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CHAPTER 1: THE OATH OF THE UNBURDAND
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The air on the West Front of the Capitol was frigid, a biting January chill that bit through the layers of clothing and seemed to seep into the bones. Marble monuments glistened with frost, impassive and eternal, as though indifferent to the human history unfolding before them. Yet despite the cold, the crowd radiated a desperate, almost feverish heat—people pressed together, their breath fogging in the air, banners snapping in the light wind, voices blending into a single, powerful murmur of expectation. Daisy Macoy stood at the polished oak lectern, her hands resting lightly on the cold wood, but she felt none of the chill. Her mind was entirely consumed by the oath she was about to take.

The ritual had always felt heavy, but today it felt like a gauntlet wrapped in lead. Every syllable carried the weight of the nation’s expectations, the scrutiny of millions watching on television, and the simmering enmity of those in the halls of power who had spent the last two years working tirelessly to stop her.

“I, Daisy Macoy, do solemnly swear...” Her voice, clear and unwavering, cut through the silence, carrying with it a strange mixture of defiance and solemnity. The crowd leaned forward, collectively holding its breath as she continued, each word a declaration, a challenge, a promise. She was the youngest president in history, and the first woman to hold the office—a combination that both electrified the public and terrified the entrenched elite. Every word she spoke was a gauntlet thrown down to those who had underestimated her, the culmination of decades of political maneuvering, grassroots organizing, and sheer willpower.

Directly below her, seated in the velvet-roped section reserved for former presidents and Congressional leadership, sat Senator Sterling Vance. His presence was a dark shadow, the granite-like permanence of a man who believed the nation was his birthright. He did not clap. He did not smile. His eyes, sharp and calculating, followed every motion Daisy made, every inflection in her voice. He had spent the election cycle painting her as an outsider, a radical, someone unfit to navigate the delicate machinery of power. Today, he sat in silent judgment, calculating the first move in the inevitable war he intended to wage against her administration.

As she finished the final line, the cannon volley boomed across the National Mall. The sound, though loud and ceremonial, felt hollow to Daisy. The transition was complete; she was now the president. The crowd erupted in cheers, a tidal wave of emotion that washed over the historic plaza. Yet beneath the celebration, Daisy could feel the undercurrent of danger, the invisible lines of opposition stretching like barbed wire through every branch of government. Victory in the election was only the beginning. The war for the soul and function of the Executive Branch had only just begun.

After the oath, she descended the steps slowly, her boots clicking against the polished stone. She greeted supporters with practiced smiles, shaking hands, nodding at familiar faces, but her eyes constantly scanned, assessing, calculating. Every smile could mask a dagger, every cheer could hide resentment. She was learning, as all leaders do, that politics was rarely fought on the battlefield of public opinion alone—it was fought in whispers, in memos, in corridors where no cameras ever reached.

Back in her private quarters, Daisy allowed herself a moment to breathe. The grandeur of the inauguration had ended, leaving a quiet, almost oppressive stillness. She thought of the months of preparation, the relentless campaign, the accusations, the smear ads, the endless debates. And she thought of the road ahead—a labyrinth of resistance, subtle and overt, that would test her at every turn. Her agenda was clear: dismantle entrenched corporate subsidies, reinvest in local infrastructure, and bring transparency to a government that had grown complacent, self-serving, and, in some ways, corrupt. She knew that ambition alone would not carry her; she would need precision, patience, and allies she could trust implicitly.

Her Chief of Staff, Julia Maren, knocked lightly before entering. “Madam President, the first Cabinet meeting is scheduled in thirty minutes. The Senate leadership has requested a briefing on your proposed energy policies.”

Daisy nodded, straightening her jacket. “Thank you, Julia. Let’s make sure they understand the vision—without giving away any vulnerabilities.”

Outside the Oval Office, the political atmosphere was already electric. Whispers of sabotage, procedural delays, and bureaucratic inertia swirled through the corridors. Daisy had already faced resistance before even stepping into the West Wing. A proposed candidate for a mid-level agency had been quietly blocked by what she suspected was a friendly aide leaking unfounded allegations. Another had vanished from consideration after an anonymous “background check” flagged obscure, irrelevant details. The system was slow, invisible, and effective. Daisy understood that her first weeks would be a test of endurance, strategy, and willpower.

