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CHAPTER ONE

Baltimore, Maryland

2030 hours EST, 1 March 2028

He clenched his fist as he listened to her moan as she sat astride her lover on the couch not twenty feet from the closet where he hid. He was truly disgusted at the young Congresswoman as she ground down against the man he knew to be more than twice her age.

She was slender with dark skin that belied her Somali heritage with large eyes and long black hair. She had made a lot of enemies across the country and in D.C. with her extreme antisemite views and rants against Israel over the last several years. She’d also made many questionable statements supporting Islamic extremist groups since she’d been in office and had helped raise money for several.

He had been shadowing her for several months, delving further into her shadowy financial background and personal life than the initial Intel dump had given him. He had filmed her in bed on several other occasions with different men: one had been a newspaper editor who frequently ran stories supporting her causes and another had been a lobbyist for an anti-Semitic action group with financial links to Hamas and several other extremist groups. Like tonight the others had been married and his videos would go out to their families and places of employment to create even more damage.

He didn’t see the attraction but knew she had a lot of influence with both the Democratic Party and some of the more extreme members of the American Socialist Party that had made a surprisingly strong showing in the last Presidential and mid-term elections. They had gained sixteen seats in the House of Representatives and eight in the Senate and had garnered enough votes in the General Election to finally break the two-party system and were on their way to putting their top Candidate in the Oval Office. She was a huge critic of the President and the United States in general and had used her ties to raise financial support for certain Islamic extremist groups around the world.

A loud groan from the man under her signaled the end of their coupling and she ground her hips down against him one last time as he held her tight. After a few minutes of passionate kissing and whispers she climbed off him, stood on the thick, grey carpet and reached for her silk kimono lying on the back of a nearby chair.

She wore a contented smile and while beads of sweat lined his forehead as he climbed carefully to his feet and looked around for his own clothes. She ignored him as he started to dress and walked over to the hotel rooms’ kitchenette and picked up a bottle of water.

The intruder turned off the camera and stowed it in a pants cargo pocket as he patiently waited for the man to leave. He was a tall, imposing man standing nearly six and a half feet tall with a large muscular chest and arms, a trim waist and powerful legs. He had long, curly blonde hair with a matching goatee and piercing blue eyes that now radiated the contempt he felt for the woman in front of him. A small backpack next to him contained his tools: a computer tablet, hatchet, plastic zip ties, an iron and a roll of duct tape.

He’d been introduced to her in person once when he’d served in the Navy and had been disgusted by her comments about the U.S. military murdering innocent civilians all over the world. The fact that she’d been reelected to Congress despite her hateful rhetoric told him all he needed to know about the American public these days and wondered what had gone wrong.

The congresswoman had worked to create legislation that required military leaders to turn over to any military service member involved in direct combat that involved civilian deaths to the International Criminal Court to be tried for war crimes. However, it never garnered the support of even the most radical of progressive politicians she’d always aligned herself with she was forced to drop the entire idea.

He watched as they embrace and kiss before the man finally departed.

She watched the door for a moment, then turned and headed into the bathroom.

He waited for the door to close before stepping out of the closet with the backpack clutched in one hand.

Time to get to work.

He stepped into the bedroom and dropped the pack onto the bed. He quickly opened it and began setting out his tools. He walked over to a makeup table and carried the high-backed metal chair over and set it facing the bed. He did the same with a wooden side table and set it next to the chair.

Finally, he picked up the iron and setting to HIGH before plugging it in. He pulled the camera back out and checked to be sure he had plenty of memory for this last video. He picked up the secure tablet and activated the encrypted video link to his camera.

The encryption would make it impossible for anyone to intercept and stop the broadcast one he started and would make it impossible to trace back to the source. The transmission would automatically begin broadcasting thirty minutes after he hit the RECORD button, by which time he would be gone.

He went over the speech in his mind as he listened to the water stop then pulled on a red, white and blue striped balaclava. He picked up the thick roll of duct tape and stepped quickly to one side of the bathroom door.

The woman was singing softly to herself in a language he didn’t recognize as she opened the door and took a step into the bedroom. She stopped, surprised at the arrangement in front of her bed.

He wrapped a powerful arm around her throat and lifted her easily off the ground. Her eyes bulged as he cut off the oxygen to her brain. She made a futile effort to kick at him but seconds later she hung limp in his arms. He carried her over to the chair and sat her down in it.

Working in quick, precise movements he wrapped duct tape once around her head to cover her eyes and twice over her mouth to keep her mouth sealed shut. He then secured her arms and legs and ankles to the chair’s legs and armrests with more tape before stopping.

She woke up shortly after he’d completed his work and he rolled up his facemask to admire his handiwork. She screamed silently into the tape and she began to wrench violently back and forth in a futile effort to free herself as panic took over.

He sat down on the edge of the bed and relished her response and laughed at her.

“Keep it up, Congresswoman, you are about to meet Allah.” His voice was laced with hate and had a Texas drawl. “You’ve had this coming for quite a while and I am going to enjoy each part of this, you piece of shit.”

She screamed and she continued to thrash about.

He pulled the mask back down and tapped a button that activated his Bluetooth phone. The phone automatically dialed a number and a woman’s voice answered on the second ring.

“This is Rock Star.”

“Rock Star, this is Eddie, it is time.”

“Roger, execute.”

“Roger out.”

The connection broke and he picked up the hatchet before turning to face the camera. He took a slow breath to calm the adrenaline now coursing through his body before tapping the camera’s remote control. He saw the camera’s light blink red and he began.

