next few days. I can only tell you that these people have been committing nefarious acts and woven horror into fabric of what it is to be a human being. We can not allow our children to be killed for any reason in any country.”
 
	“What exactly happened today and what created the damage to the White House?”
 
	“It was an action that was provoked by a person who has now been detained. Their actions caused the breach in security to occur. If it had not been for this person some of the major wars or the last decade would not have occurred. The damage was caused by someone who was trying to stop this person from getting away with murdering his family and continuing his many agendas.”
 
	“You mention a very positive ending. Can you elaborate?”
 
	“When we release the information to you it will be apparent. The leaders of each nation of the world immediately jumped on board, when we sat down and explained. Some of these nations have been waring before the beginning of recorded history and they had no issues arriving at a resolution. They have risen above the inherent propaganda and ingrained issues and have come together. This is a new day.”
 
Rease Canley leaned over and whispered to the President, pulling his attention away. They discussed something off mic for a almost a minute.
 
	“Thank you, ladies and gentleman.” The President said as he focused his attention back on the Press Core. “We need to return to managing the the situation at hand. I appreciate you taking the time out of your day to be here knowing you could have easily done this remotely. Over the next week, I may hold another similar event, if we do not have the opportunity to interact during that time, we will get together when we release the timeline at the end of the week.
 
 
	Jake stood outside staring into the Montana sky, waiting for the Scourge to arrive. He had no desire to engage in this futile conflict. There were pressing issues to work through with the group. In the distance he noticed a small figure starting grow and make it towards his location.  A grinding sound breeched the silence and increased as the figure neared his location. Another figure came into view and followed the first. The second reached the first and then both split angling off and then back in creating an oval pattern aiming straight for him. They closed in on Jake and he could now see that one was the Scourge and another was an odd whirling disc that was creating the grinding sound. Clear tubes shot out form the disc and wrapped around Jake The tubes felt like living tissue as they tried to bore into his skin through his pores in an attempt to suffocate him. He could here the Scourge speaking to him from outside whatever had wrapped around him.

	“Kill yourself, do it, kill yourself…” He repeated over and over. “I will kill everyone you know or have ever met if you do not end yourself now.”

	Jake could not respond through this clear substance, but he turned to the Scourge and smiled, then became like ice and the substance shattered around him. The Scourge continued to repeat the words until it began to rotate pulling Jake in and slamming into his chest. Jake disappeared and returned inside the disc exploding it.  The Scourge swung at Jake trying to take his head off. Jake bent backward avoiding the punch and grabbed his head and tore it off his body. The Scourge’s body ran towards Jake and picked him up pushing him into the wall of the stronghold, pulverizing the granite. The Scourge returned his head to his body and it healed almost instantly. Jake hit him in the torso putting his arm right through him.

	“This is futile…!” Jake shouted at him.

	“I am here to kill either you or your people. So kill yourself to avoid their deaths.”

	“There are other options.”

	“There is nothing else.”

	“You are wrong and I don’t have time to deal with you.”

	The Scourge swung both of his arms, hitting Jake under Jakes chest and throwing him four hundred feet across the wooded area. He broke through the doorway and headed down the hallways looking for Jakes people as Jake came in through the new hole in the building and followed him in hurling anything in sight at him. The Scourge made his way into the main area of the building, alerting the soldiers. They shot at him, launching grenades unable to affect him in anyway, instead they angered him. He saw Emma and launched himself towards her. She swung him around and avoided his attempts, kicking him to the floor and breaking his neck. She began to tear his arm out of the socket and break his knee with her foot. Jake seeing this had enough and appeared in front of him.
“You’re done.” He said and moved the both of them nearest planet with no intelligent life that would support him. They stood facing each other arched and ready to attack.

	“I will leave here or planet that is made of gas and liquid. One that you will have very hard time surviving on. You will acclimate but it will be not be easily habitable, even for you. Why do you want to kill me? We had this worked out, what is your issue?

	“I need to be one… as you are… with everything.”

	“It’s not going to happen, not now, in the future, maybe. I am lucky enough to have been born with the correct attributes to make this possible, but you were not. They can keep trying but it’s not going to happen now. If I can find a way I will help you, I will. But you need to wait it out.”

	“They promised me it would be possible.”

	“They lied. They are greedy and maniacal.”

	“If I kill you I will gain your power, I am able to absorb all of your energy, it is my only chance.”

	“That is a myth. I am the only one and I will be for a very long time. I am the link between everything. If you want to transcend then you will need to die. That is the key to life. The great mystery. The search for unlimited power. The quest for understanding what is on the other side, the ability to control everything, the need to know the meaning behind everything, the power to transcend the between death and life. You need to die to know everything. Dying is the key to everything. I exist between life and death, all worlds, all universes….everything. Death is the only way you can achieve that level.”

	“Then kill me…”

	“No… I won’t. I don’t have it in me. I’m not built in that way.”

	“Then I will kill myself…”

	“You can’t, we are both unable to die.”
	
	“I will find a way, but you will have to wait.”

	“How long will it take…?”

	“I wish knew, It is something that is beyond even me right now, but that could change. I haven’t finished transforming.”

	“Then take me with you…”

	“I want to take you back with me, I could use your help, but I am not able to trust you. We are involved in a dangerous game right now, one that will affect the future. If we can do this, we may have a better chance of helping you than we could have in the state we currently in now. Our resources will evolve exponentially. Our world is about to change.
Jake reached out his hand and offered it to him. The Scourge looked down at his hand and returned the gesture.

	“I will wait…” He said.

	“You have my word. I will be back and I will do anything to find a way. You will be my main priority to work on.”
 


	“What are going to do about General Grangier, sir.”  Rease Canley asked after shutting the door to Oval Office.

	“Nothing, right now. We are going to buy ourselves some time. We need to let him think I am still on his side, in spite of what happened at the press conference. We need to let them think it’s all a rouse to find kick off what they have planned. Luckily it runs along the same same lines.”

	“But sir, some of what you said was very damning information, how could they think it’s part of their plan. You almost directed it at General Grangier.”

	“They will think I am protecting them and that I am presenting a great public relations  scam to the public. I have  Admiral Redding in hiding to offer the intent to them that he is our patsy.”

	“That might work, but it is extremely risky.”

	“Don’t worry about it, it’s enough to buy us time. I don’t know where some of these people are located, but Grangier does. When he contacts them or meets with them, I will arrest him. Actually, let’s let him get confident, that confidence will transfer to those people also, which will open them up more.”

	“What if they cause damage or their agenda launches, we will have  a serious issue on our hands.”

	Jake and Buxton assured me they will be able to handle anything that might get out of hand.

	The door opened and General Grangier walked in. “I need a few minutes of your time, we need to talk Mr. President.”

	“What can I do for you General?”

	“Do you need people to throw under the bus? I have a few I would love to use.”

	“I have all that I need.”

	“Thank you for clearing me of that whole debacle today.”

	“You’re welcome. It’s my job to protect my people. Are we on track to deploy this week?”
	“No glitches so far.”

	“Good.”

	“What I wanted to talk to you about was the person who showed up today. I have a team tracking him now. We need to shut this guy down. I believe he is the same person who breached security yesterday. We have everyone on the job looking for him. We believe he may be aligned with Buxton and the Orianders he is coveting. They may have worked on the technology that created this guy. Round them all up and exterminate them.”

	“What do you need from this office?”

	“We need to list this person as terrorist and release it as a statement from this Office. I want him tracked down and brought in.

	“After the ruse I presented to the general public, to cover up what happened here and dropping the idea of a conspiracy on them, we won’t need to add anything to it. Make sure they accept it. But eliminate the idea of a crazed enhanced human, it will only cause a panic.”

	“Alright, but I will need support.”

	“Work on the deployment and I will get you support.”

	“My people are already on it.”

	“Good. If we need information, we will contact them.” The President said as he ushered the General out of the room.

	“You are ahead of the game, sir. They think you did this all for them.”

	“It took the heat of of us for the time being.”

	“Sir, there are some people here to see you. They have credentials, but I have never seen them before. Their credentials suggest that they are specialized group that works directly for you.

	“Have the Secret Service run a scan, then send them in.”

	“This day is getting  continually more bizarre.”

	 “Keep at least two agents on alert in case anything happens.”

	“Yes, sir.” Reese said and left the room.

	After several minutes the door opened and seven men in well made vintage grey suits walked onto the Oval Office.

	“Hello gentlemen, what can I do for you?”

	“We are here to help you complete your initiatives. We witnessed your press conference and talked with Jake Nolan and General Buxton.”

	“Then you understand what will be going down in the next few days?”

	“Yes sir. We have been working with Buxton’s group to fix the issues and we have been enhanced to better help you.”

	“Who are you.. what are you?”

	“We are like you, our time is the early nineteen sixties. We work directly with President Kennedy and are his group. In that time we stumbled upon very advanced technologies, some we used in the general populace, others we shut down and some we adapted to help us control the others. We have traveled into the this time to alter events that would have led to an apocalypse. After unleAHSIng some of this technology in our time, it was like a pandora’s box, we found that it was not prudent to be used and would instead cause destruction.”

	The Ordinaires continued to explain their origins and the events being put into place. They offered solutions to help the President with pressing issues before him.

	“Can you help me specifically with the General Grangier and shutting down his efforts?”

	“Yes, but we need to warn you as we have warned Buxton’s team, you are on the threshold of a war. One that will be fought between Graingers backers and you with Buxton’s team.”

	“Is this the timeline where we are headed?”

	“Yes, but something can alter the conclusion, the future is not set in stone. But something will happen either way.”

	The Ordinaires worked with the President to develop alternate strategies as contingencies in case something went wrong.
 
	



	“I will not deal with him, I want him dead!” Graingier shouted at the members of the conglomerate shown before him, referring to the President. “He is against us, I can feel it. He is not in charge and better wise up… We are ready for war. If that thing you sent doesn’t complete his mission, drop a bomb on the fucking assholes!”

	“We have been discussing his speech and we agree that he is not with us. He has his own initiative. You need to know that he will be prepared. There may be a great of casualties for us to blame on someone else.”

	“Then please get it done. I do not want to worry about this guy or where he came from…”
 

	Several girls handed out drinks in ‘Gyrations’ a strip club out in the middle of a small redneck village near the Montana stronghold.

	“Why are we here?” Saunders asked.

	“It’s the last place they will ever look.” Emma said. “We can run the whole operation right from here. Stone, we need to upgrade every soldier.  We will need our own army. Everything is being deployed as we speak, so our people will need the upgrade to survive. It’s better if they are exposed now so we can counteract their initiatives.”

	Buxton messaged his men to break the capsules and drink. They followed orders all at once as Stone looked on to appraise the situation.

	“They will survive. I will lead them into this battle.” Jake said. 

	“I pray that God will favor our efforts this day.” Buxton said, glaring off in thought. 

	“Exaltabit honore - It will exalt with honor.” Emma expounded.

	“Buxton, I’ll need your help if we go to the show.  You know these guys. How will they think and react?”
 
	“That’s a good question.”  Buxton answered. “They don’t trust anyone, they will eliminate anyone who might give them any reason to question anything, no matter how remote.”
 
	“I realized that when I met them, they think like the mobsters.
 
	“Exactly, they are mobsters.”
 
	“Damn straight. What should we do to offset their next move? I want to pull the rug out from under them.”
 
	“I think they will go after the President. The press conference he just gave will enrage them because they weren’t in on the planning. The will think he has another agenda. A ‘sit down’ won’t even help at this point. Someone has questioned him already, that’s definite. We need to get him out of harms way, but we can’t let them realize it happened.”
 
	“We can change them now.”
 
	“We need to know who they are.”
 
	“Do we have anyone on the inside.”
 
	“Not really, even Redding isn’t deep enough, they didn’t trust him. I was never privy, for the obvious reasons and I was much too vocal. I would have gone after them.”
 
	“You don’t think Redding is involved?”
 
	“No, he’s more of a Lemming, but he will walk away if anything serious goes down. He’s just a vote to them.”
 
	“After we secure our people and in between the time that the upgrade attains completion, we will be at war with these ass monkeys. So I want to make sure we can take them down.”
 
	“It can be done, but we will need all our people on the frontline doing a different job.”

	“Then I want everyone will to be awash with something unique. Let’s have something prepared up our sleeve, If it comes to it, I want to hit them with something that won’t see coming.”

	“Your buddy Stone will be able to get something ready. Saunders thinks a lot like Stone, I think they even attended the same college.”

	“MIT?”

	“Yeah… Saunders c’mere!” Buxton called out.

	“Yes, sir.” Saunders answered.

	“I want you to work with Stone to develop something they will not expect. We need unique device to pull out of our hat if need be.”

	“I have some ideas.”

	“Outstanding, soldier!”

	“Good, get that kid Noda to work with you too. He seems fairly bright and it seems like he may be able to offer an alternative to your MIT thinking.”

	“Yes, sir!”

	“Sounds good to me.” Noda acknowledged.

	“Did I hear ‘MIT’?” Stone said looking up from what he was working on.

	“Yeah, why?”

	“I got my biotech degree there. I used to live in Cambridge, about  a mile off campus.

	“I graduated a couple of years ago. I went there for engineering, but I was involved in other areas.”

	“Myself as well. You can stretch out easily there and find your place, even if it’s a combination a lot of different disciplines.”

	“Wait…” Saunders said starring at Stone. “I know you... I think… you look a lot different…it can’t be...”

	“It probably is…” Buxton interjected. “He changed his name and appearance around ten years ago.”

	“Is it really you?” Saunders responded.

	“You may have seen me, but it was probably on some archived lectures.” Stone offered.

	“That’s it! I knew it! Damn, you were the fucking man!” Saunders said dropping his professional military stride as he reverted back to a young college student. “We were in awe of you! We even had a drinking game based on you. Every time you would correct someone and say, ‘I’m sorry, but you’ve misled yourself.’ That was classic! Any variation on it, we would drink. If you lifted your eyebrow when they spoke we would drink. If you looked away and shook your head, we’d drink. I remember, somebody counted them, there was twenty one things you would do or say that would make us drink. It was awesome! That was one of the best memories I had of my time there.”

	“Apparently, I should have had my own show.”

	“You should have! It would have been a no brainer… I can’t believe it’s you and I didn’t realize until now.”

	“I look very different now.”

	“They should have made you the Dean for life! You were smarter than anyone there!”

	“Your funny, kid.”

	“Damn, I can’t believe I get to work with you and on this of all things. I should have known. No one else was smart enough to do everything you’e done.”

	“So what are your ideas?”

	“I’ll get my notes… This is awesome!” Saunders said running off to retrieve his journal.

	“Good, find Noda, while your at it.

	“Yes sir!”

 	“We need to put this together fast. I have the resources at my place in Texas to work on this and put it together. Jake do think you can get em there and back while you and Buxton are planning the next strategy?”

	“How about I send all three of you there and you can let me know when you’re done.” Jake offered.

	“Perfect.” 

	Buxton and Jake left the room and walked down the hall as Stone, Saunders and Noda appeared in Stones lab. Buxton called all the soldiers into an open area and handed them full syringes and instructed them to administer the upgrade if they choose to be apart of the next phase. They all complied.
 
	The soldiers had no issue climbing this fence. They witnessed Jake’s power and knew that even if they had a small piece of what he had, it would be more than they could ever want. They could do so much with it and would never have to worry about anything ever again.
 
	They knew that they were on the cusp of new world, this was a historical event and they wanted to be apart of it. The ultimate hardware and software upgrade for the human body. They were exacerbated by what they had seen and what they were ordered to carry out. This was the golden job. Being on a team dedicated to Buxton, they knew that there was never any shit barreling down the road that they didn’t want to be involved in. The military overlooked how the soldiers balanced on the agendas they needed to fulfill. The last thing most of them wanted to do was kill or engage in the horrific ‘Strategies’ they had to fall in line with or risk being court marshaled. They had all seen too many of their brothers come back in body bags or in a state that would never allow them to be normal again. Burning down their houses, killing their wives and children, gathering weapons, going off on shooting sprees, destroying their lives and everything around them because they were no longer able to cope and leaving sanity altogether. Attacking the military and the world that birthed this new psychotic version of themselves. Buxton’s soldiers realized this was their only chance avoid that fate and right that wrong. Few soldiers had ever been in a position to help the lost and forge a new path. Finally, they were on the no bullshit train.

	The first day they were recruited for Buxton’s unit they stood in a warehouse in plain clothes awaiting Buxton’s arrival. The feeling in the room relaxed and jovial but still with a sense of eager nervousness. The feeling was serious in anticipation of how their lives would change working under Buxton’s vision. Each one of these soldiers did everything possible to be assigned to this unit. This was the top of the ladder. Navy Seals. Green Barrettes, Special Ops and other high echelon units were far behind what Buxton was putting together. Many of these soldiers were the  top dogs from those units. Others were gifted with several skills, all of which intertwined. They had done all they could for the military and many were on their way out. They did not want to go on to anything that any branch had to offer.
 
	When Buxton arrived to orientate and brief his new recruits, they kept watch for his arrival. As soon as he was in sight they began cheering and screaming as he walked the path in to the building where they were being housed. Then immediately shut it down to complete silence, standing at attention as he entered the room. Buxton aware of their excitement looked over the men with a slight and subtle grin he began to call off the names of the soldiers he personally selected, conducting the long roll call from memory. He spent the time to tell each of them what they offered personally and why they were part of this new unit. He had searched for a long time, investigating each person with every resource available, so that he knew how they spent every minute of their day to day lives going back to their childhoods. 

	Buxton spoke to them at length about what the type of missions they would be involved in over the next few years. Saunders, his first recruit, stood behind him and motioned to each soldier to retrieve a specific box, which held their uniforms along with the latest technology to communicate and work. Nothing in the boxes resembled any thing they had seen previously. Saunders and Buxton had developed the new technology specifically for what long road ahead. Saunders feared the power that they bestowed on these new recruits. But, Buxton felt confident that this unit would not only be the culmination of his career but the way by which the military would step firmly into the future.
 
	The uniforms, developed by Saunders was morphing armor. It was bullet, fire,.explosion, freeze, water and shrapnel resistant. Saunders hesitated suggesting that it was any more, but it would be able to protect someone from any outside penetration. It was light weight and temperature controlled to handle extreme temperatures  and allow for comfort in any war or rescue operation.The uniforms morphed to hard shell when activated by  the conditions or the user. It could be used as a tool, add strength and to protect the user from being crushed. The hoods pulled open and over into a full mask with a light transitional eye lens.
 
	Their weapons and tech interacted so that it could be discarded remotely, monitor its status, enhanced aiming, automation, etc.  It would also allow the weapons and uniforms to interact and work in unison.  Because, each soldier brilliant in their own right, they felt the need to examine the new gear and immediately offer ideas that would help to enhance their specific disciplines. Saunders worked with them to get their ideas up and running quickly. No one was here to fuck around and this would be the first time they felt comfortable being part of the military. The schedule was unique, they were offered the option of working remotely, on call, with time allotted for surveillance, tech upgrades, training, physical conditioning, briefings and meetings. Much of the communication was through technology so most interaction was often conducted remotely.
 
	They had been surprised by everything that had transpired over the last couple of days. Having changes made so quickly and efficiently was new to them. Up until this time they had always been bogged down in red tape, unless of course it was an agenda from high up the ladder then it was put through immediately. This had always pissed them off, seeing their friends and colleagues killed in the line of action or die because their urgent requests were not heralded in time or lost completely.
 
	They looked for ward to the new world promised by Buxton, Jake and Stone. The world media who reported on nothing, usually incorrect facts, here say, perpetrated fiction, etc., and would misinterpret their intentions making them look horrific characters to protect some bullshit government agenda. They wanted their work to be represented in its true light.

	They all had deep hatred for the CIA. Years of fighting for their fake agenda’s and killing innocent people was too much to take live with, this was their opportunity to right that wrong.

	Buxton put them through a new training regiment he developed, which re-educated them from the ground up. They were all now physically superior to where they had ever been before. The condition and training created from years of research and years weeding out everything the military had been teaching since the time he first went through basic as a private. It allowed them to gain dense muscle without loosing speed and agility. The regiment included, Boxing, Aikido, Tai Chi, Tae Kwon Do, Judo, Muay Thai, Shot Putt, Pole Vault, Fence and Basketball. They were taught to fly several types of planes, helicopters, boats, vehicles. They were given improvisational acting lessons. They were educated in physics. They were fed only natural foods cooked from scratch nothing processed. Buxton had them involved in a series of mental, reflex, control, memory and awareness exercises. The mostly blue collar soldiers were also taught to read faces, gestures, movements and actions. Buxton wanted his people to be elite force far beyond and military unit. In their spare time they played games of strategy as well as being taught strategy and work on improvising scenarios. They also learned high level competitive games such as poker. They also learned illusion skills, dance, speech, accents, language, culture, manners, religion cultural awareness and history. They needed to be able to use anything as a weapon or a distraction. Buxton wanted them to be more, prepared for any situation and work out of the box and work with a certain elan.

