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Praise for BURNER


“Burner is a fascinating thriller in which an online movement swallows up the person who started it.”


—FOREWORD CLARION REVIEWS


“In Burner, Mike Trigg shines a light on homegrown domestic terrorism in a way seldom seen before. This thought-provoking thriller will keep you on the edge of your seat. I couldn’t put it down. If you are interested in the shadowy world of domestic, violent extremism and how it affects us all, read this book.”


—FRANK RUNLES, FBI Supervisory Special Agent (Retired), author of Lies People Tell: An FBI Agent’s Toolkit for Catching Liars and Cheats


“Political unrest and domestic terrorism—Mike Trigg gives us a compelling look into the not-so-distant future. Burner sizzles with tension and reveals the high price of extremism in our digital culture. A must-read.”


—JAMES L’ETOILE, author of Devil Within and Face of Greed


“A man arrested for domestic terrorism and a woman abducted by his followers lead the cast in Mike Trigg’s latest spine-tingler. In Burner, Trigg pulls back the curtain on toxic internet stardom and shows how in the wrong hands it can be used to feed political unrest. A powerful, pulse-pounding tale that hits uncomfortably close to home.”


—KIMBERLY BELLE, author of The Paris Widow and Three Days Missing


“Mike Trigg takes a timely look at the world of social media and the propaganda that results from that bias. Great characters and an unpredictable narrative make Burner a must-add to your thriller reading pile!”


—A. J. LANDAU, author of Leave No Trace


“Mike Trigg is fast becoming the go-to writer for high-tech thrillers that lay bare the perils of our digital age. Burner is no exception. Readers are in for a modern retelling of Romeo and Juliet set against a San Francisco simmering in a stew of toxic social media conspiracies, wealth disparity, and political unrest. Buckle up; it’s going to be a bumpy ride.”


—EVETTE DAVIS, author of 48 States and The Council Trilogy


“Mike Trigg knows how to tell stories that keep you in suspense but also make you think deeply—about culture, politics, ethics, and who the good and bad guys really are. What does it take to survive in a post-truth world where violent extremism and corruption rule the day? You owe it to yourself to read Burner and find out!”


—JUDE BERMAN, author of The Die


_______


Praise for Mike Trigg’s BIT FLIP


“As much a compelling narrative as it is a critical analysis of contemporary capitalism, this story worries over the coming future, in which technology could take over much of what people used to do. This helps to make Bit Flip an engrossing novel that satirizes the pretensions of tech bros and billionaires.”


—FOREWORD CLARION REVIEWS, 5 stars


“Mike Trigg’s novel Bit Flip is exceptionally well-written, with a satisfying balance of action, intrigue, back story, characterization, and description. He weaves together several compelling story elements, some of them technical in nature, with ease and the manner in which he wraps up the narrative is both concise and provocative.”


—INDIEREADER, 5 stars


“Trigg has worked magic here, combining elements of Citizen Kane and Silicon Valley into a readable bullet of a book. This is a razor-sharp satire with a huge heart.”


—JOSHUA MOHR, author of All This Life and Damascus
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SHANE







October 12, 2023


I’m not sure yet if this is a memoir or a manifesto, a love letter or a suicide note. Maybe it’s just my version of events. To explain how I got here. Maybe it’s something more. I’m not sure there’s really much difference anyway.


A memoir requires a story to tell, and I have plenty of those.


A manifesto requires an audience, and mine is unreachable right now.


A love letter requires a recipient, but I don’t know if she will ever talk to me again.


A suicide note is the easiest—lazy, even. But for that you need conviction, or you look like a dumbass.


They don’t have me on watch yet, so I still have options. Maybe I could get shoelaces, but those have never seemed strong enough. Pills would be better. Cleaner.


Anyway, I’ll find out eventually. It’ll reveal itself as I write more. I definitely have a lot to say. Today was a big day. It exceeded my wildest dreams. But I knew they would come for me. I was prepared.


Sort of.