“My name is not important. I am an American and I am a Patriot. I have fought, bled, and watched fellow patriots fight and die for this country and for all of you in places you’ve only heard about on the news. I have demands to make of the people who claim they work for the American people: you politicians so corrupt that you would sell out your country and fellow citizens to line your own pockets with money from foreign powers.”

“My demands are simple and will require time to take effect so my timeframe will be reasonable. Within two weeks every member of the American Socialist Party elected to public office will submit their resignations and new elections will be scheduled within a month to fill those seats. As loyal Americans we do not recognize their appointment to positions of power in our Republic.”

“I also demand within the next month the resignation of the Speaker of the House, the Senate Majority Leader, and every United States Senator or Congressman or woman and Governor who has served more than three terms in office. Within the next sixty days we demand new elections to fill each of those seats with new personnel not affiliated with the American Socialist party.”

“Before you scoff at my demand’s I give you this warning: I have eyes everywhere and I can strike anyone at any time. For those of you who won’t take my demands seriously I am about to demonstrate what will happen if you ignore them.”

He motioned to the trembling and naked figure.

“This woman is Jamali Khalid, Congresswoman from the State of Minnesota.” He turned to face her. “You are an active supporter and financial contributor to the terrorist group Hamas and a dozen other Islamic Militant organizations around the world. As an elected official you have used your position in our government to actively sow hatred, strengthen the enemies of the United States and have committed Treason against this nation. It has been decided that you will be punished according to Sharia Law which you claim to be superior to the laws of this nation.”

Khalid screamed into the tape, pleading as her body shook wildly in terror.

“Eddie” leaned over and ripped the tape from her eyes and she blinked in pain and the shock. She glared furiously at him as he turned and held the hatchet in plain view of the camera and Khalid herself.

“For the crime of theft, the punishment is amputation of one hand.”

Her eyes bulged at the realization of what was about to happen.

The hatchet rose and slammed down so hard it imbedded itself nearly an inch into an armrest.

Blood sprayed across the bed and as her right hand rolled off the armrest and onto the carpet. He kicked it towards the bathroom then casually walked over and picked up the hot iron. He returned and slowly worked it over the stump. The wet sizzling noises and smell of burning flesh made his stomach go sour.

“Don’t worry: I’m not going to let you die just yet. This is just the beginning...”

Eddie stepped out of the shower and changed into fresh clothes before checking his watch. The video had just started broadcasting the scene over the internet. Each of his other videos, along with the results of his research had already been sent each member of Congress, members of the President’s cabinet and to her lovers’ wives. Hard copies of everything had been left in a manila envelope in the bathroom so it would be discovered.

He walked carefully across the room and picked up the camera and tablet, slipping them into the pack before looking around and admiring his handiwork. The zip ties had kept the politician from bleeding out after he’d amputated both hands and feet with brutal efficiency but the whole room was covered with her blood and she barely had enough left to keep her alive.

That would end too as the explosive charge now strapped to the base of her skull slowly counted down. It was crude and brutal and designed to elicit a response when nobody took the demands seriously.

He walked out the front door and caught an elevator to the ground floor. He had just emerged from the elevator and was heading towards the small coffee shop when it happened.

The small explosion rattled the building and people looked around in confusion. The floor and walls trembled for a second and dust fluttered from the ceilings but nothing else happened. Then, alarms began to sound. Hotel workers rushed around, herding people out of the lobby and shopping areas to the parking lots and out onto the sidewalks.

“Eddie” walked out of the hotel and around a corner where a black jeep was waiting.

He climbed in and gave his partner a contented smile.

“You really enjoyed that, eh?”

“You have no idea.”

The man nodded.

Eddie nodded as he fastened his seatbelt.

“I guess we’re all set, let’s get out of here.”

The driver looked at him for a second then carefully pulled into traffic.

CHAPTER TWO

The White House

0830 hours EST, 2 March 2028

The President stared in horror at the video playing on all stations with a graphic content warning. Standing in a corner watching in complete disgust was his National Security Advisor, Rear Admiral (Retired) Spencer Jackson, who was studying the masked figure intently and listening to his demands.

After a few minutes the President ordered the monitors turned off and looked over at the third man in the room: the Director of the FBI Jack Nichols, a former Marine Infantry Officer who’d made an easy transition to the FBI twenty years prior and still stayed in peak physical shape.

“You have confirmed that it was Congresswoman Khalid in the video?”

Nichols sighed and nodded.

“There has never been any doubt it was her, Mr. President: her killer stacked her hands and feet in the bathroom sink so we’d find them. The videos sent to your email were also sent to each of us along with the financial records spoken about in the video. Some of these were already under investigation by the Minneapolis field office but these records are much more in depth than our resources and the law allows.”

“So, how did he get them?”

Nichols shrugged.

“Mr. President, Corporate and Political Espionage can be far reaching and knows very few limitations. It can be expensive but also very lucrative for the customer.”

The President looked confused.

“But who is the customer? I understand his demands but nobody is going to resign their positions: We all know this.”

Nichols thought about the Presidents’ question for a moment and shrugged.

“Maybe the customer is supposed to be the American people. Maybe this guy and whoever he is working with are trying to warn the American public about the path they are heading towards. I mean, the polls conducted before this election cycle even began show Markus Kinney from the American Socialist Party as the most popular candidate for the presidency by quite a margin.”