	The object was to be like no other group of soldiers. Equal and strong together and separately. Buxton wanted his group to be loyal, unique, exceptional and at the top of their game. It was important that his people wanted to be there more than they wanted anything else. That they more than enjoyed their job, that it would be the one thing they strived for each day. This would be his legacy. After seeing every division of the military completely full of people who did it for a job, the money or to avoid jail time, he knew there needed to be a change. There would always be people who loved the service, but he wanted people who who were step far above.
  
	He garnered people who thought for themselves, who had strong personalities, but where smart to understand the other side. Tired of the collectivists, Buxton felt they were all full of shit. It was game they play and then start to believe it’s the truth. Totting the party line like it was some kind of a religion. Wasting the faith of the people who put them in office by being nothing more then gossiping, fighting children in a schoolyard. None of the jackasses thinking for themselves. The government has always been nothing but competing entities who have lost the ability to work towards something. His people would be intelligent free thinkers. Anytime they wanted out they could walk. Nothing should hold them there, except their independent desire for this unit.


 
	Buxton’s unit moved away form the Lockstep mentality, run by sycophants to polemic, thriving, impetus people with tremendous faculties, able to survive any situation. Besides being educated and trained they also spent time with at least ten different indigenous people of various cultures. It was important to have his men not only humbled by the nature of living and surveying with nothing, but also to understand how they thought, their science and their philosophy.  As well as being immersed in these microcosms they also spent time with observing and in some cases living with various animals. When the moment required they should be able to become chameleons. No matter the nature of the task or environment. Finally they were dropped in the middle of no where with nothing, having only the knowledge of edible and dangerous plants, animals and bugs, where they had ten days or less to make it out alive. A meeting would be set up on the tenth day that they would need to be groomed, in a suit and arrive in a limo with credentials to get in the building.
 
	They loved their positions, so they were never sick or out, only for family obligations and if they desired the time. Buxton’s understood that no matter how much you loved your job time off was always needed, even if only to recharge the batteries or arrive back with a clear and rested mind.
 
	They were tight, personally and when in the midst of their work. If someone was falling behind in anything the others would be their helping them through and they worked like great musicians weaving, improvising and moving as one. They hung out, watched movies and went to see fights and games together. They drink together, becoming close friends, shred music, picked up women together. If the group grew or shrank they all knew each other. It was like a giant family and buxton wanted to keep it that way so that if something happened to one it happened to all of them. They were unique in their interaction, there was no hate involved, camaraderie was strong. Although Buxton and Saunders went through a long selection process making sure they exhibited the correct personality traits, matched and enhanced each other, Buxton’s process to develop them, humbled them and brought them closer.  
 
	Buxton led the soldiers into an open room where a cots, blankets, towels and where laid out for them so they could sleep and transform. Jake and Stone followed them as they tried to get comfortable.
 
	“I want to thank you for taking this step.” Buxton said. “You will be the first of new generation. This is history in the making.”
 
	“You welcome, sir.” Several the solders said simultaneously.
 
	“You will be going through a dramatic change. Your entire body and mind will transform at very rapid pace. Fortunately you will be asleep during this time.” Stone informed them.
 
	“When you wake up, be prepared to see marked change in the mirror. Jake explained. Your body and your brain will function at very high level. You mind will be flow much more easily. Your entire though process will change. For the next few days, every time you sleep and wake more changes will occur. Understand you will not have the same abilities that I have, Stone has equipped me with something else and I was able took that somewhere else. Don’t worry about what to tell you wives or girlfriends, by the time you see them again they will also be going through the transformation, providing everything goes as planned. Just be prepared to see a new person. Their looks and thinking will change more than your imagination can fathom right now.
 
	“Will they be better looking?” One of the soldiers said in jest.
 
	“Without a doubt.” Stone answered.
 
	“It goes the other way too.” Buxton interjected. “So that hot broad you been trying to hook up with might want to give you the time of day.”
 
	A low laugh and conversation between the soldiers ebbed from the room as they began to drift off. Stone jake and Buxton left the room as it slowly went silent. Stone closed the door behind them, knowing the horrific sight that would occur of the next few hours.
 
	“You’ve got a excellent team, Buxton. These guys are unbelievable.” Stone said.
 
	“They will be ready for the challenge. Getting the upgrade is the reward they deserve. They have been working above and beyond the call of duty and waiting for something like this for a long time. This is the dream goal.” Buxton responded.
 
	“Stone what can we do about getting some or all of these guys into the suits you gave Jake and myself.” Emma asked.
 
	“It might be tough, I do have a few extra’s but unless there is some factory set up to make that many, it’s doubtful.”
 
	“What about applying that tech to what they are wearing?”
 
	“That could be an issue to figure out in time.”
 
	“We need to do this, I have a strong feeling that this war is imminent. We can’t avoid this thing from happening, we don’t have enough time. Even with people out there already starting to change. These guys can avoid it for a short period of time and they will try to stop us. Even if they lose there will be a period of war. We need to protect these Buxton’s people and the Orianders they are the genesis of everything that is happening here, we can’t afford to lose any of them.”
 
	“You are right, but we will need to pool our resources to make this happen.”
 
	“Do you think between you , Jake and Noda you can get done in time.”
 
	“It’s a possibility.”

	“Good, then we need to start now.”

	“Let me ask you something. It concerns me a great deal. You are different from the rest of the world, you are not malicious or drunk with power you genuinely appreciate the state you are in. You don’t strive fro more, because you believe that what you are now is more. So I don’t how are you going to deal with the change when it happens to you”
 
	“I don’t know. I’ve only seen good thing s come from it so far. I might be able to let you know more when these guys are done with their transformation. But, honestly, I don’t want to change and I wish it never happened. If it is going to I am hopping I can  live normally.”
 
	“The only advice I can give you and Jake can vouch for this too, it will be a LSD trip, after you go through it everything will be different and you think and feel differently. So you might not feel the same after.”
 
	“You’re going to love it, baby.” Jake interrupted.

	“I don’t think so. Stone, is there any way I can be immune from this happening.”

	“There is…” Stone answered. “But it will require actually taking the solution with a blocker. I have one set aside for this occasion and you are they only one I can trust not to go through with it. But you will have to continue to take the blocker for the rest of your life and you can’t miss a dosage.”

	“I’ll do it.”

	“I am only giving you this option because of who you are. There are no derogatory tendencies in you. You are as close to the honorable perfection as anyone can get. Religious people strive to have the awareness you possess. It part of your being, your chemical and mental make up. It is innately you. If you were not this way the blocker would not be able to work longer than a few hours or even a few minutes. Like Jake, you have a special quality within you. It most likely the reason you are together.”

	“I don’t feel like I am any different from anyone else.”

	“You are, look around you. This all happened because of who you are. You coordinated all the events that happen thus far. You helped Jake become who is and you have gone out of your way to help everyone here. There is no malice in you. You genuinely care and you move people towards their proper goals. You organized everything we are doing here, for he benefit of everyone else in this world, even though you wished it never happened and don’t want it for yourself. You leave yourself out of the equation. You are truly selfless. You didn’t complain, you took on this ridiculously immense challenge for the good of everyone else. You are unique, Mrs. Emma Nolan.”

	“He’s right, baby. You are better than the best could ever hope to be.” Jake offered.

	“I think you are both idiots.” Emma said to put off the compliments. She never felt comfortable being appreciated or being ridiculed, she hated being talked about in a positive or negative light. “But I thank you for giving me the choice.”

	“You had very good parents, good stock, they taught you well. It was one of the main reasons I married you.”

	“Where are we with the deployment?” Stone asked.

	“On schedule.” Emma answered. “It’s in the air and the water over most of the world. We are waiting to start gauging our progress. After the soldiers finish there change we can begin to prepare for the retaliation. We need to prep everyone else. So the sooner you guys can get everyone protected the better off we will be to make sure that we are protected and fulfill our goal.”

	Stone, Jake and Noda worked diligently adapting the technology to the existing uniforms and clothes for the soldiers and the Orianders. Buxton, Emma and Saunders developed strategies to deal the impending battles on the horizon. The decoy they set up already were working perfectly leading some of the people chasing them down directly into the launch zones for the upgrade. But she was still worried about the Orianders, they no ability to fight and even though their clothes would be adapted to help them, their innate thought patterns and sensibilities held them back from committing acts of violence against any one. It was completely foreign to the them to engage in any kind of altercation, it was something they have never been involved in. She was scared for them and wonder how they would be able to handle it.

	She looked around the room at the peaceful individuals around her and had no idea how to explain to them that they may need to fight to survive.

	
	“Buxton, do you have any idea how we can motivate these people to protect themselves if it comes down to it I’d like to be the one to tell them, they seem to trust me?”

	“The biggest issue will making them understand how fighting works. Start by letting them know that they need to defend themselves from dying. After what they’ve been through in last two days they will understand the severity of the situation. But they are not going to understand the concept of forcing themselves on someone one with enough strength to hurt them. These people have have never been privy to intense anger, enough that would drive to that state and they have never feared anyone so much that  they would have to even run. They are completely and utterly passive. They’ve seen movie and sports that are violent, but it is to them what watching an alien movie is to us. You can visualize it but it’s a fantasy world, not relatable or something they can relate to their real life.”

	“I have an idea.” Emma said. “People, may I have your attention. We may be involved in something that will be extremely foreign to you, but it is not unlike something you may have seen in a movie. You may be required to hit or shoot someone to stay alive.  We will try to make sure that it doesn’t happen, but if it does a few Buxton’s people will show you some simple movements in Aikido and Judo to help you. These methods are meant to work with in the flow of movement. Another strategy we will employ will be to have you stand firm as a diversion to what the soldiers will be doing and the last you be a human delivery systems for the upgrade.”

	Buxton pulled her aside when she was done explaining. “That was genius. The perfect strategy, we don’t have to worry about them as long as Stone, Jake and Noda can figure out how they are going to arm their clothes.”

	“I got the idea from talking with couple of your people in your unit,and they told me you required them to know certain marshall arts. They explained to me and showed me some moves that were basically like dance almost and worked with the natural movement. Then I thought they would make the perfect decoy. Anyone who attacks them will believe that they’ll be an easy target and won’t be able to defend themselves. They also have the ability to cloak themselves and appear invisible, they are the perfect decoy and the perfect shield if we can upgrade their clothes.”

	“We can use some of the people we captured as decoys also, no one will believe they are on our side.”

	“I think we are developing an excellent strategy.”

	“I wish I had you on the payroll or under contract.”

	“I have no experience, its just common sense to me.”

	“I look for people with an innate ability to excel at many different disciplines.”

	“Well, thank God, when we are done, there will be no need to battle anyone ever again.”
           
	“It’s what I have been working for my whole life ma’am.”

	“Sir, I hate to break up this mutual admiration society you got going on here with this major hottie, but we have an issue.” Saunders interrupted.

	“What is it?”

	“We are going to under attack in about just under two hours.”

	“Nothing is ready. How did they find us.”

	“They are hitting all the last known areas of conflict, data, movement, etc.”

	“The rest of the planet might end up in World War Three. A huge Civil War will break out if we can’t make out of this alive.”

	“I thought Stones upgrade would override anything they have done.”

	“Not if they kill everyone before that happens. They’ll wipe out half the planet before it gets to them.”

	“You guys might want to see this.” Jake interrupted, pointing at the national breaking news report. “They are on their way.”

	‘A large terrorist cell has been found in Montana and several other place around the country.’ The news anchor reported. ‘A representative from the State Department has told us that they are in the midst of a chemical attack. Apparently the have set off several canisters at large public location. The CD c is advising everyone stay in their homes with the windows locked and avoid drinking tap water. The military will be soon be surrounding the areas where the cells are located. There is a former Navy Admiral that is leading the effort against the country. A former strategist, he is considered a national threat, a statement form General Grainger said they already in the midst of hunting this cell down. He goes on to say that the cell is huge and may involve thousands of covert citizens and may evolve int a full scale war.

	Please stay in your homes or at places to work and do not go outside. If you are in a building, please stay there. If you are in your vehicle please pull into your garage and shut the door behind you wait a fifteen minutes then get out and go directly into your home shutting the door. If you need to walk from your vehicle into safe place, please cover your nose and mouth.

	A new statement from the JCS just released, states: “We are now in a full scale war on our home ground. Please do not panic, we will military protection available immediately. Please stay indoors. If you notice a change in anyone place isolate the individual and call 91i.”

	We will be covering this story only. Please stay here for updates.’

	“They are going to bomb us. There will be no holding back.” Buxton informed them.

	“He’s right.” Stone concurred. “The AHSI will help them quarantine any one who is going through the change. If they can’t stop it they will kill them. When the amount of people that need to be quarantined gets too large they will just go in an kill them and their families.”

	“We need get moving, boys! Now!” Emma said as she pushed them apart to urge everyone to  return to work.

	“How soon until the first bomb hits us?” Buxton asked one his people who was monitoring the attack headed toward them.

	“Worst case scenario, ten minutes.” The soldier answered.

	“Shit! We need to formulate a quick strategy if we are going protect ourselves against an attack of this scale. We don’t have the resources to pull this off, but we need to find a way.” Buxton said putting his head in his hands. “This moving faster than we anticipated. How did they find us so soon? We need ideas people! We need to move everyone, now.”

	“Jake nudged the soldier out of the way so he get a close look at the planes and vehicles, headed their way. Jake turned his head and looked and everyone lost in their own deep stress. Everyone get to work!” Jake shouted. They stood staring at him as he began to split down the middle and disappeared. He began to shout orders but was not visible.

	Emma felt a warm feeling envelope her and started on her way to down the hall to have a smoke and relax for a minute. The only thing in her mind was Jake, she hoped she would be able to see him again, it was her only desire. She just wanted to go back to a week ago when they were at a winery watching small hip quartet playing Miles, Coltrane and Bird. The food was tremendous, the smell of her husbands cigars permeated the cool air. It was the perfect day. She was so afraid she would not only never see him again but never have a day like that with him again.

	An explosion went off outside the building and the floor shook and everyone stopped what they were doing. “The locals are here! It’s the red neck national guard troops.” The soldier tracking the attack shouted to the mass of people converging in the main area.

	“We need more time…!” Stone shouted over to Buxton.
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"Sometimes you have to pick the Gun up to put the Gun down." 
Malcolm X
 
	“I want them all dead!” General Grangier shouted at the department heads in his covert command center. “Bomb the shit out of them!”

	“We have the nukes ready. Each one will arrive within twenty minutes. Minimal civilian casualties will occur depending on the location.”

	“Drop it when you are directly over them. Don’t wait for my orders, just get it done!” He said with spittle foaming form his mouth.

	“What about the people who have been infected?”

	“Kill them! Do not quarantine any of the bastards. Kill everyone they live with or have had contact with…I don’t care, we need to nip this in the bud. Has AHSI started?”

	“Yes sir, they have moved up their time line.”

	“Perfect. We can not let their agenda interfere with ours in any way. We will make history in the next few days This is our time. We are on the verge of  new day.” General Grangier said with a confident tone, but he was very nervous about the outcome. There were too many factors that could stop him, too many people and too many sides. A few moths ago it was in the palm of his hands, but in the recent weeks too many people have jumped ship fearing that they would not be able to achieve their goals. Now with the events of the past few days more have backed out.

	“We have some local troops on converging on the areas of interest as we speak, sir.”

	“Tell them to attack the minute they arrive on site. We need them to keep them busy until we get our people close enough to the targets. Be prepared to wipe out entire cites. Buxton will take the blame for this shit, anyway. I don’t care who he is working with or trying to protect, I want them and their goal eradicated.”

	“Sir there are several objects on the radar headed toward our planes in Montana.”

	“What the hell are you talking about?”
 
	“They’ve disappeared.”

 	“How could the objects disappear?”

	“I don’t know sir, it could be…I guess… it might be a phantom image on the screen. I’ll check with the pilots to see if they know what  was out there….Oh shit…they turned around…”

	“That’s impossible.”

	“The planes are reversing direction.”

	“Get those pilots on the horn, now.”
	“Yes, sir… uuhh…. The pilots are not responding to the prompts, sir.”

	The General leaned in. “Put me on with all of them… This is General Grangier, what is your status. Can you tell us why you are turning around?”

	“Multiple voices in sync returned the answer. I’m coming for you…”

	Then General stepped back, he knew the voice, it was the being that was n office at the White House. But why were there multiple voices.

	“The planes are headed straight for you…”

	“Override the controls.” The General yelled.

	“We have been trying, were not able to do so, we are locked out.”

	“The pilots are gone.” The voices said. “The planes are headed directly toward you.

	All twenty one fighter jets turned to changed direction towards General Grangier location. He was unable to separate the ancillary targets form the real ones.

	“Make sure all the local units fire on their targets. Make a clean sweep, we need to stop them before they reach us.”

	Jake needed to stop him. If they began to fire on every location, then there would be too many innocent people killed. Something need to be done. But there was more than Grangier involved on this endeavor. He was the face of the conflict but not the source. Jake wanted the source and from what Stone said their would be many sources to seek out. Even though Grangier lead the initiative he might not be aware of all the people who had created this global power change. He sent a message to Emma, Stone, Buxton, Seamus, the Orianders and the Ordinaires not move or retaliate. Jake didn’t want the innocent soldiers taking orders form Grainger and others to get hurt or killed in any conflict
	“Sir, there is something wrong. I think our equipment has been corrupted. The jets are still in the same place but they are further away from our location.”

	“They are trying to corrupt our data. Do we have any old analog systems that we can access?”

	“Yes, sir, but It won’t be as accurate this equipment.”

	“How fast can you get it up and running?”

	“About fifteen minutes.”

	“That’s too long. I need within five minutes.”

	“It will take that long to get find it and get it fired up.”

	“You have seven minutes to get me a reading or you will be court marshaled.”

	The man looked at Grangier with fear and confusion in his eyes. “Yes sir, I’ll will try sir.” He got up and scrambled into the stock room scanning through the lines of racks as he ran praying he would find it time. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the radar unit on a dolly. He doubled back and rolled the machine out, he pushed close to the wall, plugged it in and turned it on. The machine lit up and the scope started to self adjust. After a few minutes it was ready but he had no time to check the calibration. He pulled something over to sit on and plugged in the data to find the planes. They showed up on the radar and gauged his physical location. It was the same as his workstation.

	“What the fuck... What do I do? He is going to kill us all if he finds out this is true.”

	No one wanted an assignment with Grangier, they knew his temper was extreme and they would all end up dead, on the front line or some suicide mission. He tolerated no one and he covered up everything. No one really knew his agenda’s they could only speculate what their presence there meant. Grangier picked the best he could find for whatever mission that was running at the time. Buxton pulled some of his people out from under him more times than he cared to admit, which gave him reason to hate Buxton even more. So anytime the soldiers could jump ship and work under Buxton they took it. Having a spot on Buxton’s team was the top spot any one private or military.
 
	The soldier returned with his head down not knowing what to say to Grangier. He tried to slip back into the room without Grangier noticing, hoping he was on to something else.

	“Soldier! What is the status?” Grangier yelled across the room.

	“No good, sir. It appears from both sets of equipment that we have moved. I know it sounds insane and impossible but it is what the equipment suggests.”

	“Have you lost your mind, soldier!” Someone check his data.

	Another solider leaned over to observe his screen and checked and rechecked the data, refreshing the data feed and mumbling to himself.

	“What is going on soldier?!”

	“I…I…don’t know…it appears we are in Australia…!?”

	“Is this some kind of joke, soldier?”

	“No sir. This is real... there is something else you should know… the jets are now above us and we are surrounded by what appears to be our military and a paramilitary unit. The satellite feed shows that we are in the middle of…a ….dessert…!? Can someone recheck this data fro me to make sure it is correct?”

	“Several soldiers gathered around the workstation with a slightly curious but unnerved look on their faces. Grangier yelled over to them to put it up so everyone could see it. An image of the desert with hundreds of military units and their building in the middle, surrounded by Buxton’s people, the Ordinares, the Orianders and more than one thousand Jakes. There was a spot in the middle which looked like a large man hovering above everything.