Actually . . . I’m not sure I was prepared at all. It should have occurred to me that I’d be totally cut off, like I am now—no connection to the outside world. I should have been ready for that. At least a scheduled post or one of those out-of-office notices or something. And they probably found a bunch of evidence I should have gotten rid of by now. My bad. I know this much: I was never supposed to be here this long in the first place. I’m already on borrowed time. So, whatever happens, happens. All I can do is wait.


And while I wait, I’ll write.


Writing has always been an escape for me. Helping me stay sane, assuming I still am. Everyone needs a distraction. Some guys work out, some guys play video games, some guys binge porn. I write. It’s gotten me in trouble all my life. It’s why I’m here, I guess. But prison will also be an opportunity. A chance to think about everything that’s happened. All the bad luck and bad decisions that got me here. Everything I’ve been through.


But first, I’ve got to tell Wayne.


He showed up ten minutes after my arrest and announced to everyone—including me—that he’s my lawyer. I don’t even know the guy, never met him before today. And he’s old as hell. His name is Wayne, for Christ’s sake. But he says he’s a believer, and I don’t know any other lawyers. He’s mostly just telling me not to say anything to anyone about any of this. No shit, right? But it seems like he knows what he’s doing, so I guess he’s better than the public defender.


He also made sure I got my own cell, but they would have done that anyway. The holding cell was already crawling with BurnOutz by the time I got here—believers devoted to the cause, easy to spot by their “Plan B” tattoos. So they couldn’t put me in there. If the other guys found out who I was, it would have started a riot. It’s crazy, the power of it all. People I’ve never met, following my every word.


Honestly, I never meant for it all to get to this point. Never thought so many people would get on board. Drawing inspiration from my anger. Taking it further than I ever imagined. I feel bad for the people who died. They didn’t deserve that. I don’t know what they deserved, but they didn’t deserve that. Sometimes shit happens. We never know what fate has in store for us. That’s all it was: fate. Those people were in the wrong place at the wrong time. I wish it hadn’t happened, but it did.


Now, none of that matters anymore. All I can think about is Chloe. She’s the only thing keeping me going.


I was so reckless. I see that now. I know she might never forgive me. Why would she? I should have texted her before they arrested me. Tried to say something that would make things better, get everything back to the way it was. Now I have no way to reach her. Maybe I could call her from the prison phone, but I don’t even know her number. For all my millions of followers, I might have lost the only one who mattered. Drifting away from me like a post in an endless feed.


It was ridiculous to think she would ever fall for a lowlife like me in the first place, but somehow she did. I didn’t overthink it at the time. Now I’m obsessing over it. Putting my past on replay. Grinding away on my mistakes, my regrets. Like a canker sore in my cheek I can’t stop poking with my tongue. All of us are masochists just a little bit. Tweaking our nerve endings to remind ourselves we’re alive.


I’ve given myself enough self-inflicted pain for one lifetime. No matter how much trouble I get in, I always find a way to make it worse—pick the scab, reopen the wound. Whenever my life goes well, I do something to fuck it up, burn it down. I don’t know why. It’s just what comes naturally to me. Chloe says it’s self-destructive. But that seems too simple a diagnosis to me. I see it more as self-sacrificial. The fact so many people have found hope in my words, my actions. That’s more than self-destruction; it’s creative destruction. It’s hope. It’s my legacy.


I just hope it doesn’t destroy me.
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CHLOE







October 12, 2023


There’s nothing anyone can do. They’re coming. I know they’re coming. Justin knows they’re coming. He’s already done what any good bodyguard would do—tried to stay calm, reassured me that we’ll be safe, barricaded the door with whatever he could find. But there is only one of him, and nobody else is coming—not the police, not anyone else in the security detail. It’s just us. No help, nobody to stop them. Lawlessness.


From the terrace, I see haze rising above the city, turning the mid-morning sun an apocalyptic orange. A column of thick black smoke rises from near Kadabra headquarters downtown—my father’s company and ground zero of today’s uprising—cleaving the horizon between the Bay Bridge to the east and Sutro Tower where it pokes through the fog to the west. The air smells acrid from burning plastic and tires. Gray wisps crawl up Nob Hill like fingers reaching for me.