The President nodded but declined to add anything: the early polls had pegged him dead last behind two Republican candidates and the Socialist candidate during the run-up to the Primaries. His presidency had been hampered by infighting between himself and his Vice President, whom he had been at odds with since he’d beaten her for the nomination in 2024. Her influence among the more radical Democrats and support for the Socialist party members had sabotaged his policy efforts even more than the Republican-controlled Senate.

“Are we close to getting an ID on this guy? Surely the security footage should provide something.”

Nichols shrugged.

“We have analysts working on the security camera footage, Mr. President. We hope to have something soon. This guy probably knew where every camera in that place was located so it may not be that easy.”

Jackson cleared his throat and walked over to where the President and Nichols sat and paused before addressing them.

“Did anyone notice how he spoke? Or how efficient he was when torturing the Congresswoman? Whoever this guy is: he has done this before. He was completely profession and detached in his actions but his voice was full of hate. Did you notice that his voice became more intense the longer he continued his rant? I suspect that this was a very personal target for him, even if it was a political one for the rest of us.”

“Do you think he’s military?”

The President asked and he Jackson shrugged.

“Certainly: he practically said so at the beginning but what I’m getting at is that he knew her and was taking this personally.”

The others looked up at him as he explained his suspicions.

“If people decide to ignore what happened last night then this will just the beginning. This might be his version of a wakeup call for Americans, as you mentioned just now: trying to get them to realize what they are doing before it is too late.”

The President sighed.

“I have to address the nation this afternoon and explain this. I hate to say this but he is simply stating what a lot of Americans are actually thinking. I can’t deny the truth of a lot of his words, however extreme they may be.”

Jackson shook his head emphatically.

“No, Mr. President. You don’t acknowledge his demands: you explain to the American people that you have ordered Director Nichols to set up a task force to investigate her murder and find the person or persons responsible. Have the Secret Service beef up its security protocols and see about providing extra security for anyone this guy mentioned in the video. That is really all we can do at this point unless Congress decides to buckle under the threat and people start resigning.”

The President nodded and ran a hand through his thinning white hair and sighed before looking at Nichols.

“Set up a task force. Maybe we can find this guy and stop him before someone else gets killed.”

Nichols nodded.

“Yes, Mr. President.”

The sun beat down on the two men as they stepped down off the planes rear loading ramp and jogged a short distance into the wood line as the plane turned around on the makeshift landing strip. The ramp rose once again and they covered their ears as the pilot throttled up and the plane rumbled and bounced down the runway and clawed its’ way into the air, barely scraping the tops of the trees.

The two men were safely out of D.C. after the previous night’s endeavor thanks to a series of private and commercial flights.

Both men were completely at home in the thick, humid rainforest here in Colombia. They had served in nearly every country in South America at some point in their careers and were both so fluent in Spanish they could switch between dialects without thinking about it.

One man, Mike Campos wearing a light blue t-shirt and jeans, tossed his backpack against the base of a thick tree and dropped down against it and looked around. He had black hair, lightly tanned skin and a muscular body and was shorter than his partner by several inches.

“I thought there was supposed to be a bar at this airport.”

“I was thinking the same thing.” The second joked and shook his head in mock exasperation. “Serves us right for reading travel brochures.”

Travis “Eddie” Porter sat down against another tree, stretched out and slipped his Dodgers ball cap down over his head. He wore a bright floral Hawaiian shirt and khaki cargo pants. He’d earned his nickname by his striking resemblance to the late rock and roll legend Eddie Van Halen and was even known to play a decent guitar on occasion.

Neither man worried about being unarmed: their boss controlled this area and even the Drug Cartels knew to stay away. Even unarmed the two ex-SEALs would have been a tough match for anyone unlucky enough to try and take advantage of them.

They continued their banter for another half hour until a pair of King Cab Silverado pickups circled the airstrip and stopped ten meters from where they were patiently watching.

The trip took nearly forty minutes and both men quickly grew disorientated under the triple canopy jungle. They stopped by a heavy metal gate manned by four men dressed in camouflaged uniforms, balaclavas, and body armor and carrying compact Heckler and Koch MP-7 submachine guns.

One of them stepped forward with a small computer tablet and compared each of the trucks occupants to pictures on his screen before motioning to the others to let them through.

The compound they entered had once been an exclusive resort that had catered to Colombian government officials and other millionaires before fighting among the Cartels just to the north had caused it to lose so much money that financial backing had been pulled and it had gone bankrupt. Several months later the owners had sold it to a company from the Cayman Islands and it had been transformed into a high security compound.

Several large pools, restaurants and bars, and several dozen family-sized bungalows were scattered about the 600-acre compound and four large buildings set back further into the forests that were accessed by well-lit pathways and guarded twenty-four hours a day. Well-manicured lawns and gardens stretched between the structures and a dozen workers were working on specific tasks along the fence line.

The two trucks paused briefly in front of a smaller bungalow to let the two men out then drove off again. They walked inside and dropped their bags off before heading back out and up one of the paths.

They entered one building and found themselves in a Tactical Operations Center that rivaled the most high tech command posts. Live feeds from UAVs, satellites and even the security camera feed from inside government buildings were on huge screens recessed into the ceiling and tilted down for better viewing. 

Two dozen men and women worked at computer stations across the room and their boss sat in a padded Director’s chair sipping on a Red Bull energy drink. Mike and Travis walked up to him snapped to attention.

The man motioned for them to relax as he stood to face them.

“Good work, Eddie. We watched the entire thing last night. Did you have any problems?”

Eddie shook his head and the man smiled.