	“What the hell is going on? Fire on these people, now!”

	As the order was released hundreds of shots were fired and then stopped as his soldiers ran for cover.

	“What are they doing, why did they stop?!”

	“There is something else out there…”

	“What is it?!”

	“We can’t tell, but the ammunition is ricocheting back on them…”

	“See if you can get a heat signature on it…”

	“We did…it looks like a sphere that has encased us and this other military units. It is surrounding all of of us. Wait… it may be an illusion of some sort we pulled up a closer view and a lot of these people are the same person.

	“We are prepared to hold you here for as long as it takes… Jake said as his voice bounded into the room.”

	“We know you have created an elaborate illusion. We will continue with our efforts to destroy all of your terrorist strongholds. We have other means to bypass this hurtle you have presented for us.”
	
	“This is no illusion. All of your soldiers, paramilitary units and local branches have been brought here.”

	“I’m sorry, but your ruse is obvious, we can see that more than half of the people out there have your face.”

	“You misinterpret what you see…all of those with my face are versions of me. They have all of my capabilities, they are like a thousand arms… I have split off one thousand times and I will be able to do this as many times I would like.  I could surround you with millions if I so desire.”

	“Then why did you bring these other people?”

	“To show unity and to show you that your efforts have all been overridden. I have other means, you nothing about.”

	“You may, but you will find out that many of them have been decoys we set in place.”

	“I don’t believe anything you have told me and we have already found ways to retaliate.” Grangier said as he was listening to instructions from some the people who were running this entire gambit. He conferenced them in and left the line open as soon as Jake began to talk. Several of them instructed him what to say as they sent a stealth aircraft that now had Jake in their line of site.

	A nuclear missile mad a direct hit on Jake and land a direct hit. Destroying the jets that hovered around him. The explosion filled the sky and the sphere below released along with the thousand replicants below and the radio active waste started falling down on the building and the people below.
 
	“What are they doing sir? We will all be killed… !”
 
	Grangier looked at him like deer in the headlights not know what to say. He realized that for the work he done for them over the years, in the end he was only collateral damage.
 
	“Is the sphere gone?”
 
	“Yes, sir.”
 
	“Everyone get to the evacuation vehicle on the main floor, we are going to get the fuck out of here. Alert the units outside to force their way through the enemy. We are moving.”
 



	Buxton stood in the middle of his people and the thousands of Jakes interspersed in the the make shift military operation. He could see Grangiers people firing and then stopping. He look up and when he heard the explosion above his head watching the fallout restarting to reign down. He screamed out to everyone around him to move and get out. A large piece of shrapnel flew down piercing Sranith and knocking him to the ground. Buxton picked him up and started running into the open. No one fired a shot on either side trying to escape the falling debris.
 
	Emma followed him, burning checks of molten steal deflecting off of her magnetic aura. She tried he best to cover everyone and pushing as many people into the jeep in an effort protect them. Tears rolled from her eyes afraid of what may have happened to husband. Stone and Jake proven it her many times that he could not be killed, but she didn’t know if really included a nuclear explosion. There was no way he could have survived a direct hit.
 
	What sounded like another explosion went off the sky above them. The radiation cloud, instead of dispersing began to implode as if it were being sucked into a black hole. The fallout and debris from the explosion started reversed direction and followed. As the cloud began to fade, Jake appeared eclipsing the view of the sun in the background, much larger than before.
 
	“Stop the vehicle!” Grainger said while finding his way out of the building. He noticed the change in light form the sky and the lake of debris falling to the ground. “We are in over heads. I suggest we pull out of this thing.”
 
	“It’s going to take a lot more than you’ve got…” Jake said interrupting. “I coming for all of you…you can try to get away…but I wouldn’t bother… because I will hunt you down…” Jake could see Emma jumping up and down on the front seat of the truck cheering. Buxton stood next her with his mouth hanging open in complete shock. Ingesting and changing the power of a nuclear explosion.  Jake looked down at them he was almost unable to believe that he survived himself. If you send more to try and bring me down, make sure they are unmanned or your pilots will be taking a suicide mission.” He continued.
 
	“Grainger you’re out.” Someone on the line said. “You should have realized that by now. There will be no need to attempt weaseling your way back in.”
 
	“I’ve given everything to you people. I’ll expose you. I’ll turn these bastards on you.”
 
	“No, I don’t think you will…”
 
	At that moment, Graingers head jolted back, a black burn mark grew quickly on the back of his neck. His pushed forward driving his chin into his chest and his head exploded leaving a stump  where it had been. Blood and bone splattered over the interior of the vehicle and the headless torso fell over on the seat. The driver yelled out in shock not understanding what happened. Quickly thinking Grainger was hit be sniper crouched down in the vehicle and peered out to see everyone looking up at the sky. Graingers days had been numbered for many years. He was loose cannon and believed his own hype that he was one of the people who was in leading the operation. Every nation had many operatives at all levels in their employ that had remote devices planted in their necks to ensure their complete anonymity.
 
	“As for you sir, unless you think you can save all the people on the ground we will taking them out now.”
 
	“You will have to go through me first…and that is not going to happen. I can handle anything you can throw at me. You might end up tasting a little of your own medicine.”
 
	Several missiles headed toward their location followed by ten stealth jets. They were prepared to take out anything in their path and on their ground.
 
	“There going to take down everyone even there own people if they don’t make headway against us. This is where we really need to make our bones.” Buxton advised Jake.
 
	“I’m ready to throw bones with these guys, I’ve got a few tricks up sleeve.” Jake replied.
 
	Several of Grangiers men still unaware that he was gone turned to attack. Shots flew over the heads of  Buxton’s soldiers. Emma  turned and put up a magnetic wall to block the attack and began an assault of her own. She hurled clear spheres with enough weight to knock them over and hold them down. Saunders launched some of the capture devices to keep them sealed and subdued in small cocoons. Graingers soldiers were confused and stunned by what they saw happening to their ground unit. They could hear new orders coming through form the jets to go head on in full assault, but they didn’t move  right away. As they stood ,motionless, Emma and Saunders locked them down until they were could they were under wraps.
 
	“Call them off.” Jake said to several of the cloaked people arranging the attack. “I will end you and everyone involved on your side. I am in charge now.”
 
	The stealth jets shot at Jake and everything below them including their own people.  Black soot filled the air as Emma and Stone pushed upward trying to shield them from the blasts but were having a hard time manifesting a wall at that  height.
 
	Suddenly the smoke form the blast was gone and the jets crumbled and collapsed in on themselves.
 
	“So much money lost… How much longer do you want to play this game? This is just a good time for me.”Jake continued. The cloaked individuals murmured in the background. “I need an answer or I’m coming after you…well… you know what…I think I am coming after you anyway.”
 
	“Jake! Can you move me back to Montana and then send every one else back in ten minutes later. Even Grangiers people.” Stone requested.
 
	Jake moved him and cleared the sky above the battle area. He landed next to Emma, who jumped into his arms, jamming her head into his neck.
 
	“Thank God, you are alright…I thought you were dead when that missile hit you.” 
 
	“I’m fine…I’m impressed by your skills. I like what you did to save everyone and the way you coordinated with Saunders and Stone on the fly. Good job, baby.” Jake responded trying to deflect her concern.
 
	“I just glad you’re okay.”
 
	“I am fine, better than fine…I was able to absorb the energy. Any action makes me stronger.”
 
	“Well…I did have some awesome moves.” Emma said complimenting herself.
 
	“Yeah, you did baby…”
 
	“What about the people who trying kill us?”
 
	“Grangiers dead and I am going to take down his bosses when I leave here.” 
 
	“Saunders can you get us some numbers around how many people are starting to change?” Buxton requested.
 
	“Yes, sir…. Five hundred thousand….in the next hour there will be seven million. The growth is exponential. Within two hours almost every being on the earth will start change.”
 
	“I am moving everyone who hasn’t under gone the change back to Montana, Stone has something ready for them. The rest gather around I have some specific orders to go along with agenda. Then I am sending you on to your destination. Emma I want you to travel with Buxton and continue to organize the attack.”
 
	Stone was lodged up inside behind the wall turning off the water supply. When he was done he disconnected the line and inserted a condensed formula he had Noda help him develop and and inserted it in to the pipe. He put it back together and climbed down then found his way to the main sprinkler control and waited.  When he heard everyone return he turned the sprinkler on and each room began to mist  and foam until there was thick cloud in each room. They stood still then slowly collapsed to the floor. Blood flowed out of their each orifice along with bile heaving from their convulsing bodies. Their hair and skin color changed, their eyes went black and then forged through the spectrum of colors. The sound of bones cracking and splitting sounded  bound through the room like an audience clapping. Clothes tore and shoes split exposing the blood and skin underneath. Stone on his side, convulsed alone unconscious.
 
	In Paris, at the Degualt Airport a plane sat on the runway with no one moving. The Pilot opened the cabin door to  blood splattered gore. The flight crew was strapped in convulsing in their seats, the bones in their faces appeared to be pushing through the skin in their faces as their ears and eyes twitched and tore. In the waiting area inside the airport people began to drop, others noticed blood streaming out from their eyes and mouths as they began to scream and panic ensued until everyone fell encompassed by the change. As the creaming ended the sound of bodies falling prey to the mutilation.
 
	In the Paris office of Buran Swasch, located in Monmairtte, eight men in grey suits appeared. Swasch looked up surprised, not knowing what to say, thinking he might be hallucinating. His office was bathed in medium maple woodwork.  The walls were covered in wainscoting from floor to ceiling. Expensive hand made rugs lined the floors under thick brown leather furniture. He sat in a dark blue suit at the large desk in front of him.
 
	“Who are you?” He asked.
 
	“Do you not recognize us? We are from your past.”
 
	Swasch looked them over still not understanding  who he seeing.

	“I don’t know you or how you got in here, but I believe it is time for you leave.”
 
	“We are here to make a deal with you.”
 
	“I’m sorry gentlemen but there is no reason for me to do business with you.”  Swasch continued as he pressed the alarm under his desk.
 
	“You have not listened to our proposition.”
 
	“I have a very small and exclusive clientele, with whom I do business.  So we are done here…” As he finished speaking, several armed men entered the room and took aim on the individuals standing in his office.
 
	“You can try shooting, but it really won’t help you. We are equally armed and armored, Mr. Swasch. The deal we have in mind will benefit you greatly.”
 
	“I don’t see how that is possible. I am very busy, so if you don’t mind, its time for you take this elsewhere before I call your bluff.”
 
	“We know you are very busy, we know everything about you. In fact that is why we are here. The deal you are working on is going to go south.”
 
	“What are you talking about?”
 
	“You recently talked with and tried to stop someone from halting your plans. We can help you with your situation.”
 
	Swasch moved around his desk, out of of the line of fire and nodded a quick heads up to his men. A hail of automatic rounds ensued with several hundred bullets swarmed nailing tearing up the grey suits but bouncing off of their armor. Swasch tried to make his escape through the connecting office of his assistant and was hit by a ricocheting bullet in the leg and the another hitting him in the shoulder. He fell slamming his head into the door frame and collapsed in the entrance way between the two offices. The grey suited men stood firm as the weapons became exposed under their rapidly deteriorating suits revealing black amour underneath. They walked slowly towards Swasch’s men and pulled the weapons from their hands throwing them about the room like they were absent of any dense weight.
 
	“Gather up the data. One of the men barked. We need the information on the money grab.”
 
	“What should it entail?” Another inquired.
 
	“Swasch and his buddies are in a dilemma and they are going for it all.  The mismanaged their money to such an extent they are al in jeopardy. We are looking for any links to these issues. You should references to the integrated global economy, look for something that shows the markets of one country bearing to much of an effect on entire relationship. Anything that will list the gaping hole, the house of cards, weak slab of financial bullshit underneath the controlled web of less.”
 
	“I may have found something.”
 
	“Whattya got?”
 
	“It appears that over the last several decades there has been a circle of convoluted debt. The Swasch’s buddies have been working with the CA  developing propaganda sales. They feed phony info and propaganda to these small countries with grand resources, which affects them hating us, so these guys can sell them weapons and supplies. The provide them with targets that are heavily insured to destroy, they then offer human targets to assassinate. When the countries start to get short on cash, they gift them loans and have them defraud governments and corporations to fund their activities. When they build up a great supply of csh they offer investments telling them it will help them to find their agenda.  Now what these countries don’t realize is that they are knee deep in a scam. The enemy is now fighting themselves. They own the corporations that supply their weapons, clothes, food, sue the resources,  that they are fighting against.  They have become fully invested and running the show of the capitalist pigs they hate. The only difference between them and us is that they have been roped into living in a horrible environment and we get to live in a green nice continent. Lets not forget a kickback goes to Swasch’s guys.”
 
	“So you’re saying that they’re caught in a royal ruse. They think they hate us, but they should really hate the President and the government, but their just figureheads run by corporations that are run by them.”
 
	“It gets deeper. We are taking out loans from them to offset the taxes that are collected daily and lost through the miss managed national debt, that loans money to them to run the corporations that we all live off of and they use the profits to to try and kill us over propaganda created by us.”
 
	“What the….”
 
	“Swasch has dossiers on all these guys that show their hypocrisy that they do not want anyone to know.”
 
	“Like what?”
 
	“Simple crap, like what they do all day and what they own at their houses in other countries. They even own property here and are citizens. Look at this… all made by their corporations… they wear our clothes, listen to our music, watch our movies,  porn, cars, women, etc. They own or a have a huge stake in everything here and the fact they are intertwined in the global economy they are invested in the world. They are fighting themselves.”
 
 
	“So what you’re saying is that they’re as much or more of what they hate then we are.”

	“Exactly, they are us and we set up the scenario with them. It gets deeper. These records go back to the beginning of the nineteen hundreds. Believe it or not, some of these people who are still alive, have set up wars, conflicts, deals, treaties, laws, governments, food development, businesses. Anything and everything you could imagine. You would not believe who was and/or is involved, entertainers, leaders, corporations, advocates, media moguls, government officials, land owners, religious leaders… the list is hideously long. Swasch has something on all of these people.”
	
	“Does it have their contact information?”

	“It does…”

	“Can we get some of our people to these locations.”

	“There are hundreds of people on this list.”

	“We need to find all of them and it needs to happen before they are untraceable. If that happens we will always have some kind of threat hanging over our heads.
Emma has them following decoys, so if they are not where they would be they might be chasing her phantom scenarios.”

	“How did this girl from no where with limited education and experience fool all of these very sophisticated grifters.”

	“How… I do not know… But there has to be something there if that Stone character and Buxton himself believes in her.”

	“Her husband, I understand, he’s under gone much higher level change than we went through which made him beyond intelligent. But she hasn’t gone through the change and has no background at all in espionage. She’s not even a deceitful person. It’s incredible.”

	“That it is, we have seen a lot incredible things over the years…you know, she could be a savant.”

	“How about my wife is just smart…” Jake said as he appeared in the room.

	“Thank you for getting here so quickly, we don’t have very much time. The list is long and we have a lot of people to find.”

	“We have the man power. Stone has some people cooking that are almost done and Buxton’s people are ready. We also have all of you guys and the Orianders. Everyone is waiting.”

	“We have over one hundred targets that need to be found.”

	“Where is the list, there are a few of these I want to take down myself. I do know there locations but any other information I can glean will help to find their families. It’s sad they care so little for their families that they are going to turn them into drones as well. I can’t let that happen.”

	“I heard about happen to you… how did you survive…?”

	“I was able to absorb the energy and store it for a later date.”

	“Are you expecting something to go down on that scale?”

	“I certainly hope not, but we need to be prepared for anything. If we don’t need it to battle these people, I hope we can transform it for some positive use.”

	“Well, I was glad to here that you weren’t killed or injured.”

	“That can’t happen… for all intents and purposes…I immortal…I could fly into the sun and come out uninjured.”

	“Why aren’t we all like you…?”

	“I am something different and Stone created something different for me. It was his idea that there needed to be one of me to make sure that we succeed. But he told me I have taken it somewhere further than he thought was possible.”

	“This world has openly become a shit storm of corruption and its on a spiral path down. I am glad he did what he did.”

	“I realized after this was given to me, that it was something, I always wanted and needed…I just can’t believe that if Stone didn’t see this we would all be living inside a their game.”

	“It looks like they had to do something, the money was becoming so incredibly obscured.
 
What are you getting at?
 
	“The money is all burned up. They invested in themselves too many times and now the economy is too watered down.  It is all a hoax, a sham, they all own each other. It’s like me giving you fifty bucks for your birthday, you give it that guy over there for his, he gives it to the guy next to him, that guy gives it to me and I give it to you. It’s all a money exchange at the same level, but there doing it as an investment, so I own you and you own me equally. Now times that by a one hundred million times in every direction. That is as simply as I can put it without getting too deep.”
 
	“Why does this matter, it sounds like the way of the world. Isn’t that how money works?” The grey suit in charge offered.
 
	“It is, but this is too watered down, no one is really making money anymore. So Swasch and these guys want to take it all. They want total control. They realized that the money makes real difference anymore, theres too much, too many people involved who all want there share. Control will now be the new currency and they are staking their clam right now.”
 
	“I can’t believe we didn’t catch this…why didn’t we see this happening? A grey suit pointed out.
 
	“We were diverted and had our agenda on few small things instead of the big picture. I think as much as we found a plethora of conspiracies in the time line, we were unaware of some of the back door deals that have been heavily hidden. We may have lost our way over the years concentrating on the cataclysmic events that might occur, instead of following keeping our eyes open for alternate events.”

	“How did Stone figure most of this shit out?”
 
	“He’s a friggin’ genius apparently.” Jake answered.
 
	“I have  several of the addresses.”
 
	“Give me what you got, then send me the rest later.” Jake said.
 
	The list printed out and Jake snatched it, skimmed over the addresses and disappeared.
 
	Swasch moaned writhing on the floor in pain. The grey suit in charge walked over to examine his condition. 
 
	“Give him the upgrade.” 

	“What about the bullets?”
	
	“From what Stone suggested in the briefing, he should push them out as he changes.”
 
 
	In a large mountain cabin located in Nova Scotia Jake stood in front of a large room  of women, children, elderly men and women and seventy other women and men from twenty to eighty. They were shocked scared and confused, looking at each other not knowing what to think. Jake stood towering over the room at around eight feet tall. They had no idea who this presence was or why they were there.
 
	“Ladies and gentleman. My name is Jake Nolan. You have been brought here so that you will not be killed, hurt or debilitated. Some of your very close relatives and friends have set you up for something very bad. As you can see by the way I look, I am something that has never existed, but I assure you I am healthy, smarter, better…”

	They look up at him and mumbled to themselves, trying to understand the surreal condition of the moment.

	“Imagine a world were you would be locked in just the opposite state. Jake continued as they focused their attention on him.

	“The people you trust, your family members, friends, acquaintances and co-workers have sold you out.  You’re people are setting you up to either, die, become indentured servants, drones, mindless soldiers and killing machines. As much as they say they care for you, they are lying…” Jake paused waiting for their reaction. Some of them began to get louder and move closer to the platform where he was standing.


	“Take a good look at me…!” He said regaining their attention. If I can be created then just the opposite can happen to you. If I could move you in less than a second from where you where to this place, then the technology exists to just as easily destroy all of your lives…” Jake lifted them up off of the floor giving them time to look down. “...and they will do it.”
 
	“I am here to free you…”
 
	

	“We have been following the target, sir.” A man dressed in a black suit, speaking in Bokmål, informed a blond man  with a long jaw line and thick half inch wide scar that ran across his face from the left side of his forehead to the bottom right side of his chin.
 
	“How is the agenda progressing?”  The blond man asked.
 
	“Everything is on track. By this time tomorrow several Presidents will be dead and most of the world will be taken under our influence.”
 
	“What about this person we are trying to eliminate?”
 
	“We have not heard from him, it may be a hoax.”
 
	“How could that be…he was alive after the explosion and he knew our locations. He said he was coming for us, all of us.”
 
	“But he didn’t yet…it has been over an hour and we have not ben able to find anything anywhere in the world. This led us to believe that it was all some kind of illusion.”
 
	“Where are the jets?”
 
	“They have disappeared.”
 
	“What do you mean they have disappeared. He had control of them and now you are telling me that they you can’t find them?”
 
	“Yes, sir…We think the were able to hack into them remotely and crash them into the ocean off the coast of Australia or in the desert where the confrontation occurred.”
 
	“I’m not buying it. Did you send out the recon team?”
 