I hear the crowd chanting, restless. A bigger crowd than anyone expected. The sounds of smashing glass, car alarms, sirens all reverberate off the buildings and down the steep streets. None of the emergency vehicles are coming for us. 9-1-1 told us so. Just protestors, the dispatcher said.


Shane did this.


I had been glued to CNN since dawn, watching the scene unfold like everyone else—part of me horrified, part of me awestruck at the sheer preternatural power of it, like a hurricane indiscriminately dismantling everything in its path. Overturned cars, burning storefronts, eddies of humanity surging up the streets, all the chaos delivered straight to my television, complete with play-by-play commentary by the anchors. Shot from the hovering swarm of helicopters I could see from my living room. Not yet comprehending, myself, that the pandemonium could reach me despite its proximity. That I was a soft, peripheral target for opponents of my father to redirect their rage at.


Just as a primordial impulse to run surged through me, Justin burst in waving his phone, talking faster than I could process. It was a Facebook Live feed showing men, an entire mob of them, outside what I immediately recognized as my apartment building. While I was staring at the TV in disbelief, they had been surrounding us. I watched them approach on the livestream, from their vantage point. Becoming a part of their mob. The time to run had passed. Escape was no longer an option.


I am about to witness my own death on the internet.


I call Shane. He can stop this—he has to stop this. But it goes straight to voicemail, again. I text him, PICK UP! Why the hell isn’t he picking up?


Justin is desperately looking for any conceivable escape route. We both know the threat to his life is even greater than mine. But the garage has already been breached. We can see on the security camera that the SUV is unreachable. He checks the fire escape on the street side, his sidearm unholstered, but the horde is swirling below it as well. It’s hopeless. We could never descend the five stories quickly enough.


We need a helicopter. But even if we had one, even if it could get here in time, it could never land on top of a small Pacific Heights apartment building. There is no escape route, no panic room. Nobody is coming to help us.


Why are they coming? Why are they targeting me? It’s my father they want.


Maybe I can reason with them, offer them money to stop. But then a vibration rattles through the entire building, like a tremor. I feel it course through my body. They are in the stairwell. Shouting and slamming against the walls as they claw up the steps toward us. Through the floorboards, I hear my downstairs neighbor screaming. We return to the monitors and watch the intruders passing security cameras on each floor, coming into and out of each frame, some pointing directly at us through the lens. They carry flags and baseball bats and homemade signs, but the ones in front have guns.


They keep coming, more and more. One, wearing a red-and-blue knit hat with a pom-pom, is shouting directions to the others. Another, wearing a balaclava, holds his phone up, documenting the invasion. I watch him on the monitor, then see his livestream on the phone I still clutch in my hand, delayed by a horrifying fracture of time.


Why can’t I look away from the screen?


I consider jumping. Anything to avoid the imminent horror that is approaching outside my door. Either way, I’m going into the abyss. Before I can act on my impulse, Justin thrusts me into the hallway closet—no discussion, training taking over. Through the crack in the door, I see him check the monitors one more time, evaluating who he will need to take out first. He anchors himself behind an armoire and aims his weapon at the entrance. I close the closet door.


This is it. Our last stand.


The pounding is deafening. Each blow accompanied by the crack of wood splintering, the lurch of the furniture. The barricade is going to give way. I’m petrified—unable to breath, to move, to think. I’m going to throw up, or shit myself, or both. From my dark closet, I hear one of the hinges split off, followed by metallic tings as the pieces cartwheel down the hallway.


Gripping my phone, I compose a final tweet: HELP! Then comes the sound of Justin unleashing a barrage of bullets, ripping through what remains of the front door and the furniture blocking it, piercing flesh. Shouts as one of them returns fire. Shards of wood and plaster raining down in the hallway.


They will kill me. Rape me and torture me first.


They’re in. Time stops. My mind is disconnected from my body. The din of what sounds like a thousand voices, footsteps stomping through every room, smashing everything, shouting for “Ken Corbin’s little princess.” The closet door bursts open and they are upon me, dragging me down the hall past Justin’s slumped body. Screaming at me like this is a witch trial. Their faces distorted with rage. Dozens of hands grip my arms, dig into my ribs, pull my hair. I cannot break free. I struggle to regain my footing as they pull me down the stairs, my legs thumping down each step like I’m falling. I tell them this is all a mistake. Beg incoherently for them to stop. Through the cacophony of the mob I hear my phone crack as it slips from my pocket and hits the marble floor.