His name was George Maxwell, a retired Colonel formerly with the US Army’s 10th Special Forces Group out of Fort Carson, Colorado. He was the same height as Eddie but had a slender build and wiry strong. He had jet black hair that was long and pulled back into a ponytail, intelligent brown eyes, and a small scar at the base of his neck.

He had been retired nearly ten years and had quietly built a network of former intelligence operatives, analysts, law enforcement officials, and other Spec Ops Operators. They all shared similar concerns about the direction the United States was heading and were willing to go to extraordinary lengths to change it.

The organization was extensive and complex and was funded through a combination of blackmail payments and offshore accounts they’d hacked into. They also received payments for legitimate security training conducted at various training centers they ran throughout the United States.

“Eddie, I need to know you can remain professional if I give you any more assignments. I didn’t realize how much you hated the Congresswoman when you requested it or I would have turned down your request. You made this personal and I won’t tolerate that. We are trying sending a message but hatred is not part of that message. You did an outstanding job but if you can’t keep it professional you are a liability to this organization. Do I make myself clear?”

Eddie nodded.

“Yes Sir. It won’t happen again.”

Maxwell studied him for a moment and nodded.

“I believe you. Justin is already in position for the next targets. You will receive your next target package once he’s done so you can both relax for a while.”

“Roger that.”

He watched them leave then sat and downed the rest of the Red Bull before dropping it into a recycle basket next to his chair.

I wonder how many people are going to die before you start to take our demands seriously, he thought to himself.

CHAPTER THREE

Washington, D.C.

It took FBI analysts three days to determine that the hotel’s security camera system had been hacked and altered and the footage they had been studying was of a completely different hotel. Maxwell’s analysts and hackers had done a masterful job of eliminating any computer trace of what had happened that night.

Director Nichols was explaining this to an enraged Chief Executive in the Oval Office when the he strode angrily over to the window and pointed outside. Gathered outside was a mob of protesters that filled entire space beyond the White House’s perimeter fence as far as the eye could see.

The execution had enraged half the nation while the rest had been split between those who disliked the unpopular Congresswoman and didn’t care about her death and those who considered themselves “True Patriots” and had celebrated it. There had been a clashes between groups of Muslims and a White Supremacist groups in dozens of cities across the nation that had ended with nearly a hundred injured and many more arrested.

The protests had begun the next morning in D.C. with nearly twenty thousand people marching on the White House and doing their best to keep anyone from entering or exiting. Similar protests had been conducted around several State Capitols demanding answers and an investigation. Conspiracy fanatics had circulated a rumor online that the President himself had ordered the execution.

“Do you see what is happening out there? Some of them think I ordered her death!” The President turned back to the helpless FBI Director. “They want answers and you are telling me we have nothing to give them; that the video footage you have is of a hotel somewhere in fucking Pakistan? How can somebody do something like that?”

Nichols held up his hands in surrender.

“The analysts on our Task Force have told me that there are several ways to go about it but not many people who have the capability to do so. This might actually help us by narrowing our focus.”

The President stared at him, not trusting himself to speak while so upset.

“I have to attend her memorial service tomorrow. I’m not going to speak but the Vice President will. They were good friends.”

Nichols shook his head.

“Mr. President: I don’t think it is advisable for you and the Vice President to be attending the same event. Most of the people named in that video will be at that same event and it might be too tempting a target for someone. One of these militias might get the hair-brained idea that shooting up half of congress would do a world of good!”

The President sighed and shook his head.

“Sometimes I wonder if that wouldn’t be a good thing after these last twenty years.”

Nichols shook his head.

“Sir: that would lead to anarchy. We would be forced to create a police state in order to maintain some semblance of control. We are not equipped to handle something like that on a national scale. Hell, we probably couldn’t handle it at the state level. Nothing good could ever come from that.”

“This guy or whoever he is working for seems to be looking to do exactly that.”

“Maybe so, Mr. President, but you cannot give the impression that you agree with him.”

The President rolled his eyes.

“Well of course I don’t agree with him, but I think most of the nation does! I have to tell the people something positive.”

“These things take time, Mr. President. Tell them that. We are exploring every possibility and every lead but it is going to take time. These people were very thorough at covering their tracks.”

The President signed and looked back out the window at the crowd.

“Is there anything else you need that you don’t have yet?”

Nichols nodded.

“Access to more information I am not privy to. I have contacts at the NSA, CIA and DOD but their cooperation is limited by the law when it comes to working stateside. What would really help is some kind of authorization from you to assign some of their personnel to work on our task force so we can access all of their resources.”

The President nodded at that.

“Yes, well, I will be seeing you at the National Security Council this afternoon. I will bring up the idea and see what options are available. Present a summary of your findings and needs to them. Based on a legal review and their recommendations I may use an executive order to authorize some sort of joint task force under your control.”

“I would appreciate that, Mr. President. It would certainly help us hunt down the hackers behind this and could open up other avenues to pursue.”

The President nodded, signaling the end of the meeting and the FBI Director stood and walked for the door.

The White House Situation room was crammed with bodies when the President walked in right at 1300 hours. The Secretaries of State and Defense were present along with the Attorney General, the Joint Chiefs, the heads of the various intelligence agencies and FBI. They remained standing until he got to the head of the long table and took his seat and motioned them to do the same.

“Thank you all for your attendance. The last few days have been incredibly stressful for our nation, to say the least. What I want to discuss with all of you is our options for helping aiding the FBI Task Force assigned to track down the persons responsible for the execution of Congresswoman Khalid. The FBI needs support from the military and the Intelligence Community in order to advance their investigations. We also need to come up with some kind of a rapid response should we find where these people are based.”