	“Yes , sir…there was nothing in the area…not our people not theirs…nothing…”
 
	“I want every individual on the payroll called in. I want everyone on alert. Did you think about how he was able to speak to us simultaneously in several different languages?”
 
	“He must have been using some kind of translation application.”
 
	“Are you that stupid… How would they even know who they were speaking with…?”
 
	“We must have a leak.”
 
	“There is no leak. We have been doing this for over one hundred years, if we could be infiltrated it would have happened already.”
 
	“Then what do you think the explanation could be for all of this…?”
 
	“Right now, I don’t care. We are too close to the end of the line. If we do not take control, some other faction will. The window is open and we need to exploit the situation.”
 
	“Whoever is trying to close our window, we have a tag on right now and we are tracking them down.”
 
	“What about the elections that are going to take place on Thursday, it’s only a few days form now should we continue.”

	“Yes. Keep everything on course. I want every distraction present when we unleash this thing. It’s a wonder that we have to do this at all. The majority of the general population of every country are already one step behind where we are going to put them. They are nothing but lemmings, soldiers in a war war of nothing. They are dumb enough to believe anything we force feed on them. They are like rats in a cage following anything we put in front of them. Even the ones with enough sense not to bother get sucked in eventually. That fact they believe in this load of horse shit is beyond me. Look at these politicians we put in place, there blatant idiots, yet these moronic feeble minded minions keep backing them. They campaign like children in a school yard and when they speak it is true idiocracy. We feed them garbage music, art, literature, movies, spout lies at them all day long in the news, put false information in to their textbooks and they believe it.  No matter what we throw at them they eat it up like fish fighting for food. They spend all their money on nothing.  If it weren’t for our own stupidity, greed and short sightedness that put us in this insanity, I wouldn’t have bothered to go through this much trouble to get this underway. If there wasn’t the potential for a chaotic upheaval we might be able to get through this for a few more decades.”

	“So why aren’t we looking for other ways?”

	“Because we are tired of dealing with them and running this game. There is always some wild card that changes part of plans. Just like what ever is happening now. We need to get this completed in the next few days and take these people offline.”

	“Are you ready for the meeting sir, several people have arrived already.”

	“Yes, have them meet me in the in Hall Three.”

	“Yes, sir, right away.”

	The building was grey and unmarked. The gate was located in the back and open as each vehicle entered. No cars were parked on the outside and the building looked unused but well kept.
 
	The vehicles that entered were black with black bullet proof glass windows. They were essentially cosmetically blank and built like tanks. They were meant to withstand any explosion or weapons. The license plates changed every hour or when the occasion demanded. The drivers changed vehicles twice daily to ensure the anonymity of their passengers.
 
	The skies were grey above head in anticipation of the storm that was about to unleash. The loads had been seeded over every major city and travel port. They was the beginning of the end. They were about to take a step into the future and leave the uncertain world behind them.
 
	Twenty people where on the level of the blond man inside, known only to them as Xajchan. He was hosting the final event for five of the Twenty which included himself among the five. They all had one or two people with them who worked as  guards, assistants and drivers   Several of the people arriving had never been photographed and only entered certain buildings, restaurants and houses. They each ten or more deep aliases, but their positions in this consortium was one of absolute power divided among the twenty in specific areas of the earth, where they dictated the future of every life. They thought of themselves as Gods in the midst of men, they had access to the latest technologies all of which they had created for themselves. Each one had been alive for well over one hundred and fifty years. They controlled technology an only allowed it to stay thirty years out of step, depending on the use sometimes the technology was never loan out for use to the rest of the world. Their bodies where healthy and still very young looking, none looker older the their mid forties. The intelligence and experience was far beyond that of anyone in the general population.
 
	“It doesn’t seem probable that anyone could have taken or altered some of our creations.”
 
	“Someone has and we need to understand them and shut them down.”
 
	“It would have to be some kind of clandestine group that  has developed these technologies on their own.”
 
	“How could this have happened? We are impenetrable!”
 
	“I want a list everyone who was retired, died, disabled, out of service, etc. They may have put together a group of these people.”
 
	“We are following some of several groups and odd agendas now.”
 
	“Have they been shut down?”
 
	“Yes, most have, but each leads us to another.”
 
	“Pull them up and show us where they are located.”
 
	A holographic image of a globe appeared in the middle of the conference table where they sat. The long wooden table stretched out twenty feet  through the length the room. The chairs were black leather with high backs and carved wooden arms. Food was rolled in next to each of the five by the onsite chefs, who prepared meals specific to the taste and culture of each individual. The room was modern dark grey design with low lighting to enhance the three dimensional realistic animation in front of them. The room quieted down as the chefs exited leaving them staring at the ten remaining cells located around in various locations around the globe with greyed out clusters where the others had been located and disengaged.
 
	“We need to find and shut down their technology now. We have very little time. We need to find out what they are using or how they know who we are and our locations.”
 
	“Do you think they can find us here?”
 
	“I doubt it very much, the issue was that we were commuting and they were able to tap into the feed.”
 
	“What about this man or illusion we saw and may have made contact with us, threatening us.”
 
	“I believe it was a hoax.”
 
	“Really… we need to be sure, how do know that this isn’t something like we are developing for ourselves.”
 
	“It could be, but it is more then likely an illusion or diversion.”
 
	“It doesn’t matter then if it is, what and why are these people trying to take us down.”
 
	“No one can link us to anything, we do not exist as far anyone is concerned. Even our identities are deeply masked and do not have a connection with anything we are involved in, it’s all through false identities and corporations.”
 
	“What happen to this thing we hit, it laughed at us and threatened us?!”
 
	“That is why we think it is not real. We were fooled, they just knew what to say and how to say it.”
 
	“I think you’re wrong, this man or thing will come after us and is most likely setting something up right now.”

 	“What about all the jets that are headed our way, where are they?”

	“This is very unsettling…” Xajchan said as he scrolled through the latest update, not responding to the question. “We have a problem…large amounts of centralized populations are undergoing a change.”

	“We haven’t released the effective portion yet. How could this be?”

	“They are not changing according to our plans… this is something different.”

	“Does it have anything to do with the people we are tracking down…or this person we encountered.”

	“I don’t know… it could either be that or something has gone horribly wrong.”

	“What are you saying? Have some of our people miscalculated?”

	“I don’t care what the reason may be, we will need to alter our plans and use an alternate offensive.”

	Xajchan requested a meeting with all of the groups to develop and confirm an alternate strategy. For the first time since he acquired this position, he was afraid that the possible outcome might not fall into line. The power that had been willed by this group of individuals had never encountered any resistance. There was a chaotic network emerging at the absolute worst time. This was their final power play, if this agenda did not arrive it’s natural fruition, they would be not be able to pull the world out of the vast chasm they created.

	Each group joined the meeting still discussing the situation amongst themselves. Many of the faces were tight with anxious intensity.

	“Some of our people have gone missing…”

	“At what level…are any close to us.”

	“Many of them are very close…their families are gone also.”

	“Have they deserted their posts?”

	“I don’t believe so…our families are gone, also…”

	“What…!?” A series of cries and concerns flurried.

	“But that is not the worst of it…” Xajchan interjected. “Either our agenda has been compromised or there is another one out there… Millions of people are changing in a much different direction then the one we have in place… Only the main population of China has not been affect yet.  The borders have already been affected, but it appears that we can use the unaffected to our advantage. There are enough people in that region to impact a change, but we need to do this now, before it reaches them.”

	“Are you saying we have usurped? This is our final agenda, the culmination, it must happen now!”

	“We have the technology to turn this back in our direction, but we need to pull out our new military and weapons now.”

	“What about this person or whatever it is that we are tried to eliminate?”

	“He has not committed to his threat and we have not seen any war like issues since…

	“What about our people or our jets!?”
  
	“We have tracking devices in the aircrafts, how could they go missing.”
 
	“It appears that they are simply out of range.”
 
	“How could that be possible, there is no where in this world that is out of range. I am telling you that we are being deceived.”
 
	“Someone must have hacked into our systems and to made it appear that they are not in range.”
 
	“If that is true, then we have an even bigger problem…”
 
	“We need declare a personal war on whoever is initiating this attack on us.”
 
	“They know too much about us, it has to be an inside job.”
 
	“Who! Are you crazy, most of us have been in this together for over one hundred years. It wouldn’t make nay sense at this point, especially knowing that this is our final endeavor.”
 
	“I have plan…a way to end this and put us back on target.”
 
	“How? It doesn’t seem possible.”
 
	“Whoever has entered into this attack is not without resources, power and technology. They have something planned, something we can not stop, so we will need to invite them in.”
 
	“Are you insane…?!  We can do no such thing. How do we defend ourselves?”
 
	“We will lead them into a trap, to a location where we can obliterate them. We need to end this with one fell swoop. I don’t want them anywhere near our locations, everything we have worked will be gone, it will become public knowledge and everything will be over for us. One hundred years of effort for nothing.”
 
	“...and if we are unable to stop them…?”
 
	“We will be able to end this…”
 
	“We blasted them with nuclear weapons and nothing happened.
 
	“Not all of them will able to survive an onslaught of nuclear and bio weapons and we have the resources to hit them until they are crippled severely or completely gone.”
 
	“What about the rest of the world that has been affected, if they find out they will come after us too.”
 
	“We correct the affected and whoever does not respond,  we destroy….”
 
	“Who will conduct the manual labour need to run this planet.”
 
	“Everything we have ever put in place has been prosperous. We have a deep supply of feed and resources of which, with most of the people gone, we will need much less. Our technologies are advanced enough to continue and create the manual labor needed.”
 
	“Then let’s get this underway. What is your plan?”
 
 




	Jake stood on top of the building in Montana looking over the multitudes of thinking powerful newly born beings waiting to affect the freedom they were created to thrive in and grow upon. As he readied to address them, Emma grabbed his hand and rested her head on his arm.  Jake felt the his power building inside him reading for the battle ahead.

	“This is for you.” He started. “We as a people, one race, the human race, are tired of living under the tyranny, the lies, the death dealing, going to soul crushing jobs and wasting their lives dissolving in the anxious pain, swept away by the turmoil of mundane horrible, wasted existence. Governments, corporations, social leaders, media institutions, down to our individual bosses who run in line of servitude like lemmings to the slaughter, killing the lives of their subordinates because they are too afraid to stand up for true change. They instead fake their way through life denying the hell they dealt out their entire lives.

	This needs to end, we cant stand by and let this evil horrible atrophy steal anymore lives. We are that change. We stand on the line to stop this from becoming an unknown living hell. They will follow never knowing, dead inside, oblivious to the foot that is crushing them into the ground.

	We are proletariat, the chaos in their plan, anarchists, rebels. We stand against the obsession, the waste, the lack of ethics, the destruction of our lives.”

	We are a cog in the wheel of their ambitions as they have been in ours for most of recorded history. This specific group has been breaking the backs and the will of our lives for the past one hundred and fifty years, built on a foundation that started when the first explorers and settlers began their reign of terror on this continent.

	We are the revolution the meek of the world have always prayed would occur.
Are you ready?! Friends,  warriors, compatriots of the new world. This is the final battle!  The new beginning! Freedom is our Battle cry. Our subjugation is over. We have never lived in freedom…This is our chance…WE SHALL BE FREE!!”

	The crowd cheered beneath them, finding a certain depth in rejoicing over the foray that faced them. For the first time in their lives they knew that they where hearing the truth. After they had finished the rebirth, they understood the meaning behind Jakes words. Stone had retrofitted their clothing with the same technology he gave to Emma and Jake. Emma had briefed them on the strategies that they would embark on and she worked with Stone and Buxton to help them understand how to use the technology to defend, against weapons and soldiers to complete their mission. The soldiers and agents who were part of the hundreds would help to lead the teams and add to the numbers as their goal closed in on its end point.

	As Stone and Buxton stood behind them with their fists raised, cheering with the crowd they conferred about the progress of the total agenda. They had spent the last few hours detailing the strategy of the war ahead.

	“We need a transition plan. After this is over we need to have a way of aligning everyones agenda and then preparing for the rebuilding the global infrastructure.” Buxton inferred.

	“It will be nice to work with intelligent technical minded individuals, we will all understand the science without the bullshit in the middle dragging it all down to propagandized worthless nothing of a technology and literally retarded plan.” Stone replied.

	“It became obvious to me after being involved at high level in the military, that life in america is rigged.”

	“Damn straight. That’s what started me on this path.”

	“Two thousand years ago, the dramatist Aeschylus. ‘In war, truth is the first casualty.’ For the first time in recorded history that idea will finally fall away.”

	“There was more passion in the protests of the nineteen sixties than their have been since. Right now, it’s more of social event..but now, there is so much more at stake.

	“They have been fooled and tossed around like yoyo’s for so long they don’t know which way is up anymore.

	“It’s a product of their lemming lifestyle, just trying to avoid the pain of life.”

	“The lemming culture I can’t tolerate, but I can’t blame them for being tired and trying to avoid the torture this world dishes out to their bodies, hearts, minds and souls.

	“Never mind all the issues we need to be aware of and solve. These idiots who fight against the idea of climate change; its obvious, there is always climate change in nature. If you destroy the earth for resources then you can expect a radical change. Having said that, no matter the reason, we need to prepare for the inevitable or worse. We can thrive through anything if we stop the infighting and work toward a scientific end. 

	“I won’t miss the bullshit people put each other through for no fucking reason, except their own stupidity. 

	“I’ll be glad when this is over.”

	“Providing we win…”

	“We will...I have know doubt…” Jake interjected as he turned to walk back to the table set up on the roof of the building.”

	“I pray your right.” Buxton said, still uneasy about the end point of what he hoped would be the last war.

	
















































WAR


[bookmark: War]War

	March Nineteen Thirty Eight, Vienna at one o’clock in the morning. Edward R. Morrow sat alone resting on a two foot concrete footer that protruded out into the alley on the side of a building. He waited, diligently writing in a hard cover note book.  Hitler was due to arrive in the city but had not breach the parameter.  A woman dressed in long brown wool coat that reached the top of her feet where black military boots appeared in his line of sight.

	“Mr. Morrow, I have the research you requested. If I were you, I would not press further into this investigation. I was barely get in and out with out being seen. While I was there, I was forced to hide and I overheard something I wish I had not. These people are in the middle of building an covert empire. Like a world within a world. This war is just a means to an unrelated end.”

	“Morrow looked up at her without speaking and nodded in approval. “I will heed your warning…Thank you. You and your family should find your way out tonight if you are able. There is much I consider this evening, the peril of your family is not something either of us needs weighing on our minds. Something will happen tonight and it will change the course of history. Since I have been here you have been a valued colleague…” He stood up and and pulled her close to him whispering in her ear. “I pray for safety this evening. Gather your family and I will make sure you have an escort out to a safe location.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Do not go back the same way that brought you to this place.” He continued. “If they saw when  you left that place they will hunt you down. You, your family and the memory of you will be erased.” He released her from his grip as tears flowed her eyes and her expression convulsed. His arm out stretched as the need to be more forthcoming with was pushed back in an effort to keep her safe.
 
	She passed by him and kept walking with her head down and her face covered. Her heart pounded with the same fervor it had as she hid waiting for the men to finish their clandestine affairs. She accelerated her pace and faded into he unlit street before her amidst the crowded but now silent buildings.

	“Morrow watched as she made her way out of sight and then examined information she gave him. A name shot from the page… Xajchan...he had never seen this type of name and could not place the heritage behind it. Morrow had been investigating several oddities he found while researching the actual origin points of the conflicts between governments that had brought about the horror that enveloped the globe. Even during this horrendous effort on the part of governments of the world, he felt he could affect positive change. He knew that something else had to have been the catalyst to cataclysmic event and he was bound and determined to find out and expose it to the world.

	The night sky was dark with and the air was heavy and the quiet would be temporary. In the next hour he would be preparing for broadcast to the world on the state of the war, if he could he would like to give them answers and expose the real threat.
 
	Morrow, by virtue of his nature was tortured with high purpose. He found himself in a precarious position, he could stand by save those around and himself or navigate this treacherous storm and wind up the midst of positive and historical change. A change that would end the death around him and help to rebuild a now devastated world. But that would be a hard and deadly road to forge, with a very uncertain of the outcome. Finding out enough information to end the tyranny of a few dozen men would mean infiltrating to fold. This would not be an easy task to undertake considering the tight knit nature and advanced age of these individuals. They have been working together since before he was born...some even before his grandfather was born. Whatever they were in control of was far beyond the technology of the day or even the foreseeable decades ahead.

	

	
	In the distance, the night encased the city like a black shroud, breached only by flashes of explosions miles away in the distance. In their deceptive march on the capital city of Vienna, the German marauders moved like a disease through Austria devouring small pockets of insurgents. Xajachan devised this threat to drive fear down the throats of those that would oppose his efforts. The march itself was a diversion and a tool that served a much larger agenda unfolding throughout the world. The omnipresent influence that had been life blood of his group was much more broad and devastating then the small gift of power allotted to Hitler and his regime.
 
Xajachan turned his focus from the ornate window where he stood to an large open room that was sparse with a round table and ten steel chairs. The room was in a hidden area located on the top floor of the Imperial Hotel, where several men entered to discuss his recent discovery. They were led by Marchey, the coordinator for the second division.
 
	“Someone found our most recent location…” Xajchan disclosed.
 
	“Who was it?” Marchey asked. 
 
	“A woman. Our camera’s were able to capture her as she was leaving.”
 
	“How did she get in?”
 
	“That is unknown at present.”
 
	“Is there anything recognizable about  her or her clothes?”
 
	“She lives in the area, her coat and hat were made in shop around the corner.  I have sent two of my men to investigate.”
 
	“Why was she here… what did she get?”
 
	“A list of all of us…”
 
	“What!? This is insanity… our anonymity can not be breached! How did she find us?”

	“That is unknown.”

	“Did someone else send her…? “
 
	“We will find out…” Xajchan answered, tired of Marchey’s inquiry.
 
	“We need get that list back, now!” Marchey yelled.
 
	“This is true. Our plans are far too important to be jeopardized. Xajachan responded. His manner remained calm. He had seen so much in his lifetime, this issue, to him was only a small hurtle. If the list was not recovered and this person was not found he could easily deal with the threat. They controlled and had large stakes in everything, especially the media and government offices. They could change reports and records and twist the story back until it  no longer existed. It would become a conspiracy and myth of the modern day. The illuminati or some such delusion. That would only be possible if the people behind the  threat understood what had fallen into their hands. More than likely they were only speculating on one piece of the puzzle, a very small piece.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	At two o’clock a.m. he prepped for the first international broadcast of its kind. He would make history tonight but it was not what he wanted to expose to the world. Without more evidence he would not be able expose the source of the tragedy that had preceded and would become the normal circumstance that the world would be involved in, all for no reason except the power tryst of few fringe individuals.
 
	The time approached  two thirty a.m. on March thirteenth as Morrow prepared to report on the entrance of the Nazis into the Austrian capital, he understood that the Nazi censors would be watching and it may not be the the time or place to express what he saw that night.  “This is Edward Murrow speaking from Vienna. There’s an air of expectancy about the city, everyone waiting and wondering where and at what time Herr Hitler will arrive.” In the next few days he would be able to expound  his intent  in the subtle words that bode of the horror yet to envelope Europe. Knowing what was behind the force that was yet to rage he bit his tongue as the words left his mouth.  “Herr Hitler is now at the Imperial Hotel. Tomorrow, there is to be a big parade. Please don’t think that everyone was out to greet Herr Hitler today… There is tragedy as well as rejoicing in this city tonight.”
 
 
 
	The two men who were investigating the woman entered the hidden area of the hotel. Their black coats greyed from scouring the back alleys of the city.
 
	“We have located the identity of the woman and for whom she was gathering the information.”
 
	“Spit it out!” Marchey shouted.
 
	“”The woman is gone. As well as the rest of her family and friends.”
 
	“Find them and contain them.”
 
	“Sir, they are gone. Somehow they have left without a trace. There are no leads, they are either being held or hidden by an underground that we do not yet have access. It may take some time uncover their whereabouts.”
 
	“For whom did she gather this information? What was the reason?” Marchey asked in with a tense grip on the table.
 
	“A journalist. Edward Morrow. He will be broadcasting to the world in less than a half an hour.”
 
	“How did he find out about us and what is trying to uncover?”
 
	“We will question him before the broadcast and stop it if necessary.”
 
	“There is no need.” Xajachan interjected. “I know the nature of this man. He will reveal what he does not know and can not prove. We can stop the broadcast if he ventures in that information. We set up his broadcast to expose more information about Hitler, we can stop it very easily. This is all part of the plan and that broadcast must take place. I want  him under twenty four hour surveillance.”
 