My lifeline, gone.


We burst into the garage, and I’m thrust into the backseat of my own SUV. Someone behind me pulls a hood over my head. Doors slam shut, tires screech, and glimmers of bright morning sunlight illuminate the inside of my shroud as the vehicle launches out into the street.


Help never came.
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SHANE







“But I haven’t done anything wrong!” I say again.


He’s been my lawyer for only a couple of hours and already Wayne is driving me fucking crazy. His cheap suit that barely reaches around his pot belly. Shirt collar stained gray from his sweat. Slicked-back hair flecked with dandruff. Teeth stained from cigarettes and coffee. His eyes, squinting at me skeptically through the wire-mesh glass of this visiting booth.


He doesn’t get it.


“Well, like I’ve said a dozen times now, if you’re not gonna plead guilty—”


“No way, I’m not spending the rest of my life in prison—I’m only twenty-six.”


“Right, so assuming a not-guilty plea, our only shot is to distance you from Burner_911,” he says, his voice amplified by the little speaker in the wall. “The arraignment is tomorrow, so you’ll need to enter an initial plea. You can always change it later, but I just don’t think their case is so airtight that we can’t sow some reasonable doubt. Our conversations are protected by attorney-client privilege, so the best thing you can do for yourself is to be honest with me.”


I look up from my cuffed wrists and scan our compact room for the camera or microphone that must be hidden someplace, then lock eyes with Wayne. “I know why I’m really here,” I say, my voice steadily intensifying. “It’s because they’re scared. The powerful always get scared whenever someone threatens their power. Whenever voices rise up to expose and contradict their orthodoxy. Whenever regular people organize against them to enact justice. They had no choice but to arrest me, detain me, muzzle me—”


“Shane, I get it. I’m a supporter too,” Wayne says, cutting me off just as I was getting going. He unbuttons his sleeve at the wrist and pushes it up his forearm, revealing a “Plan B” tattoo lurking under a thatch of arm hair like a snake in the weeds. “See . . . I believe everything you’re saying, in theory. But you’re facing a federal prosecutor who’s hell-bent on the death penalty. You can’t fuck around with all this manifesto bullshit, or the jury’ll find you guilty. Someone’s gonna hang for this, and right now that someone is you.”


“But the BurnOutz wouldn’t exist without me. I activated them. I organized them. Nobody else can lead this movement. It’s gone too far. I can’t give up now.”


Wayne sighs, shrugs, and pulls his sleeve down like his well of arguments has run dry. It’s killing me that I’m cut off right now—sealed behind bars and glass, yes, but most of all, offline. With no way to post, I’m just talking to myself, with all the potency of someone jacking off in the corner. Without followers, I’m neutered. My purpose is stolen. My reason for being is gone.


But I need to be patient. I will find a way. I always do. I can’t let this movement be hijacked, diverted from its goal. I know my ideas have already spread. The Plan is already in place, with an undeniable momentum that the elites can’t stop. Although I may be physically constrained, ideas can’t be suppressed so easily. There is no prison for thought, no jail that can contain the mind.


Still . . . if I’m locked up here with no phone or laptop, I can’t really do shit, can I? Prison dehumanizes you quick. The intake and full-cavity search I’d rather never think about again. The other detainees, not knowing who I am, trash talkin’ me. Hating on me for getting my own cell. In this scratchy orange jumpsuit, stripped of all my stuff, I don’t even feel like myself anymore. I’m already losing my swagger, and I haven’t even made it to lunch on my first day yet.


“Look, it’s your life, you can do whatever you want,” Wayne says. “But I’m telling you, a plea of ‘Yes, I’m Burner_911, but no, I’m not responsible for all this mayhem’ just isn’t going to work.” He stands up from the booth. “If that’s the way you want to play it, then I’m not the attorney to represent you.”