The Director of the Central Intelligence Agency cleared his throat and the President nodded to him.

“Go ahead.”

“Mr. President, if I may. Under the law and Agency Charter we cannot conduct operations on US soil.” He looked at the US Attorney General for confirmation.

Jenkins nodded and cleared his throat.

“Director Moore is correct.”

“I believe what we are talking about is access to information on individuals and terror groups and other players who may be currently operating in our country. Surely, that would be an acceptable exception to the charters, am I correct?”

Jenkins shook his head.

“Mr. President, that would be akin to reestablishing the “Patriot Act” that was enacted after the 911 attacks. That set a dangerous precedent and we are still dealing with the fallout of the restriction of civil liberties and authorized surveillance programs directed at innocent civilians. It was used for far more sinister purposes by the very administration you served with and others.”

The president glared at him for a moment.

“I am not looking to start the Patriot Act back up, I am looking to get support to help the FBI find whoever tortured and executed the Congresswoman and prevent them from doing it to someone else.”

“I understand that, Mr. President, believe me, we all want to see whoever did this under arrest and tried. However, you cannot break the law and violate people’s constitutional rights to do it. It sets a very dangerous precedent when you decide when you can follow the law and when you can’t. It borders on having a police state when you conduct surveillance on everyone and decide who is guilty and who isn’t simply because of who they talk to. A few countries come to mind who do that...Russia, China, North Korea.”

The President clenched his fist and slammed it on the table making everyone jump.

“Mr. Attorney General, let Director Nichols present a summary of their investigation so far so you can understand exactly what his needs are. After that, we can discuss what needs to happen and how we go about it.”

Jenkins thought about that for a moment then slowly nodded.

“I believe that would be acceptable. Any proposal will need to be specific and have a time constraint. It cannot be open-ended.”

The President nodded and looked at Jack Nichols.

“Jack, please give an update on the investigation and outline the support and justification you need for your task force.”

Nichols nodded and stood, looking nervously around the room before beginning.

“Gentlemen, let me first start by updating you on what we’ve found so far, which isn’t much.” He paused, looking at the President who merely nodded for him to continue. “Our analysts have gone over every part of the videos released over the internet and the encryption is much more thorough than anything they have encountered. There is no chance they can find the source. We looked over the hotel’s security footage and determined that the footage they were watching wasn’t even from that hotel, it was actually a hotel owned by the same chain in Karachi, Pakistan.”

A stunned silence filled the room before one man cleared his throat and spoke.

“You mean to tell me that there is no actual footage of the hotel leading up to or after the attack you can use to identify the perpetrators?” It was Paul Austin, the Director of the National Security Agency. “Someone hacked into their system and fed them surveillance feeds from a completely different hotel? That requires some serious skill and resources: both people and equipment.”

Nichols nodded in frustration.

“Now you understand our predicament. We lack the resources to not only track these hackers to their source but also to break the encryption they use. Those areas are your Agency’s specialty.” Austin nodded his understanding. “We have no idea who we’re looking for, just that he’s about six feet tall, muscular build, and talks with a Texas accent. That only narrows it down to several million suspects. The subject used a charge of SEMTEX on a timer when he blew what was left of the congresswoman to pieces. Our analysts are trying to identify the chemical signature to see if they can trace it to a source.”

Nichols paused to address any questions that might arise but none did.

“That is everything we’ve come up with. You know everything we do, which isn’t a hell of a lot. We’ve had agents consulting with the Members of Congress mentioned in the video to see if they want to be placed in protective custody but so far no one has requested it. They are not taking these threats seriously and some barely remembered there being any demands made at all. I believe we are going to see more executions if they don’t take this seriously.”

“Why do you believe there will be more?”

“Because of the conviction the murderer spoke with. He knew they wouldn’t listen to him or take him seriously. It never takes just one action to force a change on people who believe they are above the law. And Politicians certainly believe they are above the law.” He paused for a second then continued. “He also left hard copies of raw intelligence at the murder scene, indisputable facts that prove Congresswoman was raising money for Hamas here in the United States, and was also using her position to influence lobby groups to funnel money to them. These files were also sent to my work email and several ranking members of congress. To me this suggests the perpetrator or whoever he works for is well connected and very thorough.”

A Navy Admiral shook his head and let out a short string of obscenities that ended with “that doesn’t surprise me in the least.”

The President looked at him with distain.

“Explain yourself, Admiral.”

“Mr. President, everyone in this nation has listened to Congresswoman Khalid’s rants about how we are committing genocide against Hamas and the Palestinian people and that we should consider Hamas the real victims in their war against Israel. As a Senator you supported her bid to create legislation that would try any US Soldier killing someone in a combat zone for murder.” The President opened his mouth to speak but was silent, letting the Admiral continue. “Hell during your first year in office she gave a speech in Coronado for a group of BUD/s and SEAL instructors in which she accused every special operator in the US military of being a murderer and should be tried as a war criminal! It is a wonder she lived as long as she did after that speech.”

The room fell into an awkward silence as everyone stared from one man to the other as they continued to lock eyes.

“Mr. President, I will submit my resignation first thing in the...”

The President shook his head.

“No need for that, Admiral. You are completely correct in your assessment of her and my lack of opposition to it.” He sighed and continued. “She was probably the most hated woman in congress but she was still a member of congress. Regardless of our feelings towards her we still need to pursue the man and organization who did this.”

He looked back at Jenkins.