 
	“What about our work with Hitler? We can not let this journalist uncover and undermine our project.”
 
	“Hitler does not know about the Scourge Project, he is only aware of what we let him achieve for his futile super soldier concept. The journalist would not be able to tie us to hitler or this project. I have planned a diversion for anyone investigating in or around any of us or our projects.”
 
	“Then how did this man locate us?”
 
	“I set a trap for him, unfortunately he is much more resourceful than I once presumed.”
 
	“Then why shouldn’t we just kill him?”
 
	“Because he is an important tool. He will unwittingly further our agendas by saying what we allow him to find.”
 
	“You are crazy, you will expose us all.”
 
	“This is a chess game. The next move is to lead him where we want him to go. We know how he thinks now and as he changes we will change. The media is a new tool that will be a big part of how we do business in the future. The same way we used newspaper and human behavior, the media will be used in the same way, but it will be much more effective. It will be instantaneous. We have several people in mind to raise up, fund their businesses and guide their progress for our gain. Their will be more to come, this is only the beginning.”
 
	“You are playing this too close. We need to back off.”
 
You are correct. We do need to move further off the mainstream path and run our wars, propaganda, social evolution, societal change, restructuring nations, creating new supply chains, effecting laws, etc. We need to grow our vision and enhance our control channels. We are heading into a new time and the rules of our game will get more difficult, but much more effective. But it is true, if do not pull back, then we will eventually be discovered.”
 
What is your plan, Xajachan?”
 
	“I will talk with this man, after that we will disperse into separate groups and build our clandestine empire.”
 
	“Why do you need to talk with him? The risk is too high.”
 
	“To find out more about him and how his mind works. It will help me to plan out where to direct his next move.. For the next several years he will be the teacher,  and we will align students in his path. He do what he can to affect change and teach them the knowledge we have placed in hands. He has a very high moral standard and strong ethical base, we will use that to our benefit, to provide a trusted correspondent to the world. What we elude him to say, everyone will believe. It will be our basis for running the world from this point forward.”

	


	Present Day.
 

	“These are the same people who tried to kill Kennedy.”
 
	“Why?” Emma asked, interrupting their conversation.
 
	“Because he vetoed the war efforts, he wanted to pull everyone out of  Vietnam, he had plans to eliminate the CIA and the Federal Reserve. There were global peace initiatives that he was planning to unfold.. Never mind the changes he had for the economy, the Senate and Congress, laws he wanted to change, legalizing and decriminalizing drugs and other wasteful government  fallacies that waste and steal money. The bottom line, he was going to end the corruption, improve social equality, develop clean technologies and advance the space race. There was no way they would let him get that done. 
	These people wanted him out… dead. They had their own plans and he jeopardized the promise of moving forward furthering their agendas. What hurt them the most was their pride... he found a way behind their elusive cloak.”
	“That must have made them up their game?”	

	“We never let it get that far. After several attempts to take him out, we had to pull him out of the game. They thought they got away with it and we helped to keep ito propagate that idea. Which accounts for all of the many conspiracy theories. We left enough questionable evidence so that no one would ever be able to figure it out. 

	“Then why Oswald?”

	“Occam's razor, Mrs. Nolan. They all take the easy way out. It is who they set up to take the fall. They had snipers everywhere and figured one of them hit him.”

	“So where is he now.”

	“He’s still out there, hidden in plain sight, his son is with him also. Fortunately, if we can complete our mission, his vision will finally reach fruition.  They can walk out into the world when this is over.”

	“That is shocking.”

	“Not as shocking as your friend. We had no idea someone like him existed. If Had we known about Stone we would have helped him reach his goals much sooner. All these years we through he was a casualty of these people.”

	“How did you find out about them?”

	“In the late Fifties early Sixties, at the beginning Kennedy’s era they started to get bold and lazy. They made some very wrong moves and we became aware of them. That was our opportunity to infiltrate them.”

	“How?” 

	“Kennedy opened the door and pointed them out to us. He explained who they actually were and showed us the way in. We took it from there.”

	“Where did he get his intel?”

	“We think it was from his family. Most likely his father was one of them and John and Bobby rebelled against him and broke off from the family. That is why all those rumors came out about him after he died. I am sure the father had both of them killed.”
 
 
 


	

	
	“They can never win. We are the deep roots of the financial system. The power plant behind the entire world.” Marchey offered.

	“You are wrong. If they shut us down, something either benevolent or nefarious will grow in our place. Granted there may be a large hiccup in the system, but the holes will fill in and we will be forgotten.” Xajachan replied.

	“We are the money that keeps the world flowing, if we stop funding their operations and they shut down, production will grind to a halt.”

	“Again, you are wrong, there is enough clean money in the world that will be invested when we are gone.”

	“Are you predicting that this is the end or us.”

	“Not at all, I feel we are at the brink of our success and at the height of our prowess. But, I understand the reality if of who we are and our place in the world.”

	“I think you underestimate our power. We are more integrated than you realize.”

	“The more integrated we have become, the more our power has been diluted. Yes, it is true, we have squeezed the life out of every person on this planet. They have all felt our power to one extent or another and if we stopped right now, our presence will be felt for many generations. But it will fall away to nothing and they will heal this world faster then we have maimed it for our own gain. No matter what we have put in place, you can not underestimate the rate of change and the healing capabilities of this planet and its people. It will become a paradise compared to the way it is now, if we were to stop.The warlords we are paying will walk away when the money and support dries up. Our fictional wars will end, our gouging of the resources will stop, patents will be opened, laws be unlocked  and rewritten. There will nothing to gain by hiding behind them leaving the secrets exposed.”

	“You don’t know what you are talking about.”

	“Sir, you have had this power for too long and you believe fallacy of your purchased power.”

	“There is more money to be made in legitimate practices for everyone else. 

	“Now I know you have tipped off the deep end.”

	“We have run the show for so long and have focused our efforts around control, limiting our income.”

	“Insanity. We are hold all the money in our in hands.”

	“We hold and limit prosperity, for the benefit of control.”

	“Everything is ours, including all the money.”	

	“We are the purveyors of misinformation. Without the misinformation that we have passed on and drilled into every community either religious or social, these people will thrive. Our legacy will wash away in a mater of a few years. For that matter, most of it will be gone before in a few months. If the media is no longer being paid and directed by us they will develop truthful theories because the river of bad information will be dried up.”

	“You are wrong, Xajachan...  There will always be someone to take our place, no matter how small their plans may be, greed and the hunger for power will always exist. These needs are part of the human existence.”

	“Correct. But what are not understanding is that the technology has change their ability to perceive. People will follow if they are not aware of the truth. If we are not there to control and rewire information on a consistent basis, then lies will appear like open wounds. A peaceful existence is within everyones grasp. When they realize that there are enough resources for everyone to live a healthy and prosperous life and that everyone is the same and the misinformation is gone,  they will eventually change how they perceive the world.”

	“There is truth in what you say, but…” They murmured between them.

	Xajachan gestured to have him hold his thought, as he hesitated and looked around at everyone in the room. 

	“Understand this…if these people achieve their goal, everyone will understand and see clearly for the first time in the history of the world. They will come after us. We will be the enemy. Our agendas will appear hideous and and as evil they may truly be. Our efforts will be mute and come to grinding halt. The populous may not kill us be we will out of business in an instant. Everything we have built, everything we control will be gone. This person whoever and whatever he is, will make sure they know all the facts. The entire population will not only unite, they will unite against us.”

	“We will need a contingency.”

	“You’re right… But I am not sure it will help.”

	“What do you suggest?”

	“We will need to reach out further than ourselves.”
 
 
 
 


	“We should get ready. Jake has prepared the location.” Buxton briefed Stone and Emma.

	“Should we make sure these upgrades in the suits tech will function?” Emma asked Stone.

	“You’ll be fine. I have more confidence in you then anyone here. It’s hard to believe but there is something about you… you’re more capable then most of the people who have been through the upgrade.” Stone replied.

	“I hope you you’re right…”

	“Don’t worry about it.” Stone said in a thick affected New York accent as he searched through his tool box.

	“Let’s take this show on the road people!” Jake shouted to the mass of individuals around them. “ know you have all been briefed, but remember this…you will make it though this war. Stone, Buxton, Emma and Saunders have made sure the plan is full proof. It may feel overwhelmed at times, but stand your ground. For those of you have been soldiers, this will be your last battle, for the rest of you consider this breaking down the door to a new world.”
 
	“What are the odds that we can pull this off? Saunders asked Buxton.

	“Seventy Five, Twenty Five.  Our favor. Buxton answered. “That is factoring the unknown. We don’t know all that much about these people. Not knowing your enemy is dangerous. They have unlimited resources and power. If we didn’t go through the change and pull the world into the fray, our odds would pitiful.”

	“I think we can pull this off.” Emma interrupted.

	“Why?” Buxton asked.

	“ ‘Fair play to those who dare to dream.’  She quoted. “My husband is the biggest dreamer, period. If he is a far beyond everyone and everything else, then he will find a way if something goes awry.”

	“I certainly hope you’re right, ma’am.”

	“I am.”

	“She’s right, he is an amalgam and he has more potential than anyone or anything.” Stone offered. “So if anyone can find a way he will. But I agree with Buxton we are a point in time that has never been achieved before and we have no fucking idea what they under their sleeve or the technologies they have exploited. They are not going to show all their cards.”

	“We barely know who they or what they are capable of… This is a chess game, we don’t know how capable they truly are or what heir next move will be… No matter what we may theorize about their strategies and what they bring to this game, we could be completely off base and find ourselves in check mate. They may have undergone a change that may be at a higher level what Stone has put us all through… We may be weak and have no advantage at all. They may keep us down like we are small children.” Buxton added.

	“What do you think, Stone?” Emma asked.

	“Even as much as I have researched anything and everything out there, like I’ve said before, there could be other technologies being developed. This might be a better question for Jake.”

	“Jake!” Emma shouted over to him as he going over plan with several of the Ordinaires.

	“I have a plan!” He shouted back. “Don’t worry about it. I working on it.”

	“You mind letting us in on it?” Buxton asked.


	“It’s all up here.” Pointing to his head. “I don’t want to let you in on too much, but I’ll tell you there are several scenarios I have planned… and Buxton, I am going to make it more like pool, a mathematical strategy to get all off our adversaries to fall in line, netted in the correct order.”
	
	“I am not sure, that’s possible.” Stone pipped in.

	“Then you underestimate the depth of your creation Dr.Frankestein. To the rest of the world, I am not possible. But, it’s not only me who will knock all the balls in the whole without scratching or losing the eight ball.”

	At that moment, the lights went out and the building went silent.

	“What the fuck!” Buxton Shouted.

	A murmur started as everyone began to question the situation and offer solutions. As they began to speak each of the newly upgraded individuals began glow and emit sparks. The lights above them began to blink and vibrate and the power came back up.  The lights went back to full potential and they all witnessed each others dynamic aura.

	“Thank you everyone.” Jake shouted from across the room, perched on the rafters. 

	“We are all connected. I shut the power off and we generating the enough between us all to keep it on. Is that enough proof?”

	“That’s my boy….” Emma said, smiling at Stone as he and Buxton looked around the room bewildered.

	“Again, he took it to another level…” Stone replied.

	“Nice trick.” Buxton said. “But if this can happen… I am even more afraid of  they might have waiting for us.”
 
	“I have question…” Sranith asked, peering up at Jake.

	“What is it, Sranith?”

	“From what I have seen, you are capable of doing all of this without us… Why are we doing all of this and risking everything to accomplish this every growing task?  Every second this task is getting more and more dangerous. Why are you are risking our lives.”

	“Your question is valid. The deeper we get into this situation, I have realized that it might be better for me to end it all now and make sure everything is correct, without issue. But if I did that none one here would understand the gravity of what we are here to accomplish. We need to do this together, to know our enemy. It needs to become part of the collective reality. What they intend to do the state of humanity is horrific and we as species need to know it on a very real level. This is can’t mused as a theory. That would be profane and as horrendous as what has been done to your people or what was done to the human race over the last several thousand years. Everyone needs to experience their emancipation. We would have been held in an unconscious slavery. In the last one hundred and fifty years everything that has been given to us by these leeches is a drop in the bucket compared to how they have stolen and raped the world an its people. We are in a war for survival. This can not be handed to us… We need to know first hand the extent to which they plan to destroy us. When they reach a point where we are not needed, they will just kill us off. Mass genocide. Complete annihilation. They will evolve into a new species and we will be gone.  This needs to be marked by the world waking up to the atrocity and fighting back until our lives are our own. It’s our time.”

	Sranith looked at Jake who stood before him with tears rolling down his face. 

	“Sranith… My heart breaks for you and all of your people. The truth is sickly apparent that you would not be alive if they hadn’t created you. But now, like test rats, they trying to kill you now that you have outgrown your usefulness. Your people have never known a life outside of they reality they created. I feel honored to know you. Lesser beings have been created by higher more malevolent beings with more care then they have shown you.”

	Tears continued to stream down Jakes face as he looked around the room.  He pulled Vincent Pertioca out of the crowd and lifted him in the air.  Several hours ago, this man was sent here to kill us and stop us in our tracks and know that he can see what they done to all of us, he stands with us! Among us! They have destroyed our world and it is time to rebuild it. They have taken our lives and it is our time reclaim who we are meant to be! They have built a false world around us and it is our time tear it down. We are at war! Our War! On our Terms! For our purpose! To finally live!”

	The room cheered in response to his words. He hovered above them and began to shout. “Are you ready!” They cheered again. Then the room was empty as well as the rest of the building. The vehicles where gone along with all the weapons.

Only the sound of a breath…
 
 
	
	


	“The model of capitalism, communism, fascism, etc. will be obsolete. Money and power that is generated from war, disease, deceit, will all be become pointless. The will revel in prosperity personal and communal. They will have power over themselves and work within the harmony of physics and the worlds beyond this one. They will be one and in sync will everything.  We will have lost everything and they will have gain everything they are due.

	“You are giving them far too much credit for their efforts.” 

	“Never underestimate your enemy. We will shut down the banks and the cut of their supply of fuel down to the end user level. Close the banks, the markets in every country and the Federal Reserve. Lockdown the gas pumps close the stations. I want everyone immobile. We need to avoid the chaos that will ensue from from all of these individuals changing and the battle that occur...”
 
	“If this conflict occurs in a major city, it will be very hard to shut that information down.”
 
	“I have not finished. The power grids will be shot down, only leaving the contingency power on. Make sure data networks are unable to send or receive information. All news media outlets need to have their transmissions blocked. I want everyone on and virtual island. Only our resources should be up and running.”
 
	“There will be riots in the streets of every city.”
 
	“It will not it get that far. Nor will I allow it to go on long enough for that to happen.”
 
	“What is this other resource you are speaking of to end this completely?”
 
	“I would rather hold that information for the time being. But it will be able to end this situation.”
 
	“You need to tell us, this is a major issue and we will not allow you hold this or any information from us.”
 
	“I have been running this parade for almost one hundred years and I will not tolerate anyone questioning my intentions or inquiring about any information I am ready to reveal.”
 
	“Sir, might I remind you, this group of individuals are defined by our equal status. Each of our roles are different, but equally important to the overall agenda. You have always been a planner, but that does not make you a leader.”
 
	“I have tolerated you for too long.”

	“what are you saying, Xajachan?”

	“I have never known you to be a simpleton, although with that statement, it appears that you are, so let me explain, in the simplest of terms. The definition of a leader is: the principal player, the person who leads or commands a group, organization, or country, an organization or company that is the most advanced or successful in a particular area, the person who plans and executes the major events of a business or group... Let me show you…” Xajachan looked up at everyone in the room those monitoring remotely. “Visual aides are always so helpful.” He pulled a small cylinder out of the front pocket of his jacket. “This is a device for use in situations that will need to be handled quickly and entirely.”
 
	“What is it?”
 
	“Your demise.” He turned the cylinder with his thumb and forefinger releasing a small grain sized projectile. It hit Marchey’s skin and he tried to wipe it off his neck. Then he looked up at Xajachan and laughed. Xajachan smiled back at him bending the scar across his face and Marchey’s eyes filled with blood. His head began to turn in a circular motion until his neck snapped with the back of his head falling forward over his tie. His body started to adapt a rubber look and then began to collapse like a bucket of water on his chair. The colored mass pulled together into a small ball and then decreased in size until it was gone. The rest of the individuals at the table did not speak or show emotion in fear that they were next. The other who viewed the situation form other locations sat murmured between each other until one of them responded by wAHSIng over the situation by requesting that Xajachan continue on to whatever he would like to cover.
 
	Xajachan showed everyone in the room and those conferencing in, the game plan he set in place to take their adversaries down. The technologies he chose would be the most invasive and would be able to take on a mass of individuals and be able to take down huge vehicles.





 
	“Where are we?” Emma asked.
 
	“Back in Austrailia.” Jake answered. “It’s time to begin.”
 
 	“We are in the Strzelecki Desert, about two days drive from Sydney. There are several bars and motels located on the outskirts of the desert but they shouldn’t be affected by what is going down here. We are sitting right in the center of this place. I also made sure the surrounding areas have all gone through the upgrade.”

	“Why did you pick Australia?”

	“Because this continent is mostly uninhabited desert. If there is anyone living out here, I’ve spread enough of the upgrade so that they will understand and be able to defend themselves, if needed.”

	“Lets hope they won’t be involved.”

	“Funny you should say that. Can you work with Stone set up a parameter to keep this place isolated.”

	I’ve got too much to do already.”

	“It will keep you out to the way and safe.”

	“You better shut your pie hole, before it gets you in trouble buddy. I developed the strategy behind this event and it’s on me to make sure this thing is pulled off correctly.”

	“I don’t want you getting hurt.”

	“Do you know something that I don’t in your infinite insight.”

	“No.”

	“Then you can put your paranoia back in your pocket. Do I need to send you back to psychotherapy? I thought you moved on from all of that.”

	“I have.”

	She grabbed Jake by the collar and pulled him down close to her face. “Good then, I will continue with what I am doing and get somebody else on it... and don’t ever think I am lesser than you in any way. I am more capable than any one here.  I don’t care how much you evolve, we are still equal. So don’t get scared about what might happen to me. I have never a felt better or more confident. In these last few days I have found out who I am and your protective nature will not get in my way! Understand! I Love You and I know that you are concerned for me, but there is no need. I can and will take care of myself, you and everyone else here, if needed. Got me!”

	“Yes, ma’am. You’re the Boss.”

	“You can bet you’re ass I am!”

	“I Love You.”

	“I Love You, too.”

	“I Love You, More.”

	She let him go and punched him in the chest. “Go! It’s time.”

	Jake smiled, walking away backward. “I Love You.”

	“Go!”

	Jake turned around and examined the area. Everyone was stepping in to position, waiting for the their time to move. Buxton had briefed everyone on their assignments and split off ten groups of fifty and directed them to higher ground. Saunders, Stone and Noda made sure that they were equipped with several different ways to communicate. They were also given weapons and strategy training to follow the directives needed to get through this fight. A second set of troops put built small underground bunkers in random positions dividing up the parameter. The remaining five hundred built a circular human wall with several circles in between. Several vehicles were scattered throughout all facing the center of the circle which was about the size of a large stadium. There were cloaked airships at various points in the sky above.

	One of the Ordinaries stood with Buxton waiting for Jake as he walked toward them. “Your time was so much better. Still corrupt but so much better.” Buxton said. “They hadn’t yet destroyed the world to this extent. In a sense, they were still growing into what they would become. Now they are sitting on their mountain of shit and they just won’t give it up and hand it over to the people. They just too greedy and believing the bullshit of their own ego. Either that or their end game is something more and we are just collateral damage.”

	“This world has changed so much do you think that after we are done here that we will be able to pull them out of this horrific cult of supply and hate?”

	“It’s hard to understand how it will happen. Stone and Nolan believe it is possible. But me, I’m not as comfortable with that idea…” Buxton paused. Anger filled eyes with blood. “I can’t believe these fucks! These jackasses went after the food supply. They fucking patented food Food! You can’t even grow food, without being beholding to these assholes! They built and bought their own private and public armies, along with all the war machines and contracting companies needed to rebuild. They took any and all liberties to achieve their goals and I was unwittingly a part of the plan. I understand now why the fuck, I disagreed with almost every  agenda that was handed down.  They even used that toward their benefit. They understood what my reaction would be and tailored their plans to make it look like I planned this shit. Like it was my idea. They are very skilled at anonymity and realizing the blame in someone else’s ballpark. You know it’s like a page out of Smedly Darlington Butler Book.”