I ponder my choices as I watch him pick up all his crap. How can I choose between belief and freedom? How can I prove I’m someone other than who I am? How can I deny the greatest achievement of my life? On the other hand, what fucking choice do I have? In the end, even if the world thinks I’m a nobody, a loser, a poser; even if I’m found guilty and sentenced to death; my legacy will live on. These ideas are bigger than me. They can change the world. It doesn’t matter if nobody believes in Shane Stoller. I believe in me.


And maybe she still believes in me too.


“Okay,” I say as Wayne stands to leave. “I’ll do it. I’ll plead not guilty. Tell them I’m not Burner_911.”


Wayne looks down at me with a puckered expression like he just caught a whiff of dog shit. Evaluating my sincerity, he says, “You sure about that? I don’t want you changing your mind five hundred times. Why don’t you sleep on it. We’ve got almost twenty-four hours before the arraignment.”


“I’m sure,” I say. “I can’t do anything till I get out of here anyway. If this gives me the best chance of that, let’s do it.”


“Okay.” Wayne sits back down in his chair. “You’re making the right decision. We’ll tell the US Attorney’s Office you’re rejecting the plea deal, and we’ll start preparing your defense immediately. This is going to go to trial fast.”


“There’s something else I need you to do.” I hesitate, not wanting to say it, but I have to. “I need you to contact Chloe Corbin for me.”


Wayne lets out a raspy smoker’s chuckle, like I’m fucking with him. “I bet a lot of people would like to contact Chloe Corbin, but you’re probably the only one who knows how.”


“What do you mean?”


“Wasn’t that your guys who took her?”


My breath sucks out of my lungs. They’ve taken her. Of course they’ve taken her. “What . . . happened?”


The smile slides off Wayne’s weathered face. “Chloe Corbin was kidnapped by a group of BurnOutz this morning.”
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CHLOE







“Scooter, you’re gonna fucking kill us!”


With no way to brace myself, I slam into the center console like a ragdoll as all four tires lock up. I’m unbuckled, unprepared, my hands bound together in my lap with what feels like a zip tie, the sharp plastic cutting into my wrists. The SUV screeches and swerves. People outside shout and pound on the side of the vehicle.


“I’m just trying to get us the hell out of here!” the driver shouts back at the guy in the passenger seat.


“Holy shit! Did you see that, BurnOutz?” cries a voice to my left, confirming what I already know—these are followers of Burner_911.


We brake suddenly and I slump to the floorboard, unable to right myself, as the vehicle pitches around another turn to the guttural sound of tires gripping asphalt. Hands grab my shoulder and pull me back up into the seat. Swatches of sunlight and shadows flash by as the car accelerates. Are we being chased? My stomach drops as we plunge down a hill—bottoming out at an intersection, grinding metal against concrete—then descend the next block.


“Turn here!” I suddenly recognize that voice in the passenger seat: he’s the guy from the security camera—the one with the red-and-blue knit hat.


Centrifugal force presses me against the bodies crowded on either side of me in the back seat, close enough to smell the perspiration on their bodies, alcohol on their breath, cigarette smoke in their clothing. Sweat runs down my forehead, beads on my upper lip, accumulates in my armpits and under my bra. Nothing I can do to wipe it away. My hair surrounds my head like a tornado, adhered to the shroud by static, stuck to my face in clumps, itching. I do not struggle or scream; I’ve resigned myself to the impending collision, whatever form it may take.


A sudden pain shoots up from my ankle—only now do I notice that it is swollen, throbbing. Badly sprained, possibly broken. When did that happen? Probably on the stairs, I can’t remember. My shoe is missing on that foot. I squeeze a tuft of carpet with my bare toes, trying to anchor myself, to calm myself, like I’m in tree pose. I focus on regulating my breathing, slowing my heartbeat, listening. Panicking will not help me. I can explain—talk my way out of this. If they stop shouting long enough to listen. If they believe me.