“Tell me what needs to happen to get an interagency task force set up.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Aspen, Colorado

1630 hours MST, 14 March 2028

Justin Sterling watched them through the scope as they sat down at the kitchen table. The older man in his fifties was entertaining a pair of attractive, much younger ladies at his cabin located several miles off the main county road in two hundred acres of private land.

He’ been following his targets for the past three months, gathering every bit of information about each of them, charting their habits, their routines and even their schedules for the next month or so. He had planted cameras in their offices and bedrooms and had even gotten Maxwell’s hackers to clone their cell phones so he could record every phone call made and received. He was able to access and control all of it from the encrypted tablet Maxwell’s men had given him with his target packets.

He had met each of them at a dinner party at the Governor’s Mansion in Denver, where he had posed as a donor just before the Governor had announced his bid for reelection. All three of them were members of the American Socialist party and were ardent supporters of the state’s other senator, Marcus Kinney, who was running for the office of President of the United States.

Colorado Governor Charles Harper was smart, witty, and an unapologetic Womanizer but his preference for underage girls was about to bring him unwanted attention. He had a chiseled, rectangular face with brown eyes, a strong, square jaw, and short cropped, black hair that was greying around the ears and stayed in decent shape by going to the gym at least twice a week and running several miles every other day when the weather allowed. As far as politicians went he was a devout Marxist, radically anti-gun, and a pedophile though Justin judged these two girls were at least teenagers.

Sterling mentally debated on how to take him out and leave all of his research papers there without having to confront and kill the girls. After all, Harper had driven them there in his own SUV and he doubted either knew how to drive.

Sterling was a former Army Delta Force Sniper and Operator who had been served sixteen years before an injury had forced him to retire. In spite of numerous reconstructive surgeries he’d been left with a badly mangled right foot that had never properly healed.

He was barely six feet tall, with a powerful chest and arms and powerful legs, and looked at his foot as a nuisance to be worked around rather than a hindrance. He had black hair with a long matching beard, soft intelligent eyes that missed little, and a laid back, easy-going attitude to match a lopsided grin.

Unlike the other operators working with Maxwell, Justin was married with twin daughters Sam and Mel. He worked hard to keep this part of his life well isolated from his married life. His wife Caroline was his rock when he questioned his career choices and had always supported him.

This job was different. This would be his last, and he’d put provisions in place so he would never have to work again or, if the unthinkable happened, his family would be well taken care of for a long time.

In the past he’d killed for his country, doing his patriotic duty to protect it and its citizens from the monsters who lay waiting in the shadows. He’d never considered that those same monsters were also in the government of the country he loved so much.

Now he would be doing something about them as well.

This job felt more patriotic and much more important to him. He would weed out and eliminate those cancers within his own government. Those public servants who abused their jobs, lined their own pockets, and helped to push a Socialist agenda that would send the United States down a path of self-destruction.

He finally decided that the girls wouldn’t be a problem: they would freak out and either call the police or take off in his SUV. He sighted back in on Harpers chest and brought the buttstock up to his shoulder. The snow that had been accumulating all day would give away his position to investigators after the fact but that was no big deal. He’d be gone long before they arrived.

At one hundred yards away there was no chance of a miss with Harper unknowingly facing him. He had just sat down when the first round struck.

The two girls turned towards the window at the brief sound of breaking glass. Blood exploded from Harpers chest and back as the round tore through him and imbedded itself in a nearby wall. A second round entered his left eye and the back of his head exploded all over the hardwood floor.

The girls screamed in terror as they stood and backed away from the table. Another round struck the floor lamp one was standing next to and they ran in a panic towards the front door, colliding with every piece of furniture and each other on the way.

Justin smirked as he watched them argue over who would fetch the car keys from Harpers pocket. He climbed to his feet, shaking the snow off of his grey and white camouflaged parka then slung the rifle over his shoulder before starting to trudge towards the cabin.

He kept the white balaclava over his face and pulled a Sig Sauer pistol and a bulky silencer from a pocket. He covered the ground efficiently, making no effort to hide his presence from the girls who spotted him as he entered the dimly lit area outside the cabins’ back deck.

The shock of seeing a figure emerging from the darkness with a pistol immediately switched to panic. One of the girls dashed to Harper’s corpse and began fishing through his pockets for his keys. She dashed back to the front door with them and they fumbled to get it open.

Justin fired two shots through the kitchen’s glass door and two holes appeared in the front door just above one girl’s head. It was all the motivation they needed and they burst through the door and sprinted for the black Ford Explorer parked a few meters away.

He laughed, placed the pistol back on safe, then stepped through the door into the dining room. Sterling chuckled as he heard the Fords engine roar to life and the vehicle throw rocks and dirt as it accelerated around the driveway and shot into the darkness.

He walked over and shut the front door.

He had plenty of time before anyone would show up. The nearest town was fifteen minutes away and he figured it would take twice that long just to calm the terrified girls down enough to figure out what had happened.

“So, Governor Harper, how are you doing this fine evening?”

His southern twang echoed about the deserted cabin as he shed the parka and rifle, setting them carefully on a couch before pulling out a manila envelope full of pictures, financial records, and a USB drive. The pictures were of Harper with several different girls ranging anywhere from eight to twelve years of age by Justin’s estimation and the USB contained video footage. The financial records showed payments to a known human trafficker who specialized in pre-teen children and was now in the custody of the FBI thanks to an anonymous tip.

Justin tapped the earbud on his radio.

“All done here.”

There was a pause before a voice replied.