	“That name sounds familiar…”
	“He was a Major General in the U.S. Marine Corps book.It’s all bout about someone else’s agenda. Wars are just business, illusion and bullshit.”

	“I think I remember… Wasn’t it called ‘War is a Ruse’ or something to that idea. As far as I remember he was not well liked on all sides.”

	“Close, it was called War is a Racket and it came out in1935, it was the truth about the how of the military-industrial complex actually works. When he retired from the service he became a popular speaker in the nineteen thirties. But in 1934, the controversy came to head controversy when he stood before a congressional committee and exposed what was known then as the ‘Business Plot’ when he told that a group of wealthy industrialists had approached him to lead a military coup to overthrow Franklin D. Roosevelt. The individuals identified denied the existence of a plot, and of course the media which they owned and controlled, ridiculed the allegations. The final report of the committee stated that there was evidence that such a plot existed, but no charges were ever filed. The coup was much more involved than even he knew, but he found them. The only person in the media who believed him was Edward R. Morrow.”

	“You must remember the Gulf of Tonkin in Vietnam where the motive was not political but was probably to cover up intelligence errors. Or what really happened during the Cuban Missile Crisis. The CIA wanted us to attack our own people and bomb our own buildings, just like nine eleven, to get us into a war with Cuba. It’s one of the reasons they wanted Kennedy dead. I remember pearl harbor. That was just a ruse to get us into the War. Part two of the Great Depression scenario. It was a complex series of events, that included regulating the population, causing social upheaval, finding a reason to upping the spy trade, making money off of the rebuilds, gaining technologies, etc. There are so many other agendas we never uncovered. But that was enough to try and stop them. I am so glad Stone eluded us for those years so that he would be able to create enough to technology and insight to bring these people down.”

	Jake joined the conversation when he reach the spot where they talking. “There is no reason why anyone of us should live in silence of yearning for a life beyond our daily misery. There is no reason to that we should be put in a position where there need for life is blocked. Some part of us will know that we are being deceived. Like we know we have always been deceived in form or another.”






	“Sir, they are in Australia. They are armed and ready to attack.”

	“Then I suppose they will be coming for us. We will not be able to preempt them relocating us.”

	“Then you are ready to usurp their actions, Xajachan?”

	“Yes, we have creative resources to ensure our we survival.”

	“Do you believe they can be stopped?”

	“Easily...” As he exhaled the word he was standing in the middle of the desert, surrounded by all the individuals that had conferenced in as well as the people in the room. 	No one stood facing them, nothing in the sky, they were alone.  A shadow appeared above them and grew larger. The source of the shadow was hard to decipher with the sun blocking their vision. The object grew larger blocking out the sun. they began to run to escape getting crushed. The object slammed down with a loud sound, pushing a giant wave of sand over them. When the cloud dissipated they turned to observe the threat. It was a large silver Disc that had been partly dismantled.

	“What was that?!” One of the men shouted.

	“Someone trying to make a point.” Xajachan replied.

	“Walking toward them a figure began to appear in what remained of the cloud of sand and dust. The figure was armed with battle gear and weapons they had never seen, harnessed to every available space on his body. His white brush cut, dark leather skin, breached by scars that surrounded a half finished cuban clenched between his teeth. He lifted a three flamed torch to and relit the dark leafed stick.

	“How’s it going boys?” Buxton asked as he looked up at Xajachan and the men standing around him.

	“Admiral, or should I say Commander?” Xajachan replied. “You are a worthy adversary, but you will not win this battle. You are nothing now. We have already won.”

	“If that were only true.”

	The media is reporting not much less than, excuse the term a ‘zombie apocalypse’. The reports suggest that no one should trust anyone going through any type of change and to kill them on site. Panic and hysteria has taken over the world and it has only been less then an hour.There is already enough misinformation to destroy all of your efforts. We also have enough resources to end this now.”

	“You’re a fool, Xajachan. We have tapped the greatest minds in an effort to to end your empire. Besides… We’ve got the The’ Mack running the show here.”

	“I don’t know what this ‘Mack’ is and I don’t care what you may think you have. I have an answer for what ever has been created.”

	“He’s one bad mother fucker.”

	“It would be in your best interest to avoid any asinine ‘witty’ remarks. What ever you have planned will not find a positive climatic end, at least not for you and your people.”

	A large figure appeared in front of Xajachan blocking the sun from his view. “You have only found your way this far, because I have allowed it happen. I am allowing this war to take place for the sake of the world. To mark this day. To let the people of this world know they can achieve victory over what you have established. I am permitting this to take place.” Jake said peering down at him.

	“Then you have made a vital mistake, there are ways to take you down. Taking down your people…this entire race... will be nothing for us to achieve.”

	“Then take your best shot.”

	Again Xajachan and his people stood alone in the desert.
	“How will we get out of this, Xajachan. He seems more powerful than any of our technology will be able to handle.”

	Xajachan looked back at him and offered a look of disgust. He pulled a clear tube out of his jacket pocket and unrolled it. The clear unrolled into a sheet, which hardened and lit up. The clear panel that was created was no larger than eight and half by eleven book. As he looked at the panel several three dimensional boxes opened and hovered over it, then the panel disappeared. The boxes began to pull up information and activate images that resembled pods, aircraft and circular objects.

	“Now we wait.”
 
 

	“What is he doing?” Emma asked Buxton who was standing seven feet from Xajachan cloaked for sound, sight and smell in tense and coiled in recon mode.

	“He initiated several weapons. Get ready.”

	Xajachan signaled to them to spread out in a circle. A few seconds later a translucent box formed around them.  Buxton stood close enough to encased inside with them and looked around and touched the ash from the his cuban to the material which fell to the ground after touching the surface. He could feel the cold on his skin from the air that was produced by the cube, reversing the heat from the desert air.  The cubes were filled with the images that were directing the larger cube, grew in size until the created a four by eight screen in the middle of the circle.

	“Whoa! what the fuck…!”

	“Buxton, are you alright?!” Emma asked.

	“Yeah, But we may have a problem. Their tech is much more advanced then we realized.” 

	“Do you think they will be able to detect you?”	

	“So far, no. But a few more feet and they would have known I was here. There would have been a big lump in the is thing.” Yeah, this shit is amazing. A few more feet and they would have known I was here. There would have been a big lump in the is thing. They are much more advanced then we realized.”

	“What’s going on in there?”

	“Xajachan is initializing something… it looks like he has mapped out their location. All these geniuses are gathering in front of the cubes initiating several weapons and military protocols. I’ve never seen these weapons in use before, in fact I’ve never seen some of this tech, period. These people look vaguely familiar.”

	“Do you recognize any of them?”

	“I could be mistaken, but I swear that a few of them look like Robber Barons.”

	“That’s impossible.”

	“Really. You’re kidding me right? After the last few days you actually believe something couldn’t be possible.”

	“Funny..but you have point.”

	“Can you ID any of them?”

	“Well there are certainly some international ones, but there are still a lot of these people here I just have no clue about. Can you get me a list of the robber barons and I can weed them out from the rest of the group.”
	
	“The list is about twenty or so.”

	“I will send you some images, see if you can match the faces.”
	
	A few seconds later Emma had a match for more than twenty of the men with Xajachan.

John Jacob Astor 
Industry: Real Estate and Fur. Location: New York.
Andrew Carnegie
Industry: Steel.  Location: Pittsburgh and New York.
Jay Cooke
Industry: Finance. Location: Philadelphia.
Charles Crocker
Industry: Railroads.  Location: California.
Daniel Drew
Industry: Finance. Location: New York.
James Buchanan Duke
Industry: Tobacco. Location: Durham, North Carolina.
James Fisk
Industry: Finance. Location: New York.
Henry Morrison Flagler 
Industry: Railroads, Oil.  Location: New York and Florida.
Henry Clay Frick
Industry: Steel. Location: Pittsburgh and New York.
John Warne Gates (barbed wire, oil) – Texas
Jay Gould (railroads) – New York
Edward Henry Harriman (railroads) – New York
Mark Hopkins (railroads) – California
Andrew W. Mellon (finance, oil) – Pittsburgh
J. P. Morgan (finance, industrial consolidation) – New York
Henry B. Plant (railroads) – Florida
John D. Rockefeller (oil) – Cleveland, New York
Charles M. Schwab (steel) – Pittsburgh and New York
Joseph Seligman (banking) – New York
John D. Spreckels (sugar) – California
Leland Stanford (railroads) – California
Cornelius Vanderbilt (water transport, railroads) – New York
Charles Tyson Yerkes (street railroads) – Chicago

	“The rest I am still running, although I have a feeling they will be a bust. No doubt they went underground and had there identities wiped. The barons on the other hand can’t hide as easily, there are still too many key identifiers. Stone and Noda are adding code to pull markings that can’t be hidden. Wait… Noda is asking if you can get DNA samples without them becoming aware of you.”

	“How am I going to do that?”

	“Stone said to press pull suit sleeve over your finger and touch these guys one by one on the skin or hair. He will be able to read their data if you can touch them for at least three seconds.”

	“That’s going to be rough, they my think that there are bugs in here. Can I do more than one at a time.” 

	“He said, you can do however many you want simultaneously.”

	“So these bastards started out by locking everything up from coast to coast and then internationally. A hold in every key industry. A giant web of control from every angle. It appears some are the actual barons, a relative or associate. This goes much deeper than we expected. They have a layered nose wrapped tightly around the world.”

	“I am starting pull some odd data… I think they are unofficially called the ‘Conglomerate’. They derived the idea from ‘Robber Knights’ unscrupulous and despotic nobility of the medieval period in Europe. The most famous of which was Berlichingen. The ideology has slightly different meanings in different countries. In modern US parlance, they used the term ‘Robber Barons’ to describe themselves. It was an effort to create fear and respect in the public eye as unscrupulous industrialists. But it was just a diversion to weed out the less powerful and bring the focus away from their real effort. As the years passed most faked their deaths and lived abroad investing, strategizing and building towards this much larger effort of total control over how we live and work. The nations of the world at war is simply a shell game. The political empires are just plays in their opera. Everything Stone told us is true… and much, much more. This is very diverse and diabolical web.”

	“How did you pul this info…?”

	“Noda used their DNA to simulate their retina and bio login scans.”

	“Good job. So what else did you find out?”

	“Just about everything. This is a small list the American interests. The tip of the iceberg. They put out the rumor of the ‘Illuminati’ and other such conspiracies. But it is simply greed for power and control under no name on the largest scale. This ‘Conglomerate’s’ prime directive is now international insanity to suck the life out of the poor, the middle class and anyone else who is not them. Nothing will be left off their radar. Because of the web they have woven throughout the world in the last one hundred and fifty years or more, they hold stock one way or another, in everything.”

	“How are they still alive?”

	“By the technology they have coveted. Others were killed off at the behest of their greedy pals. The ones that are still here standing in the desert trying to escape a demise they never considered, are the top rank.”



	



	“I should I just take them all out.” Buxton said out loud.
 
	“If you do the rest of the these people that we have not located will retaliate.”
 
	“How would they even know?”
 
	“They already know what happened. They can see that everyone here is still alive and they are waiting.”
 
	“Some of them could have been changed already.”
 
	“We can’t take that chance. They have most likely moved to air tight bunkers. It will be a while before they are the upgrade infiltrates their locations.”
 
	“The next several hours will be a heated game of chess…but I may have to stop them in the process.”
 
	“If you do someone else will continue the process. So it will do no good.”
 
	“What about Xaj? He seems to the alpha, if we eliminate him, they may all take a step back.”
 
	“I doubt it. He is only the tip of the iceberg. He is leading this battle. Someone else will take his place when if he is gone.”
 
	“They what should I do while I am in here?” Buxton asked, feeling awkward in the position of asking and instead kicking over the orders. It had been years since he worked with or took orders from anyone. In this situation he knew it would be better to collaborate at least for the time being. These people were not followers, they were all extremely intelligent and honest. Everyone was on the same page. No one followed blindly. It was everything he taught his team but on much larger and more intense scale. This was about the future of existence, not some bogus bottle or illegal war he had to complete without involving any collateral damage, which since the beginning had been an extremely tough mountain to climb. This was the culmination of his career, his legacy, not only as a soldier but as a man, a human.
 
	“Hold on a while until we can uncover some leverage. It’s going to be hard to decipher what is important to each of these people. It could be family, friends, position, power, it could be anything or nothing. They may so devoid of any moral cornerstone that we may have no choice but to dose them or kill.”
 
	“Then why don’t we just dose them now?”
 
	“If you can figure out a way to get I it in their before Jake returns, then let me know.”
 
	“I am sure Stone or Noda has some quantum tech to get it in here.”
 
	“Without a doubt, it would not be a problem for them... But not in the time we have left to get this done.”
 
	“You have a point.”
 
	“Just wait it out, I’ll get back to you when we have some information.”
 
	“Shit!”
 
	“What is it?!”
 
	“There is something going on. We are going to need Jake and every resource available. He has a contingency plan.”
 
	“What’s going on?!”
 
	“Several cruise ships, five plans, At least…twenty capital buildings around the world, all the stick exchanges, each ‘wonder of the world believe it or not and ten major religious centers including the Vatican are all loaded with explosives and large steel tubes that must be their ‘upgrade’ that will be released after they set off destroy everything.”
 
The explosives are an issue, but the our ‘upgrade’ will over ride theirs. Stone chimed in.
 
Well what about in the mean time before our upgrade hits them, they will be able to wreak havoc all over the world.
 
The end game is ours. I think they should realize that  they only have a slim chance of winning this thing unless they are that deluded. But like I‘ve said before they may have more completed than I know. They may even have a more powerful upgrade then I assume. So even though we can win out eventually they may be able to drag this out and try to end us before we are able to counter.
 
What do suggest we do now?  It appears we are in check…
 
I have a plan…
 
It better be good…
 
I see you have a everything under control, Xaj…Cm expressed.
 
I am always prepared for the worst possible issue. I continually ensure that the locations and situations are always changing. I realized a many years ago, that If we are able to achieve this level of potential, others would also…eventually. You should be aware that I am prepared if any of you would attempt a coup. Xaj replied.
 
I think we may be privy to some of the leverage we need. Buxton informed the team.
 
What is it? Emma asked.
 
Don’t talk, I’m trying to listen…
 
 
Apparently so… Cm replied. But we have ways of protecting ourselves.
 
It is not necessarily what you would perceive. I have in place upon my demise or anything else that may occur initiatives to wipe out all of your assets, your families, your relatives, your friends, every mark of your personal existence would be gone. You will be literally eliminated from history.All of your family history no matter who it was will be open along with all of your children, grandchildren, etc. It will be as though no of them and the history as well never existed. You can tell me this means nothing to you but I have known all of you long enough to have found your weaknesses. Historians will and anthropologists will not be able to find a trace of anything.
 
How could you possibly achieve such as effort? What you are saying makes no sense.
 
Really, you doubt me. Look around you, while you have been enjoying your with power I have been setting all of this in motion. The technology , the research and the resources have been allocated for just such a time. It has all been created and ready for just such a time and situation.
 
That sat looking at Xaj without responding. It was clear that as powerful as they had always been, Xaj was far ahead of all them. He used his time wisely.
 
 
 
Come out, Come out where ever you are…Xaj taunted his adversaries in a playful and arrogant, yet slightly sinister.
 
Xaj’s child like tone burned through Buxton who just wanted to shot him in the head and get it over with.
 
I really want to end this guy… Buxton said out of instinct. But I’d rather fill him with a false sense of confidence and let him wave his dick around. If he wants to show off his prowess while he feeds  us more information it can only benefit us.
 
I agree, let him keep it up.
 
Don’t get me wrong, I am not underestimating this guy. But I’ll be happy when can take him the fuck down and wipe this bastard off the face of the planet.
 
You’re so subtle. Are you sure, you want to fuck this punk up? Emma said laughing.
 
 
The tension is rather thick and concrete. It’s amazing that we can find time for a high degree of levity to cut through it all  in such a bizarre and ultimate situation.  
 
Quite lofty of you, sir Buxton.
 
 
After several minutes Xaj began to address the group again. I will show what you I have ready.  A dark cloud formed, covering the area in the sky above them and rained down what appeared to be tiny drops of hail. Scattering and converging in distinctive patterns that resembled
 
 
What’s going on out there? Buxton inquired.
 
It’s too perfect, too cervical to be hail. Stone answered.
 
Noda and Sranith looked at each other and Noda grabbed Stone by the shoulder and pointed at the moniter. This is going to be a problem.
 
Stone looked up not understanding what he was seeing.
 
Watch! Noda said as the large pellets began to melt into the sand. We help to develop this technology. They are Parent Drones!
 
Stone now was able to comprehend what was about to happen and the serious degree to which they were in danger. He had moved away from creating this tech, hedging the bt that he could stop these people before they were able to use it.  We might not be able to fight against this tech.  Within four minutes the ground began to swell and rise up filling the area and swirling building into a wide tornado like shape encompassing the area one hundred feet wide and fifty feet high.
 
What’s going on out there?
 
I had five hundred grandparent compression drones with me when we arrived and dropped them as soon as we appeared here. When we were assembling for the meeting I took them with me in case something went wrong. They exploded in the sky above us creating the dark cloud and spawning the parent drones. This should take care of our current adversaries.
 
I would not take them so lightly, they found us when almost no one else had ever known we existed.
 
Watch, you insignificant creation, this will be there demise.
 
Fuuuccckkkk! Do you have a way to turn them off? Stone gasped looking Noda directly in the eyes with serious intent in eyes. We need to do something now!
 
Noda stood calm with his mind racing going over the specs and code in his head hoping that nothing had changed that drastically since these people acquired it. He thought it may not have changed which might have been one of the reasons they tried to kill off his people.
 
The swarm of drones began to converge on pockets of the soldiers scattered throughout desert around Xaj’s cube, riddling them, crawling inside their skin. The drones were size of the sand they had replicated burrowing in through their pores. Blood spouted from flailing human husks. Others were tortured and torn to shreds. Stone and Noda watched as bodies were filled and overloaded, expanding like trash bags until they burst. Blood drenched the landscape as red cloud moved them.
 
What are we going to do?! This is over if those things get in here.
 
The drones hammered the walls of their make shift command unit and began to breach the walls.
 
I’ll shoot him now! Buxton cried out in fear for the lives of the only this world had left.
 
No! I’ve got this! Emma yelled back to him. She form a shield around them as the drones filled the space.
 
 
 

A dense field of blood red drones worked incessantly to bore their way through the sphere. 
A sense of imminent death washed over the faces of everyone enclosed.

How long can you hold this up? Noda asked Emma.

Indefinitely. Emma and stone said simultaneously.

I’m glad you agree. Emma said to Stone.

What do you think we should do now? They can hold us here at least long enough for these people to get away or we die of starvation.  Noda asked.

Or both..Stone added.

Have you thought of a way to shut these motherfuckers down.

Couldn’t we just walk out of here with the sphere moving with us as we walk?

We could, but the quarters in here are so tight in here that field that surrounds us will not leave enough room for us get out.

What if we encompassed them them instead?

It’s a good idea although there are far too many. Even one could cause a serious amount of damage and we have no idea where they originate.

Noda or Stone or whoever. Can anyone hack into the their system. You designed most of it 

Noda, did you leave doorway?

I did. But if they found it and closed the doorway or they changed code around it or leading to it, It will take some time to complete that process.

How much time? Will it be before they find and kill everyone else. By the way, can you get your husband back here?

I could but he told us that it our battle. I mean, I am sure he is going to continue to help us. 

But one of the reasons he was glad that I stayed in the battle, without going though the change, was that he wanted us to defeat them on our own terms.

Then what was the use of him becoming this almost omnipotent being? One for the soldiers inquired fearing for his life.

He told you nothing would happen to any of us and I believe him.

Tell that to the bloody pulps outside!

You are not seeing the whole picture. There is a plan.

Oh shit! Emma do not look out side.

A twenty one foot version of her husband stood out in the desert in front of Xaj and the people protected by the cube. He was encased in the the bloody drones and his body was pulsing as Xaj smiled smugly looking up at the monolithic being before him. Jake stood silent as his body pulsed and waved shaking as the drones swarmed his massive form. Jake lifted his arms and waved them as if to suggest that he wanted more.

He’s bluffing. Xaj said. He wants give these idiots time. It’s too bad that they are most likely dead.