Nick is his name, the one with the knit hat. The others keep saying it, ignoring his angry reprimands for revealing his identity. I picture him in the passenger seat with that incongruous pom-pom bobbing over his head, like a pudgy kindergartener dressed in something his mom knit for him. Maybe so he’d be easier to spot in the mob. At least I can’t see if he’s still pointing his gun at me.


One by one, my other abductors are inadvertently introduced. To my left is Pete, another voice I remember: the live streamer I saw on the security monitors. Apparently he’s continued to document their escapade, because now Nick says, “Turn that goddamn thing off!”


Pete cackles—he sounds giddy with the thrill of it all—but signs off with his audience, a small subset of the millions of followers of the anonymous online persona Burner_911.


“It’s blocked, Benny! Where the fuck do I go now?” Scooter yells.


Benny, the voice to my right, haltingly reads directions out loud from Google Maps. He’s nervous. They all are, frantically yelling at each other, not in the confident swagger of before but with a new tone—one that betrays uncertainty and fear, like a pack of dogs who unexpectedly catch a car and don’t know what to do next. Like men who suddenly realize this isn’t just a prank for social media, a brag to their friends; that nobody stopped them; that they’ve just murdered someone and taken another hostage, in broad daylight, on camera, and posted their crime online.


And yet underneath their urgency to escape there are signs of premeditation, organization—an efficiency in the terms they use, an implied hierarchy, a subtle understanding of what will happen next. Where are they going? What will they do to me? What actions will they take to escalate or undo the commission of this crime?


The SUV slows—more shouting, something blocking the road again.


“So? Get out and move it!” Nick says.


Car doors open and close, the engine idles, Nick grumbles from the front seat. He’s the one in charge.


The others return. We accelerate again, but at a less frenzied pace. The RPMs of the engine stay in a normal range.


With the chaos finally letting up, now is my chance. I open my mouth to speak. But what exactly am I going to say? “The anonymous leader of your movement is my boyfriend . . . Well, was my boyfriend—I haven’t even spoken with him for days. But . . . still, can’t you just, like, let me go?” Why the hell would they believe me? Nobody knows who Burner_911 even is, let alone who he—or she, or they—is dating. Even if they did believe me, what would that mean for Shane? I can’t just out him like that. He’d never forgive me. “The thing about a secret identity is, it needs to stay secret,” is what he told me when I finally found out. No—I need to stay calm, be patient. It will be okay. He’ll tell them, right? Not Shane but Burner_911; he’ll tell them to let me go. He’ll post as soon as he finds out. Right?


“Be cool . . . be cool . . .” Pete says. The car rolls slowly, maybe through a blockade? Nobody speaks, including me.


Then we accelerate and merge onto what I immediately know is the Bay Bridge, the repetitive thump of the metal grates on the roadway below echoing off the upper deck above. I can’t conceive how they made their way through what must have been a maze of blocked streets, police barricades, gridlocked traffic—their escape enabled by Google’s navigational algorithms. I picture the other vehicles moving along beside us on the bridge, their engines and tires dully audible from within the soundproofed cabin, their drivers unable to see me bound and shrouded in the back seat through the tinted privacy windows I now wish I hadn’t installed, going about their days as if a riot hasn’t just swept through San Francisco, taking me away with it.


As we cross the bridge, my captors’ manic banter stops for the first time. Maybe they are all temporarily hypnotized by the rhythmic pulse of the grates, the tranquility of morning over the bay, the spectacular views of Coit Tower, the Ferry Building, Alcatraz. Or maybe they know now, with the straight expanse of concrete and steel in front of them, that they’ve done it.


They’ve escaped.
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BURNER_911







Two Years Ago




@Burner_911 post on Razgo.com


“A government big enough to give you everything you want, is big enough to take away everything you have.”




—Thomas Jefferson





I can no longer remain silent. It is time to share the truth we all know, but only I know what to do about it.


MY FELLOW AMERICANS, EVERYTHING YOU’VE BEEN TOLD IS A LIE.


There is no American Dream. That’s just an elaborate scheme, manufactured by the liberal elites to enslave you in debt, harness your hard work, siphon your energy. I’ve lived it myself.


Stop being so naïve . . . the banks and billionaires own you.