“We broadcast everything. Good job. Your ride will be there in five minutes: don’t keep him waiting.”

“Roger that. Will collect the cameras and be standing by.”

He worked quickly, recovering three cameras and a microphone and stuffing them in a pocket before putting the parka back on. He was on a tight timeline and he was just walking out the door when the Jeep Cherokee pulled up. He climbed in and they took off, the momentum slamming his door closed before he could reach for it.

Sterling was in the air thirty minutes later, the black painted Bell 500 Defender speeding east over the mountains as he looked over the pictures sitting in his lap. He had changed out of his tactical gear and now wore dark slacks and a button up blue shirt under a heavy overcoat that stretched to his knees.

He getting his updates from the man seated next to him through the helmets intercom system.

“You are sure he’s still there?”

“Yes, he is doing some paperwork. The only people left in the building are the security guards. He sent his own people home hours ago. He got some food delivered to his office about an hour ago...looks like he’s planning to be there a while.”

Sterling nodded.

“And the other?”

“Nineteen thirty dinner reservations.”

“Will he be seated by the window we discussed?”

The man nodded.

“What about the exfil?”

“All arranged. You will be in town for your next assignment by midnight.”

Sterling nodded.

He was impressed with the support team Maxwell had provided him. They had supplied him with everything he’d requested and had anticipated any problems he might encounter. Their access to a helicopter and other supplies was impressive and he suspected it was just a small example of Maxwell’s reach and resources.

They kept flying for nearly an hour, careful to keep away from other low-flying aircraft and circled above the building where Senator Sam Peters worked. He kept an office a few blocks from the State Capitol where he preferred to work without the scrutiny of the Press and other pithy interruptions that were the norm around politicians.

As a senior member of the American Socialist Party he was constantly being courted by groups from the radical left, but his personal agenda was more rigidly based. He pushed a hard agenda to streamline the government, cutting out what he considered “accessory” offices which served little purpose he could tell and incorporating them into other government offices which would wield much greater authority. He also, along with Senator Kinney was pushing for broader “red flag” laws to aid in the “retrieval” of firearms. He hated the word “confiscation.”

The chopper set down on the rooftop just long enough for Sterling to hop out before lifting off again. He bent down against the whirlwind and jogged forward towards the metal access door and used a security key-card to open it. Once inside, he descended three floors before reaching the target floor and he peered through the glass window.

The hallway was empty.

He whispered into his Bluetooth headset.

“Okay, start the feed.”

Acknowledgement came a few seconds later.

“You are clear to proceed: you will be on our feed as soon as you open the door.”

“Roger.”

Sterling pulled a black balaclava from a jacket pocket and pulled it over his head, then pulled his rifle out. He extended the folding stock and brought it up as he stepped through the door. He moved quickly down the hallway and stopped in front of a door, checked the handle slowly, and pushed it open.

Senator Peters looked up from a pile of papers on his desk in surprise and saw Sterling cross the carpeted floor as smoothly and quietly as a wraith. He started to stand, completely forgetting about the panic button on his desk that would alert security.

“Sit back down and keep your hands flat on the desk.” Peters paused for a moment and then obeyed slowly. “You reach for that button and you lose that hand first, understand?”

Peters nodded.

“Who the hell are you?”

“I am a patriot: that is all you need to know. You were all warned weeks ago to resign your position, is that correct?”

“I saw that video you posted.”

“So then you know why I’m here. You ignored my warning and now you will pay the price. Your friend Governor Harper is already dead and soon you and another will join him.”

Peters paled.

“You killed Charles?”

Sterling nodded silently.

“You knew the consequences of not obeying our demands and you ignored them. You apparently don’t value your own life.”

“I don’t like threats and I never intended to take them seriously.”

“I suspected that none of you would take the threats seriously unless you had more than one example so I am here to demonstrate to everyone else that the threat was not a hollow one. I call on all patriotic citizens of this nation to take heed of what I’m doing. Myself, and others like me will not allow the United States to become a Socialist nation. For years I fought to protect this nation from foreign enemies and I am now prepared to kill to protect my country from the enemies inside our own government: I am calling on others to do the same.”

The two shots were muffled by the suppressor and blood spurted from the two holes in his chest. Blood spurted onto the desk and Peters eyes widened in shock before a third shot blew the back of his head apart, splattering bits of it against the shelves behind him.

Justin withdrew a manila folder from an inside pocket and placed it on the desk, avoiding the pool of blood and placed a USB stick on top. He turned and left the office, closing the door behind him and disappeared through the emergency exit. He hurried up the stairs and pushed through the rooftop door.

A few seconds later he turned away from a whirlwind of grit and dust as the helicopter returned. He hurried over, climbed in and they were airborne a few seconds later.

The helicopter banked away, trading speed for altitude and they raced west across Denver’s cityscape. This ride was much shorter, maybe ten minutes, before they landed in a remote parking lot occupied by two black Ford Expeditions with dark tinted windows.

He exited the chopper and hurried over to one of them.

He checked his watch: 1830 hours. He had plenty of time to get ready.

CHAPTER FIVE

Republic of Colombia

0800 hours, 20 March 2028

“The assassinations of Governor Harper, Senator Sam Peters, and Congressman Matt Horner last week sparked outrage across the nation and have led to calls for the resignation of FBI Director Jack Nichols by both the Senate Majority Leader and Speaker of the House.” The pretty CNN reporter stared at the camera. “As we wait here in front of the Capitol Building for the FBI Director to arrive pockets of protesters and counter-protesters have crowded outside and are making any kind of movement from the parking areas and visitor centers to the Capitol building next to impossible.”