Emma stared at her husband and heart started to race. She didn’t know what to think. He could have block the explosion from earlier but this was inside his body and mind and destroying form the inside.
We need to help him. Emma yelled. 

Do something! Stone said as grabbed her by the arm and pulled her towards him. He will be alright! Stone continued, staring her down.

That’s my husband!

He can live through anything.

But what if this destroys him, disintegrates him into nothing?

I don’t think that will happen.

Why?!

Stone turned her around letting her view the power her husband had at his disposal. The drones flowed in and out of him creating a pulsing and bloody human form bent down as he lifted the cube off the ground. Xaj’s mouth swung open and fear crossed his face for the first time in over one hundred years.

These people beat you on their own. They don’t need me. Jake spoke through the mass of drones and blood. The drones have zero effect on me. I am just here to monitor and conclude this operation.

How could you still be alive?

Have you not realized that I am something more than you have ever conceived possible?

With fear still in eyes Xaj continued. Your friends are probably dead and if they are not, then how do think they will be able to stop me from killng thousands of people and destroying almost every major historical or governmental site scattered throughout the planet?

It seems you have some leverage. What makes you think we have not already aware of everything you have set up.

You are lying. There is no way you could have.

I wouldn’t be so confident in your assumption.

Several hundred soldiers rose up out of the sand around them. Several thousand of the The drones that floated in the air around Jake shifted direction and headed for the soldiers encompassing them but not penetrating the field created around each of them. Their weapons pointing at Xaj.
I can easily kill them all as you try to come through on threat. Xaj scoffed understanding the technology that was used to create the fields around the soldiers.  Let me show you. Xaj reached out a finger and placed it on capital building in country in the midst of war. The building exploded seconds later.

There now you have just added the war effort. Easily covered up. The next one will be this cruise ship maybe this small pyramid. So you can stop and let us go back to our lives or we can start blowing up each of these one by one or all at once informing the media that is you and your maniacal little group are to blame for these tragedies.

What’s to stop me from just killing you?

The rest of the ones you have not collected will continue where I left off.

You might think then that we should just let you go, but I don’t that will happen.

When then let me pick another one.
You might want to hold off one that… Buxton said, appearing behind Xaj with gun held firmly against his head.
 
That won’t stop any of this from happening. Someone else will take over where I left off.

Who says we don’t have them under the gun already?

Look above you. Just as Xaj spoke several stealth aircrafts fired on Jake. Twenty high velocity, nuclear warheads burned through the reaching there target in seconds. Jake laughed as the missiles flowed into him and disappeared. 

Buxton’s troops rose from the parameter and fired back on the stealth fighters in the airspace above them. The aircraft moved across the vast desert sky at mach speed to avoid impact and returned fire back on the troops as well as the multiple missiles in flight heading in their direction.

We are ready for you and we have deciphered your… a...planned activities.  Buxton informed Xaj. 

You’re idiots! Xaj smirked. He did not believe in the least that they could decode the complex and deeply structured agenda. “Over the years, you have showed up on our radar, as nothing but a blip, nothing more than a distraction. Anything you could have uncovered was only what we let you see.”

One by one large teams of heat seeking and radar drones filled the sky and began attack the the areas where the soldiers were hidden.  As they hit the ground, magnetic fields appeared covering the drones, sending pulses that shut them down.

As fast as you send in your clowns, we find their off switch.

I can go on like this forever.

Yeah… I don’t think so… First, that was all preplanned so you have nothing coming after what ever has been automated or on your contingency. Second, your boys have been upgraded. So they are out of the loop.  The president set up several meetings to ensure they have all been changed. He also planted cylinders on them and now they are brining the upgrade wherever they go.

We have other recourses. This man may be able to survive our attacks so far. But we will kill you off just like all of the soldiers you have hidden here today. I have also initiated several more covert attacks across the globe. Attacks that are set up to cause a ripple effect.

“They are not dead.” Jake’s voice hammered across the landscape as he responded to Xaj’s boastful attempt. Xaj and Buxton both looked up at him, not understanding his rebuttal.  “They never were… I was who they are and they are who I am. They were part of me, alternates, quantum replicants. So you have done nothing. As far as creating your ‘ripple effect’, it’s easy to think that you are doing something when you’ve spent your life creating scenarios, but you are reaching out in desperation. 

Buxton thrilled at Jake’s ruse, gave Xaj a swift crack in the back of the head and blurted into the conversation. “Dumbass, you can’t fire a gun ten times in the same direction and then draw a circle around the holes and say what a great shot I am. That doesn’t work when the opposition can see your every one of your moves. You are developing a pattern where none truly exists. 

You are insane! Xaj said as the stealth fighters reigned down a barrage of missiles and fired on the entire area within a square mile. Vehicles and bent metal flew up out of the explosions and the blinding storm of sand and earth. Bodies flew but were surrounded by translucent  bubbles, cubes or body shaped masks protected the bodies as they flew threw the air.

As Buxton gave the order to fire back, larger vehicles appeared hovering in from the perimeter firing upward at the aircraft above them. The aircraft continued to return the attack but could not hold off the assault. Their attack was either absorbed by thee translucent shells around the ground vehicle or were deflected by them and rendered immobile.

Xaj observed the attack and let the assault continue. The battle wore on for less than an hour until Xaj had nothing left at his disposal and his private militia had been destroyed or captured.

So what now?! Buxton questioned Xaj with his weapon still lodged firmly against his head. You have no power left against us. So you have a choice, either I can just kill you or you can shut everything down and save what little humanity you have left, however small that may be.

I will never surrender to you or anyone else, including him. Xaj said point to Jake who was beginning to return to an evenly proportioned seven foot form.

Emma walked out into the fray of destruction that was littered across the landscape. Smoke and dust filled the air in a thick layer over the desert floor. Vehicle and structures appeared in various degrees from untouched to complete destruction. She tried to get a glimpse for her husband in the midst of the smoking foray, trying to float above and through the long path to where she hoped he would still be standing… alive and intact. Over the last several days her life had changed and she had been thrust into what seemed to be a wildly unnerving alternate universe of her previously quit life.

She had seen her husband survive dramatic changes and live through surreal and what should have been  mortal events, she still feared for his safety even though she should never have reason to feel that way. She saw him, his skin glowing with what felt and appeared to be a strength that was like a light in the thick air. Her heart slowed and the fright fell away.

“Voltaire said that any fool can survive a crisis, it’s the day to day living that wears you down.” She started. “You’re ego and greed have warped and skewed you’re already disfigured perception. You are slowly destroying this species and in doing so ending your own future. Even without us trying to stop this bullshit you would eventually destroy your own plans. You have already broken the backs, minds and spirit of everyone and begun the annihilation of this planet. The people that you rely on will eventually fall to waste and then you’ll have nothing.”

“We are here to take on the responsibility of ending your reign of greed and insanity.” Buxton added. “You are done. This is the change of the guard.”

“The guard has not changed yet.” A low and gravely voice bellowed through the smoke.

Emma felt a hard shell cover her mouth as another hand grabbed her leg and picked her up. “I am sorry to do this Jake.” The voice continued. “Doing this will give me what I seek.”

“How did you get here?” Jake said as he saw Scourge pierce through the heavy smoke. “I am not sure, something changed while I was out there. And I was able to communicate with that man. He has offered a bargain. Half of the change has been released and grown in me. The rest will be delivered when I finish and put an end to your plans.”

“We both know that it won’t happen.” Jake responded.

“I have evolved.”

“I really don’t think it will matter, I am far beyond what you are.”

“Possibly…but anything can happen…If nothing else, I can keep all of you distracted.”

“You’re living in a dream…although I do feel something more… it is coming from your general area.”

“Let’s start simply with your wife…”

“My wife can handle herself.”

“Really…”

“Yes…”

The Scourge looked at his hands and looked back at Jake. “How…?!”

“She has her tricks…” Emma was gone, but the Scourge could still feel her in his hands.

“How… where…?!”

“You really shouldn’t under estimate any of us.”

“The Scourge opened his hands as if to let her go and an anger fell over him. He jumped into the air and used the entire force of his dense body to slam into Jake.

Jake laughed. “I am going to enjoy this… there is definitely something different about you.”

They threw bones with each other, using the girth of  their weight against each other and everything around them. Hitting and shaking the cube while crushing the vehicles.

The battle wore on for almost an hour. Jake led him on a chase letting the scourge believe he was having an affect. He concentrated on ever darkening gloom that filled that space around them. Something was with them, he knew it, he could feel the unnerving pressure. No one else seemed to feel this burning darkness, but it was there and he needed to get more information about it before he rid himself of the Scourge. It was true that the Scourge was more powerful than he had even been, nothing on this planet could handle him now except Jake.

As Jake observed and tried to build a plan to address this unknown dark presence, he felt it move. It was getting closer… It was inside the cube… blood splattered covering the walls every inch.

Emma screamed fearing for Buxton. Who stood with gun still in the same position
The blood dissipated to the ground as the cube disappeared leaving Buxton standing alone covered in the gore of the rest of the individuals in the cube.

Before anyone else could be harmed, Jake moved them all to one of Stones buildings. He stood there observing the landscape and put his hand out to stop the Scourges next attack. The Scourge stopped in his path and Jake looked at him with air of concern.

“What have brought back with you?” Jake asked with heavy concern in voice.

“What are saying…? the Scourge responded, not understanding the reason behind his question.

“There is something else here with us.”

“Where are you friends?”

“I sent them away. I think something just killed the man who provided you with the tech to upgrade.”

“How do you know…”

“You can’t feel it…”

“No.”

“I followed you here, that I am sure of… But I can not feel what this is…”

“Why would it kill them and not everyone else? Or even you… or me…?!” Jake spoke out loud and in part rhetorically.

“I don’t know… “

“I am trying to obtain some information on what it is… but some how I blocked from it?

“You are blocked”

“I shouldn’t be blocked from anything… What is this being…?

“How do we know it won’t kill us?”

“We don’t. But I think if it wanted to it would have done so already.”  

“Do you believe it may be more powerful than we are? 

“I do… But let’s just hope I am giving it too much credit.”

The ground began to turn black and crack open and the air turned dark gusting around them.

“I have ended the evil that lied within…” A voice whispered around them. “I left one alive. He is different now he has been sent back where came. The one who was important to you, harbors no threat.”

“Why have you come here?”

“To see you… you are my opposite… never has a being come forth like you before. You are the fist I have sensed. I could feel you on you the being next to you.  I could see the residual of your power still lingering on him.”

“How did you come in to being?” Jake inquired.

“Wait… The being stopped as if to feel and understand. “You are something more than I believe. There is something more about you.” The being recoiled and the blackness became smaller. “What are you…?”

“I am... new... I still trying to understand what I have become.”

“You are … more… more than I… I am beginning to discover that truth…”

“I am trying to find the truth of my presence…”
 
“It appears you will soon…” the being responded what sounded like breathy slithering whisper as it condensed it distanced its position.
 
“What are you and why did you kill those people? Jake asked.
 
“It was their time to transcend...”
 
“Jake walked toward him and motioned the Scourge to follow. The Scourge could now feel the dark presence that Jake spoke about and waited. For the first time he felt true fear. Jake walked closer and stopped just before the line in the ground where the darkness started and the ground ended. He leaned over and touched a tree that was soaked in black and his hand went through the tree. He could feel the cold and pulled his hand back slowly. This being was at the limits of comprehension… he tried absorb the information and understand it. He stared at the being… his gaze was fervent.
 
“You are a true quantum being… you are here and in many other places across several universes.”
 
“Yes…I am one with all things, I am nothing, I am everything, I am myself apart from all things.”
 
“I understand that we must converse at a higher level. We must explore who we are and our true distinctive natures. But, as you can see our world is going through a major change, a definitive point in its evolution. It is something we must watch over and guide.”

The being made a hideous sound, changing shape and density. Swirling and growing becoming like stone and ice. It leaned its girth in toward Jake and spoke in a loud and seemingly disconcerting voice.  “I am not done with you! We must discuss our future!”

“With respect… I look forward to understanding more about you…  The matters at hand are dire and I must be apart there...”

“You and I both know that you do not…”

“It is true that I do not have physically be apart the events, but these people mean a great deal to me, so for their peace of mind and my own transition to a new plain of existence it is important that I attend the coming events.”

“Understood… you will find the being who carried on and grew the horrors in the recent span of time, back with the rest of your people.”

Jake even in his current state became briefly startled at the thought that the rest of the people including his wife would be in danger.
I will not transition these people… at this point they are not in position to transcend. The being said sensing and now understanding Jakes concern. The being observed that Jake was unaware of his optimum potential and would not let him know. His potential was truly limitless and could devour anything his path. He saw his two weaknesses and saw leverage his weakness. The first was that he did not know and the second was that he would protect the lesser beings of this place in this universe. It wrapped itself around the place where Jake stood,encircling him to show power over him. Jake did not fear the being, but understood the potential danger.

The Scourge stood still in the distance and could no longer see or hear Jake. Despite his fear, he ran in to the black to assist Jake. The Scourge understood that Jake was benevolent and this being had much different understanding. A very threatening understanding. He would better suited helping Jake then succumbing to this being. As he breached the darkness he felt himself fall into nothingness and then hit a wall. He turned to looked saw Emma, Buxton, Stone, Noda and Sranith standing in front of him.

“Where’s Jake?” Emma yelled with bazooka lodged on her shoulder aimed directly at his head.

“He was covered by the blackness and I tried to help him.”

“Where is he?!”

“I do not know. I was there and ended up here.”

“Did Jake put you here?”

“I don’t think he did.”

“Stone! Can you tell what  happened?”

“Not really. I am unable to follow his path back. It appears he was deep in space and then here.” During the battle between Jake the Scourge, Stone sprayed the Scourge with Nanobots, in attempt to subdue him. He could see the path they followed but it was still no help.

The Scourge looked behind them and saw Xaj laying on the floor, still alive with several soldiers standing above him with the rifles aimed at his head.

“Its true, he is still alive.”

“Don’t go near him. I am still trying to understand what is going on here.”

“Wake up people! We need to find out what happened to Jake.” Emma shouted.
 
Jake looked up and could still see the blue sky above. The whirling noise around him was not unlike a being trapped inside a tornado as it burrowed through large buildings. It grew in intensity, but Jake watched patiently and with a air of confidence. He broke part in few billion pieces and began and rotating in the opposite direction and pulled the being into the ground, condensing it into a dense sphere. He reappeared complete with the sphere in his hand and began to crush it even smaller and dropped it on the ground.

“There is no reason to make me aware of your power. I understand. There is no need to measure my abilities either.”

“I will be your conduit to the next stage.” The being whispered.

“It’s time for you to go.” Jake continued. He picked up the ball that was growing larger on the ground. He crushed it down until it was not larger than a fist and moved it positioning it between universes. He knew the being would have the power to return but for the moment he hoped it would understand his power and wait for a more productive encounter. They both understood that an endless cycle of similar events would not benefit either one.

Jake reappeared between the Scourge and Emma. She screamed in shock falling backward. Two soldiers standing behind her, broke her fall and and grabbed the bazooka from her shoulder. Jake pulled her forward and she wrapped her arms around him as he planted a long deep kiss, making sure she knew that all he could think about these last few long days was her. No matter what they would went through, the strong ending connection, the love they felt for each other, was paramount.  
 
“What should we do with this guy?“ Saunders asked Buxton.

“Pump him up with the upgrade.”

“Wait…” Jake turned, letting Emma down slowly whacking her on the ass. Have Stone examine him first. Then I need to send him to one of the holding rooms. I want to talk to him first.  He will need to be debriefed. We also need to know if he is something other than human, either by his own design or something else.”

“We will make it right.” Saunders replied.
 
“What happened out there?” Buxton inquired, trying to clear the remainder of blood from his face. His body was drenched and was beginning to dry. He wasn’t sure if he would have time to clean up before he continued the operation.

“I am still trying to understand it myself.” Jake replied.

“We need to be briefed.”
 
It had only been waiting a few minutes since the rest of this makeshift army went from working through the chess battle with Xaj to everything tilting off its axis getting knocked on its ear.
 
“Looks like you have chunk of skull in your hair.”
 
“It’ll take me a week to clean this shit off.”
 
“It looks good on you.”
 
“Why didn’t this bastard get whacked with the rest of them?” Buxton continued.
 
“Apparently, it was not his time to ‘transcend’.  None of you are ready to transcend either, you are not in position yet.”
 
	“What happened to it? Did you kill it?”
 
	“I moved it somewhere else. I am hoping it won’t return until we done here at the very least.”
 
	“Stone. Any idea whats going on with the situations around the globe?
 
	“The people who have not changed are freaking the fuck out…” Stone answered.
 
	“Is it mass hysteria?”
 
	“Of course, and the media is making it worse.”
 
	“The President and the leaders have made their announcements, but people are just fucking stupid and not going into the night quietly.”
 
	“Any suggestions?”

	“Well…we can either wait it out  or try to push the process along.”
 
	“How feasible would it be to step up or game?”

	“How about just upgrading the media?” Emma suggested.

	“That sounds perfect. At least it will help to quell the insanity until everyone can be upgraded.”

	“Are there any stumbling blocks left in our way?”

	“No… we just have to wait.”

	“How long until everything is over?”

	“For complete absorption… maybe two three days… That will allow for the most remote places to be hit.”

	Are you talking like a Amazon or Antarctica, type of remote?” Buxton asked.

	“Yes.” Stone replied.

	“Then let’s send some people out to take care of the media. Then we need to sit down and refine the strategy going forward. We know that they will all have an idea what needs to be done, but we can present them with a plan. A plan that can flow and flex with time.”

	With the final battle seemingly over they began the process.  Saunders put together a small team to hit the media outlets. Noda, Emma, Stone, Buxton and Sranith gathered in a conference room to go over the agenda ahead. Jake walked over to the main area where the newly upgraded population that would lead the world into the the most significant change in evolution milled in wait for their next orders.

	“Thank you!” Jake said beginning his address. “Everyone here has helped to create this moment in history. Without fear you accepted this upgrade not sure of the outcome. I am proud to be know that you are the ones that made this all happen. Accepting this change and helping it to prosper says more about who you are than I ever could. You are the only people in the world who did this on your own terms. The rest of the world never had a choice, they would been drowned in a living hell. You saved them from that fate.”

	He stood and waited… looking out at them and reflecting on the change that had occurred over the last week.

	“Let us on embark on our new beginning!” He shouted. The crowd cheered and clapped in response.

	Over the next few days we will wait until everyone has completed the change, until then, relax and enjoy your lives. Everyday from this point on will be  a great day or all of us! The crowd continued to cheer as Jake turned to walk over to the room where the team was gathered.

	Emma stood up and grabbed his arm, trying to pull him into the room.  As they clapped and whistled he waved them off pointing at Stone.

	“That mutherfucker made this all possible. I would not be who I am without him. We would not have any of this without his genius, tis visionary. He single handedly observed the threat, took on the ridiculously daunting challenge and found a way to overcome all of these insurmountable odds.” Jake started clapping for Stone. “Take a bow sir!”

	All right people, enough with the happy, sappy, bullshit. Buxton shouted over the applause. We need to finish this thing. It ain’t over yet.”

	“Has anyone ‘not’ been changed that is with us?”

	“Just me…” Emma said firmly. As they continued into the room.

	“Well why the hell, not? You know what the outcome has been form everyone so far.”

	“I don’t want it.”

	“It can’t hurt to have her out of the loop as a contingency.” Stone offered. Although I am 99.999999999999% positive there will not  be an issue, I would like to have at least one person unaffected.”

	“Thank you, for the support. But I don’t care what any of you think. I said it from the beginning, ‘I don’t want it’ and I really have no clue if I ever will.”

	“She has pretty much planned everything and she has been running the show. I will watch over her and abide be her decisions, whatever they may be at the time.” Jake said.

	“The great thing bout this change is that you won’t get any opposition, everyone can think for themselves and understand each other. We can work to find a solution in any situation.” Noda added.

	“It all sounds too easy.” Buxton interjected.

	“It is…” Sranith said. “I can see into all of us now…I can feel everyones intentions…everyone is on the same page. It is as if we have become to become one and are moving ever closer.

	“Wonderful…” Buxton returned in a dry, yet sarcastically humorous tone. We need a feed out to the world so that we can brief everyone and they can understand the strategy for the new world order.

	“Well that’s easy…” Sranith suggested. “I can do it. I am connected to everyone.”
 

	“Excellent. Now we need converge the ideas. Historically we can see that nothing will work in its truest form so we either need to move a completely resource based society or combination of the various previous societies and few new ones”.