As she sat at her desk, looking out over the snow-dusted grounds of the White House, Daisy allowed herself a small, private smile. She was young, underestimated, and untested by history. But she was also resolute. The oath she had taken was more than words—it was a promise to defend the Constitution, to protect the people, and to confront enemies both seen and unseen. And she would.

Even as the Capitol bells tolled the hour, signaling the beginning of a new presidency, Daisy Macoy’s mind raced ahead. She knew that power, once attained, was never fully secure. Every ally, every law, every institution could be turned against her if she faltered. But she was prepared. The West Front had seen the rise of a new president, and the world would soon learn that Daisy Macoy was not a leader to be underestimated, deferred, or ignored.

And somewhere, in the shadows of the Capitol, the first pieces of opposition were already moving, setting the stage for the political war that would define her administration—and test the limits of her courage, intellect, and resolve.
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CHAPTER 2: GHOSTS OF THE CAMPAIGN TRIAL

[image: ]




The day after the inauguration, the Capitol still hummed with the residue of Daisy Macoy’s victory. Statues of past presidents loomed over the marbled halls, their bronze eyes seemingly scrutinizing her every move. Daisy moved through the West Wing with a sense of cautious optimism, aware that the pomp of ceremony was over, and the real battle had only just begun. Even in the muted light of the late afternoon, the weight of expectation pressed on her shoulders like a physical force. Every hallway echoed with whispers—some hopeful, others laced with doubt.

Her populist policies had won her the presidency, but the scars of the campaign lingered. She recalled the town hall in Nevada months earlier, where the air conditioning had failed, leaving her drenched in sweat under harsh stage lights. Senator Sterling Vance’s attack ads had painted her as a radical outsider, one bent on collapsing the economy for political gain. The crowd in Nevada had cheered her resilience, but in Washington, the system she inherited seemed to recoil at her very presence.

Back in the Oval Office, Daisy studied the first batch of briefing memos. Every initiative she proposed faced unexpected delays: crucial documents “misplaced” in bureaucratic labyrinths, staff appointments blocked by sudden security reviews, and minor clerical errors ballooning into public controversies. It was subtle but suffocating—a quiet rot that threatened to erode the presidency from within.

Vice President Marcus Trent, a career diplomat chosen to temper her populist zeal, entered with his usual calm demeanor, though even he seemed affected by the invisible tension.

“We have another snag with the Rural Infrastructure Bill,” Trent said, placing a folder on the Resolute Desk. “The House committee insists on an additional financial audit. They’ve escalated it to a subcommittee we don’t even have full access to yet.”

Daisy didn’t look up immediately. She ran her hands over the desk, feeling its cool polish beneath her fingers. “They’re testing us,” she said quietly. “Every delay, every objection—it’s not policy, it’s intimidation. They want to make us fail before we even begin.”

Trent nodded, his brow furrowing. “And if they succeed?”

“Then they control the narrative,” Daisy said, finally meeting his eyes. “If the administration falters, the people see chaos. That chaos legitimizes the old guard’s return.”

Her phone buzzed—a secure line from her Chief of Staff. Daisy answered quickly. The voice on the other end was tense, clipped.

“Ma’am, there’s a leak in the energy plan document we submitted to the Financial Oversight Committee. Someone’s altered key figures to make it look fiscally irresponsible. Market response is immediate—indexes are down three percent, and the news cycle is spinning it as an executive blunder.”

Daisy pressed a hand to her temple. “Find the source. Now. And make sure it can’t happen again.” She ended the call, her mind already racing. The system was rigged, but she had no intention of stepping back. Every setback was a lesson, every sabotage a map to the hidden enemies she now had to expose.

Her thoughts drifted to Senator Vance, seated in the velvet-roped section during her swearing-in, his expression a mask of granite disdain. He wasn’t subtle—he never had been—but the machinery he commanded in Washington was invisible, silent, and lethal. Daisy understood the stakes clearly: she was not just battling an opposing party; she was navigating a labyrinth designed to make her fail.

She stood and walked to the window overlooking the National Mall, where tourists still lingered, oblivious to the high-stakes war in the corridors of power. She imagined the cannon volleys of her inauguration echoing across the city, a hollow reminder that symbolic victories meant nothing without tangible control. Her eyes drifted across the monuments, the reflecting pool, the domes and spires—all the architecture of legacy, order, and permanence. And yet, even these stones seemed vulnerable under the weight of modern political warfare.
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