“D.C. and Capitol Hill police have blocked off vehicle access to the building from both 1st Street and Capitol Drives North and South with barricades. Capitol hill officers arrested two protesters earlier for trying to incite violence but otherwise it has remained a largely peaceful gathering.”

Maxwell watched the coverage with a mixture of curiosity and frustration.

The FBI are the only ones taking what was going on seriously. Though he hadn’t expected the politicians to respond immediately the fact that they had not even acknowledged his demands for resignations or new elections was infuriating. How many people would have to die before they were taken seriously? Now, they were demanding the resignation of the one person he considered intelligent enough to stop them.

He didn’t care about those on the list: he considered all of them threats to democracy and national security and had accepted the eventual punishment for what he was doing. In his mind he was simply fulfilling the sacred oath he’d sworn thirty years before to protect his country against all enemies: foreign and domestic. He’d spent thirty years fighting the foreign ones and it was now time to turn his focus on the domestic ones. The fact that all of them were members of his government was disconcerting because they’d been elected and in most cases reelected multiple times regardless of if they had actually accomplished anything.

It was disheartening to him to see the swelling support for Socialism that was sweeping through the United States after the last several presidents had encouraged and taken advantage of the deep divisions within American society. He was convinced that nobody studied history nor drew lessons from the mistakes of the past. There were certainly enough countries around the world one could point to and use as examples but not enough people seemed to care anymore.

He swore under his breath and stood up from his Director’s Chair and walked out of the Command Center.

The late morning heat wasn’t bad and he slipped on some Ray Ban sunglasses as he walked down the path to one of the two restaurants to get a late breakfast. Even though they technically owned the former resort he had kept the cooks and staff on so his people wouldn’t have to worry about anything except their work. It was a good arrangement all around and it fostered plenty of goodwill and loyalty among the workers and their families.

As he sat down a waiter came up and handed him a menu and a cup of iced tea. He glanced at it politely, already knowing what he wanted then handed the menu back to the man.

“Double order of Eggs Benedict, side of sausage patties, and coffee please.”

The man nodded and walked off.

Maxwell had just picked up the iced tea to take a sip when he saw Porter walking over to the table. He waited for permission from Maxwell before taking a seat and the same waiter came over. After declining a drink and menu the two men relaxed.

“Sir, I want another assignment.”

“We are in a holding pattern, Eddie. We have to wait to see how they respond.”

Porter shook his head.

“They are politicians: they are not going to take anything we do seriously. You know that.”

Maxwell paused before nodding.

“I agree but I have to give them a chance. What’s the point in making demands if you don’t give them the opportunity to meet or respond to them?”

“They have ignored the demands. They are not even discussing the idea of new elections and certainly nobody has considered resigning. We need to take out one of the key leaders to make them understand.”

“What makes you think I don’t already have a plan for that?”

Porter looked him dead in the eyes.

“Because they were supposed to submit their resignations three days ago and you haven’t done anything about it. Nobody is going to take us seriously unless a major target is taken out: one that will get everyone’s attention.”

Maxwell sighed, took a sip of the iced tea and set the glass back down then leaned forward, his voice becoming low and harsh.

“I want you to remember something, Travis. These people may be enemies of our country but they are also American citizens who have been lawfully voted into office. We’ve spent months planning this whole thing out very carefully; gotten the right contacts in the right places to inform us of everything we need to know as well as help accomplish our goals.”

Maxwell paused before continuing and jabbed a pointed finger into the table for emphasis when he continued.

“I don’t like the idea of ordering the deaths of fellow Americans any more than you should relish the idea of killing them. These are not Hajis or some Taliban fucks, they are American citizens and while I have no problems taking responsibility for all of this there is no place in this organization for psychotics.”

They stared at each other in silence for a moment before Porter nodded.

“I understand, Sir. I also understand that everything we are doing is treason no matter what the majority of the population thinks.” Maxwell looked at him, trying to decide if the younger man was sincere or merely catering to him.

Maxwell laughed at him and shook his head.

“Bullshit. The money doesn’t really matter to you, nor does what we are trying to do: you just enjoy killing.” Porter glared at him. “You will have your assignment soon enough.”

Porter dismissed himself then walked off as the waiter returned with a carafe of coffee.

The House Chambers in the United States Capitol were jammed with every member of the House of Representatives and the Senate as Director Jack Nichols sat uncomfortably behind a long mahogany table. He was flanked on either side by select members from his joint task force.

Access had been opened to a select group of reporters and their film crews who waited with baited breath on every answer the Director gave in response to the often rapid fire and overlapping questions shot at him from the panel of Congressmen and Women who made up the Intelligence Oversight Committee.

The normally stoic former Marine was uncomfortable in the spotlight today and felt as though he was being judged on every failure or mistake he’d ever committed. He sweated under the unbuttoned suit jacket and wanted more than anything to tell everyone there to kiss his ass and walk out of the building a free man.

However, he was committed to the task force and trying to catch whoever was behind the killings and so he had endured three hours of utterly stupid lines of questioning that had less to do with the murders and more to do with pushing a political agenda that had included his resignation.

He had been asked several times what he thought of the conspiracy theory circulating that the President had ordered the killings, which he never dignified with anything more than a snort and roll of his eyes.

At the end of the fourth hour of questioning he’d had enough of the stupidity and cleared his throat as a Senator from New York started to ask him a question.

“Madame, just stop and I will take it from here.”

His voice was forceful and irritated.
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