	“You need to step back and look a the world with a new objectivity.” Noda began. “The world now, will be filled with Scientists, incorruptible scientists. Artists, craftsman, technologists, etc. New patterns will began to emerge and grow. We can lay out a plan, but that plan will only be a starting point that sets the stage. Automation will need to come first. We will need to be self sufficient. Making the monetary system obsolete. People will use the existing structure that provides food, shelter, clothing and entertainment without abuse while the world is rebuilt.”

	“Noda is correct.” Stone offered. “This is natural fallout from an event of this nature. There will be so many unneeded items that will be recycled like weapons or any type of technology that restricts or destroys or is just out and out waste or deception. Garbage that exists and that will be created will be sued instead of  becoming a toxic mess. For that matter we can correct the radiation problems that have burdened us since the early nineteen hundreds. This is a remarkable day. We are at the dawn of new age, at the precipice of true prosperity.”

	“That is the what we need to say in the address to the world.”
 
	“Disease is gone…” Jake added.  “We are all finally free. Free to live our lives without worry. We are now on a true course, forever moving forward.”

	In the buildings of the major national news outlets around the world, Buxton’s people, dressed appropriately,  appeared. They were armed with the upgrade in spray form. As they passed the anchor desks and and offices they sprayed enough upgrade to change not only everyone in the building but the surrounding area. The buildings were on lockdown to avoid just this issue, but instead it would the one thing that facilitated the change. 

	Within the next several hours the news reports went from total chaos and panic to a serene calm. The media changed to fact based stories that had an analytical positive curve to the presentation. The doors began to open as the media began to find there way home to be with their families, stopping  on the way to help and reassure others.
The state for the world had begun to change radially over the next few days as the people began to enjoy their lives. Hospital started to empty, rescue workers showed up to help with transitions, police units and the armed forces helped with the clean up caused by the initial panic. People who ran companies that were not entirely above board, found ways to change their practices. Other companies began to change their cultures, products, methods and processes. Crime was over. Those that rioted and pillaged, brought back the merchandise and helped to rebuild the stores that had been destroyed.
Life had dramatically changed. Even over the small amount of time, processes were changed to the point that people began to have more free time and spent that time helping each other, creating and enjoying life.

	In the midst of this karmic revolution, Sranith began his address briefing them on how much more their world would be changing. They continued while listening and understanding the intention Sranith portrayed in his broadcast. They were able to feel the promise and benevolence of the intentions of team as he explained what had happened. He told the story of the past few days from the perspective of all involved. The plan for a new world order was lad out and he explained how the monetary system would soon be an irrelevant concept.  He detailed the concept that new industries would replace older ones until the world as whole spent their time in a fulfilling life. Elaborating the intense amount of automation that would soon overtake menial labor. Of course if one derived enjoyment from that type of work it could certainly done that way. The entire process would take almost a year to complete the change. During that time other plans such as space exploration, habitation and research would begin at a fast and progressive level.
Sranith concluded the briefing letting them know when that their governments would be meeting to discuss ways to facilitate the changes in a timely manner and that they would see and be involved in the changes in the next twenty four hours.

	Pausing, he ended with Jakes words.

	“That was very impressive imagery you conjured up to illustrate the changes.” Emma offered. “Great job.”

	Buxton received a call from the President, which he projected on the wall behind him.

	“I would like to have all of you in Geneva for this summit. You understand more than anyone the possibilities of this new day.” The President offered.

	“We will be there in the morning. It has been a long few days for all of  us. We have been through a lot. We are going to take some time to rest and regroup. Some down time is required, even if we just get to know each other on a personal basis.”  Buxton replied.

	“I understand. I will see you then.”

	Stone opened a cabinet door and pulled out some aged Courvoisier and poured our glasses for everyone in the room. “I’ve been saving this for just the right occasion. This is as good a time as any. Cheers, people….a job well done. Thank you!” Stone exclaimed.
 
 
 
 
 
 


The President gets briefed in a unmarked special private room in the White House that is used to let the President know what is really going on and what this agenda truly will be. What he can and can not do. The state of the world. What is real and hat is an illusion. Who really runs the show.This changes any idea any President may have of what the office of the president entails. Those who do not wish to abide are killed and sometime even their families are targeted. Hence the Kennedy’s.

The President holds a simultaneous press conference with the other leaders of the world to  inform the public that they have nothing to fear. That in fact it is just the opposite. They explain that the media has been bought off to misinform the general public. The other leaders and their officials were dosed with the upgrade as part of Emma’s plan.
 
 
Xajachan returns to the past and sprays the Scourge with a time release version of  the tech that he desires and an pod of information that  he will activate it if he agrees to kill Jake. But the tech releases without a prompt. The tech and it backfires and turns him on Xajachan. The Scourge also understands his connection to Jake. But something else follows him back. The being in the second book and attacks jake because he is an eventual threat,  but  loses. Then returns in the second book when he finds a way to achieve a higher level. It is not that that the being is bad but Jake is a potential threat to his survival. Jake of course, finds a way to make everything right.
 
 
 

	 
 
Xajachan sets up for the war.
 
Xajachan sets up a contingency in case everything goes wrong. But Jake has an answer but it won’t appear that way he lead the contingency in to a trap.
 
Sand drones surrounding and attacking the soldiers like a swarm.
 
 
 

 
“There is a Chinese maxim: When you enemy is destroying itself get out of the way.” Emma said. 
 

The people in the australian desert get saved and put through the change.

They won’t even know when it happens.

He is like a fingerprint of the gods.
 

Kennedy got his intel from Edward R Morrow.
 

Busking
 
Eric Severide
 
Didactic
 
Ubiquitous
 
Lexicon of a peer group
 
All things to all people.
 
Sycophant
 
Zoetrope

Political or terrorist masterminds, their not masterminds if they were, there would be no war, hunger, poverty and every country and religion would get along.
What most physicists do not understand is that physics is more than just math, theories and structures. It is how you use it like music or art, it is feeling and style for lack of  better words. To create or maneuver from promise and potential to actuality is like a great jazz musician, it is how it is put together. The ideas and feel that brings it into existence.


You can often judge a persons character by how they treat the people below them.

Don’t let your bias affect your results or your experiment.



We slung a lot a lead back then.
Sit on gun.
My rifle was barking down range.
We dropped the same blood in the same mud.
 
Did you ever kill anybody?
I never stopped to look.
 
 
They alter the sprinklers to coat everyones clothes at once.  The soldiers finished the change as the first battle pounces on the building.

Orianders helped to assemble the non deadly capture weaponry created by Stone and and Saunders. 

The being helps during the war.

Grainger gets arrested after he leads the President to the worldwide locations and reveals the people funding and creating the the status quo. They pull an army of war beings they have been working on into battle.

‘Reverse Zombies’ people who have gone through the change attack the funding factions.
 
Pundits
 
Acting Chairman

Reaper Drones are hitting us. 


 
Vincent Pertioca

Anonymizing
 
President tells Grangier, We can’t work both sides of the fence anymore.
 
Smart dust

Bug drones
 
The powers that be reveal themselves and their part in the war.

Emma is a big part of fight leading the troops and kicking ass. Emma works with Stone to enhance the magnetic field to stop and redirect bombs, bullets and other weaponry.

Jakes uses the clear spheres to protect his people.

The Orianders and Ordinaires are a part of the war.
 
 
 




















































REBIRTH


Rebirth

 “Power to the people.”
John Lennon  
 
	“Is this Divinity?” Emma inquired. 

	“What are you getting at? Jake asked.

	“The brain is a receiver of consciousness. The energy still exists. Every 7 to 10 years our cells are completely regenerated. Everyone is at a perfect state of being. Other than being dead and moving on to ‘Heaven’ which could be considered the true Divinity, is this an earthbound divine? Are they now locked here on earth never able to die and move on or is this now the final chapter, their heaven? Are they trapped here in this life? Providing you believe in life after death. 

	“There is… I believe I have been witness to where energy transforms when it changes. I believe now that providing there is an all powerful entity it will transfer this state to the other when it is time. So instead of people being afraid to die, they will understand that it is time to simply change their state of being.”

	“So what you are saying is they still have no control over their live and ‘death’ or ‘transference to another state.’

	“Correct. But hey do have control over their lives instead of everything and everyone controlling them.”


  	“I am little trepidatious about all of this… certainty.”

	“Nothing is certain, but we finally have as much control over our fate and our lives as possible.”

	“This the fulcrum of our existential pursuit. Is it not?”

	“It may be, but we are no longer Ronin. We do not wander in the pursuit, we transcend to a new ideology. Religion can still exist as a guiding hope but it will no longer be our ‘Achilles Heal’. Instead it will be our target in the great search and understanding of everything.

	“They may also walk away from their heritage, their religion and their common ground as a people.”

	“On the contrary, they will embrace it, guard it and try to understand it more fully. Coming together s a union of conscience to share ideas, grow and become something more.”

	“But…”

	“But nothing. They are now noble, gifted, needed, redeemed and ready. They will learn form their past and forge ahead. This is their deliverance.”
	
	“In the past tens of thousands of years they have pulled down and hit a lot of skins. They have killed and survived in the name of their culture and religion. How will that end, its part of who they are as a species.”

	“They have also loved and prospered and grown through their own efforts. It is is that positive side that is the most logical and resides in the truth. The truth is where they now begin to become who and what they were mean to be.”

	“What about their negative side?”

	“It won’t bear fruit, it has no propensity to prosper. The thought process is equated with death and what has never worked in human history. These people are the opposite of sociopaths, the insane, the greedy and the megalomaniacs that preexisted. They strive for the future.”

	“I understand, but what if it all goes wrong. Then we have these super beings gutting the world.”

	“Well if it makes you feel any better they are all at a high level so it would be an equal fight and cancel it self out. So in that way it would never prosper and evolution will prevail again to wee out the bad. But that’s not going to happen and unless something other worldly corrupts the stew.”

	“We have to cover any viable scenario.”

	“True. That’s why I Love You. You make sure everything is out in the light and counted. I’m glad your the only one left who’s like you.”

	“Ummm… One thing you haven’t considered…”

	“What is it?”

	“What if I get pregnant? I’m the only one like me, so what if the baby comes out the same?”

	“Let’s hope the child share’s your sensibilities.”

	“Well, what if it doesn’t? Are you gonna give it the ‘Juice’?”

	“I may. But you have to think that it is part of me also, so it would be a hybrid of the best of us both. It also has a great deal of potential to be a dangerous species of its own.”

	“I’m afraid. We couldn’t get pregnant before, but now there is a chance.”

	“What are you saying? Do you want to at this point in our lives?”

	“I might. I never wanted to before. After my niece and nephews were born it seemed like that was enough for us and we enjoyed our life. But now, you are able to and we may have more time on my hands and now you not so old and...”

	“I feel the same way. I feel like I would be able to benefit a child in some way and be here for it as it grows. Also, with our situation being unique, our child would be one of a kind. Besides that… I love you and for the first time I am able to give you something I could never give you before. The one choice that was taken away from us.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Of course. In this world now, I know the baby would be safe. So there is no reason not to start growing a family. So… How many do you want?”

	“Ah… Let’s start with just one. I’m not digging a hole any deeper than that, right now.”


	“It’s done.” Stone said as he entered the room. “Everyone, even in the most remote places on earth has gone through the change and reawakened. Have you changed the astronauts, Jake?”

	“I have. I have been monitoring their progress to ensure the change went as planned.”

	“Thank you, both of you. I know I may have said it before, but if I didn’t I am saying it now. I really appreciate what you did to help me make this happen before it all went to shit. It took a lot to forge through and get this done. You guys could have backed out, but you didn’t, you stuck it out and that says a lot given the degree of what went down.”

	“I would have died a feeble mess if it wasn’t for you. Thank you. You gave me a few more years with the Wife and gave us the ability to overcome the impossible.”

	“So what’s next for you guys?”

	“It’s time to sit back and enjoy the fruits of our labor.” Emma repsonded. “The people of this world are starting to work together to recreate themselves and their home. Together as a united front.” 

	“You can actually feel it in the air. The mood of the everyone has changed for the better. I never thought I would say that, not in my lifetime.” Jake said.

	“We are in a very didactic time. Positive strength is ubiquitous. We are in tune, a people calibrated to prosper and nurture itself and its environment including everything it comes in contact with indefinitely.” 
	

	People began to meet and discuss their future and the best ways to achieve their specific goals. The most hideous and savage societies began to work in congress to find the fastest most beneficial ways of improving the lives of all. Countries with more, helped countries achieve who had less to start, until the wall and divisions were broken down and we became who we were meant to be all along.

	Under utilized low cost technologies such as Tesla’s free radiant energy source, solar, wind as well as quantum power evolved into no cost energy as they began taking prominence. Smarter tech were developed as now useless ones no longer needed. With the people of the earth working together instead of against each other at full intellectual capacity the world prospered and became true utopia. Rendering the monetary system became useless. One full of eden like vegetation integrated natural processes that worked with the earth instead of against it. With no war and greed people simply enjoyed their lives as they evolved into sentient benevolent beings. 


 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




 
 
 
 
 

 


























FREEDOM

[bookmark: Freedom]Freedom

Esse quam videri - To be, rather than to seem.

"What we now want is closer contact and better understanding between individuals and communities all over the earth, and the elimination of egoism and pride which is always prone to plunge the world into primeval barbarism and strife... Peace can only come as a natural consequence of universal enlightenment..." 
Nikola Tesla


	Stone, Saunders, Emma and Jake worked with with the indigenous people to cultivate the land and create infrastructures. They helped the poor and impoverished develop new technologies to help themselves. Emma lead the humanitarian efforts to build new sustainable societies from where there had been little or none.
 
	The general state of the masses had changed profoundly. There was no need to get up and live life like a zombie, in a mundane little world, going to work at a job they hate, muttering through the day at wasteful nonsense tasks, driving home pissed off at traffic, have a beer, watch some crappy television show, no energy to work on and achieve their goals, beat down by life, go to bed, to tired to have sex, wake up in the middle of the night dreading the next day and blink on and off through the rest of the night until they get up depressed, begrudging the each of the steps to do it again. Existing  in an endless waste of life.
 
	Anyone could now do anything well, people would have the choice to whatever they wanted not limited by their capabilities. Life took a new form, general public stopped wasting time on nonsense, they worked through a situation and continued on with their lives.
 
	People not only operated on a high level and finally enjoyed their lives,
Sports now where truly competitive. Cheating was now no longer a factor. If you won a game or a fight or whatever the sport or competition, it was real, nothing would be fixed. Athletes would now compete on a much higher level. In brutal sports like Boxing, they could take it to the edge and not worry about the after effects. Fights could last longer and they could hit harder, faster and stronger. Sports spoke at a new velocity no matter which one you were involved in. 
 
	The leaders or each country began to address their people. The general ideal of the speeches were conveyed through very similar words and phrases. Several hours later Jake addressed the world as a whole, summarizing their thoughts to show the cohesion between the nations and the people of this newly enlightened global entity.

	“Good evening.” Jake began. “We are on the precipice of the Utopia we have all longed for since our species attained consciousness. Over the next year we will take great leaps in diverse technologies that put us at a starting point to conquer all of desires. We will be able to do this from a completely self sufficient and resource based society. We will be more productive then we ever have in our history. Every person will have anything they need or want. We will nurture the earth and fix it’s current issues. We will protect ourselves from cataclysmic events. We will reach out to explore this universe and others. We will create new worlds to help us grow our species without ever harming any other.  We will live and enjoy our lives for as long as we each desire. New philosophies, art, sports and  technologies will unfurl before us. We have been reborn into our true potential. We have done all of this through our own devices, vision and passion. We will the leave behind the negative and truly achieve! This is your life! Take hold of the reigns and live!”

	Cheers erupted as Jake raised his fist in response to their enthusiasm. The feeling that emanated through the crowd was that of relief and excitement. After a life of oppression great or small, they dispersed with a rich enjoyment that had always seemed far from their grasp. A license to finally follow their dreams and begin their lives without regret or uncertainty, peace of mind, with a true sense of ease flowing through their thoughts.
 
	As each year flowed into the next, technology grew at a thousand times the previous rate. There was no need for profit. The slowing effect produced though greed or poor judgement was gone. This new society had almost completely reversed the damage created by almost two hundred years of harmful tech. They protected themselves from any imposing natural catastrophes by creating a around that expanded  far beyond  the orbit of  earth and  It’s moon.They had begun to research and discover space. Food and other resources became abundant. Without  a world of people fighting against each other they were able to find their way through any issue that arose. They enjoyed their lives, travel began the newest pastime. Sports were now played on an equal level without a need to cheap or find and advantage. Each person became adept in those disciplines that most interest them. This created true competition because each person found his own niche and those put against each other. Each building now served multiple purposes. Grids were gone now that each living space and small technology used, created and recycled its own power. Waste was gone because it was simply transformed and reused.

	Emma retained her status as the only person who had not been through the change. She helped plan and initiate how they developed their new discoveries and mapped out the plan to rebuild their planet. But she held her emotions close and tried not to let anyone see the longing she still held for her old life. The difficult storm that she and Jake weathered until his change just year before. She wanted to spend more time with him and her family even though she knew her role was important. Her mind weighed heavy with the responsibility as the only one of her kind left to offer that perspective.  A role she knowingly brought upon herself and accepted. 
	
	On occasion Emma used the Ordinares technology to go back and revisit her old life from afar. Her meek and frail husband so full of potential yet to be. There was something special about their lives, when they were poor, huddled on the couch of a three room apartment trying to keep warm. Young and still discovering life. 

	Gazing out at the ocean, her mind deep in memory as she walked out in the yard of her new home. “I Love You...” She spoke out loud, not actually meaning too, her mind lost in thought as Jake’s arms wrapped around her. She nuzzled her head in his neck sinking into the comfortable feeling while he picked her up off the ground and carried her out to the edge of the grass.
 
	“I Love You, More.” He said, placing her down and sitting beside her. He reached out and pulled her close to him, continuing to speak softly in her ear. “Thank You, Baby. Without you, none of this would have come into being. My body, my mind and even my soul... are finally, completely... unchained… I am free... to be with you… only you.”
 
	The air  was clean and the smell of that air was almost intoxicating. Over the century and half it had been so polluted that the most areas were tainted, but were now returning to their natural state. The nutrients in the plants the soil were now been restored. With disease eradicated, death and decay was now missing from the equation which offered a new sweetness to the atmosphere that had previously never existed. The natural world had been reestablished and opened up new possibilities never considered. It was as if God had whispered life. The reset button pushed and something more was added into the mix. The sense of happiness was present everywhere and was felt though a profound osmosis in everything. It was quantum in its relationship to all things.
 
	Emma and Jake sat in the grass looking up at the sky. She felt encouraged by Jake and all that was created in this new environment.
 
	Jake, was now on the path he always saw himself taking, In the world he always wanted to live in. The power and piece of mind he felt, freed him and put him on a different plane, one that enabled him to be much closer to Emma.
 
	For the first time for Jake, Emma, Stone, Buxton, Saunders, the Ordinares, the Oriathia had finally felt a bad journey end and a great one begin.
 
 
 














































































EPILOGUE


[bookmark: Epilogue]Epilogue

“Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened to you.”
Jesus Christ


	Swimming was the one thing Jake had never tried. The freeing, relaxing feeling that always filled him with fear was now a surprisingly free sensation. After all he had been through, it was odd to feel this small experience with such intense surprise. 

	As Jake floated on his back, starring up at the night sky, his senses began to rouse.  

	“Emma, I feel something…” Jake warned. He moved to vertical position and concentrated, trying to locate the source.  Emma could see eyes turn white hot and glow as his head tilted back and turned toward the northern sky. Jake began to notice a vibration emanating from Orion’s belt. His body hardened and became like glass then liquified and swirled as color passed through him glowing in thick slow pulse as he absorbed the impression. “It is like a question…” He continued. “... an answer, a movement, a definitive call and response, as if it is speaking directly to me and yet to all things. Like a beacon waiting for someone to find it. An explanation, a wave of sui generis power.

	“What do you think it is? Is it a being? Emma replied.

	“Not specifically.”

	“God...?!.  Information perhaps? A transmission? A reflection from another universe? Could it be extra dimensional?” Emma rattled off.

	“I don’t know. It appeared and now its gone.” 
	
	“Should you investigate?”

	“I can, but I’m not leaving you.”

	“It needs to be addressed.”

	“Possibly, although, right now, something is telling me I need to be with you.”



 



   