It’s buried in the fine print. The legalese you never read. The 36 percent interest rate on your credit card. The student loans, car loans, payday loans, subprime mortgages, and revolving lines of credit that you can NEVER get out from under. YOU are the commodity that enriches these leftist oligarchs. Hooked up like a heroin addict to the flow of easy money, only to discover you’re being milked dry.




I AM BURNER_911





I can’t reveal my true identity, because it would put my life in danger. The elites will stop at nothing to keep regular people down. I’ve SEEN for myself, from the inside, how rigged the system is against you. How financial companies tempt you with predatory loans, compound your debt, repossess your home and your car. How activist tech companies harvest your data, your attention, your addiction and sell it to the highest bidder. How media companies package their extreme liberal agenda as news while they steal money out of your pocket every month. All to enrich themselves. To become BILLIONAIRES! I can’t sit by and watch it happen anymore.


Most people are too stupid to do the math, too lazy to resist, too blind to the realities all around them. They can’t see the big picture. BUT NOT YOU! Instead of just complaining, you’re going to do something about it.


IT. IS. TIME.


Time to wake up to the reality of your economic subjugation.


Time to fight back against the hidden forces holding you down.


Time to rebel against the exploitation of the Marxist deep state.


Time to TAKE WHAT BELONGS TO YOU!


And only I know The Plan.


The pathway to your economic emancipation.


Plan A was to be good little girls and boys and do things the “right way.” Look what that got us. Plan B is to do things OUR way. The only way we know how—scorched earth till this whole steaming Ponzi scheme collapses, the cabal of liberalism is exposed, and we’re the ones making bank.


If you want TRUTH, TRANSPARENCY, AND JUSTICE, join me. In three days, I will reveal the first step of taking back our country.


Believe in The Plan!


Follow me here and I will show you the way . . .
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SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE









MASSIVE LAWLESS RIOT CONSUMES SAN FRANCISCO


Twelve dead, hundreds arrested, hostage held, financial markets in turmoil








SAN FRANCISCO, CA, October 12, 2023—The largest act of domestic terrorism on American soil since the Oklahoma City bombing in 1995 was perpetrated this morning in San Francisco. Twelve people are dead according to authorities, including two San Francisco police officers and a security guard at the Federal Reserve Bank. Another twenty-two are in critical condition and dozens more injured. Chloe Corbin, daughter of tech billionaire Ken Corbin, was also abducted from her Pacific Heights penthouse by what witnesses described as a violent mob during the riots. Corbin’s father’s company, Kadabra, Inc., was one of the primary targets of today’s attack.


Ms. Corbin’s current whereabouts remain unknown at this hour. Her bodyguard, who, according to police, was shot twice in the chest after killing one and wounding several other intruders, is on life support.


Meanwhile, shortly before the kidnapping unfolded, the FBI arrested a suspect they allege is the mastermind behind the anonymous Burner_911 profile. Little is known about the suspect, who was identified by federal agents as twenty-six-year-old Turlock native Shane Stoller. He was arrested without resistance at his apartment in the Mission District early this morning. Officials said it is not known if Burner_911 is a single individual or a group of individuals. Organized by the followers of Burner_911’s online populist movement, known as the BurnOutz, the protest was intended to trigger chaos in the financial markets. While it started peacefully, it quickly spiraled out of control.


Police were joined by heavily armed SWAT officers and National Guard troops in riot gear to restore order to the city. They surrounded and arrested hundreds of demonstrators who had forcibly entered and ransacked several buildings in the downtown area, including Kadabra headquarters, city hall, the US district court, and the Federal Reserve Bank. Crowds estimated by the SFPD to be as large as 20,000 protesters were dispersed from Civic Center Plaza with tear gas, rubber bullets, and batons, leaving the city looking like an abandoned war zone as firefighters worked to put out smoldering automobiles and storefronts.


As if the toll in human life and property destruction weren’t enough, today’s events exacted a huge price in the financial markets as well. The major stock indices were all down between 30 and 45 percent as liquidity in the market seized up. Lenders withdrew lines of credit and many corporations with substantial debt on their balance sheets suddenly found themselves on the verge of bankruptcy. The shock has economists fearing a financial chain reaction akin to the 2008 Great Recession.


As the financial markets reel, the social media world is consumed with the mystery of Chloe Corbin’s abduction. The socialite and philanthropist was well known in the San Francisco society scene. In the wake of her kidnapping, which was broadcast live on Facebook by her abductors, Corbin’s millions of followers on Instagram and Twitter rallied to her cause. Within minutes, the hashtag #SaveChloe was the top-trending search, with users pleading for her safe return.


US law enforcement officials have said they will hold daily press briefings on the latest developments in this ongoing investigation.
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WAYNE







It’s been a hell of a long day. I’m not exactly an early riser, but when the text I’d been expecting came in at 6:00 a.m., I knew I couldn’t hit the snooze bar. The life of a defense attorney—you never know when duty will call.


I have to admit, Shane Stoller created something incredible. It’s hard to believe, honestly, when you meet the kid. I never could’ve pulled that off when I was his age. I was too busy drinking booze and chasing tail. But he’s in way over his head. The indictment is thicker than a stack of encyclopedias, and that’s not even including the new charges he’ll get hit with after today. My legal team and I spent the day going through as much of it as we could, asking Shane a ton of questions, preparing for the arraignment hearing that’s supposed to happen tomorrow. The prosecution’s already pushing to fast-track this trial. But they know as well as I do that the trial in the courtroom is about as relevant as the price of tea in China. I’m on my way to where the real trial will take place: the court of public opinion.


The steps to the Phillip Burton Federal Building are already crawling with media lackeys. We drive slowly past the damaged portion of this bureaucratic, gray monolith. For blocks, all the streets are still blocked off with yellow police tape and emergency vehicles. The posted officers check in with the SFPD escort we’ve been following, then wave through our unmarked black Lincoln Town Car.


Across the city are the telltale signs of today’s uprising. The mob has dispersed but they left their trail of wreckage everywhere, like a pack of dogs pissing on every fire hydrant—broken glass, discarded homemade signs, abandoned tactical gear, spray paint cans, spent tear gas canisters, and other garbage. More trash for the homeless overrunning this city to dig through. Now, with the scene cleared, the mainstream media has set up shop. Hundreds of microphones are jammed around an empty podium on the top step of the building’s main entrance. Spotlights and cameras are already fixed on the scene, ready to feed the beast of the twenty-four-hour news cycle. The liberal establishment, once again trying to explain what they can never seem to understand, never admit is there. The reality hiding right under their noses.


In the back seat, I turn from the press conference pregame show and look at Valerie, my most trusted legal sidekick. She’s got great posture, sitting up straight as an arrow in her usual crisp, gray skirt suit with one of those fancy designer work bags in her lap.


“Quite a welcoming committee,” she says, casting a skeptical gaze toward the crowd.


“Anything in my teeth?” I give an exaggerated smile for her inspection.


She takes a moment to appraise me. “Nothing in your teeth, but you look like shit, as usual,” she says and commences straightening my hair, dusting the shoulders of my jacket, and flicking crumbs from my mustache.


“Can’t help it; that’s the way God made me,” I say. “Besides, that’s why I have you—to distract everyone from me.”


Valerie stops making adjustments and rolls her eyes. “Do you want to look at your notes one more time?”


“No, I know what I want to say.” I push the paper back into her hand.


“Okay, then. Knock ’em dead,” she says.


I open the car door to a chorus of cameras clicking like cicadas in a swamp. Two SFPD officers lead me through the crowd to the podium. The red lights on the cameras switch on, the attention of the nation turns to me, and I begin.


“Thank you. I’ll just be making a brief statement about the events of today and the completely unjustified arrest of my client, Shane Thomas Stoller. What happened in San Francisco today was wrong. But what happened to my client today was unconscionable. Mr. Stoller emphatically disavows being the individual behind the Burner_911 account. But what is perhaps more important is that we simply cannot tolerate a society in which people are imprisoned for their speech, their ideas, their opinions, their thoughts. We cannot accept a society that does not afford every American equal justice under the law. A society in which judgments are rendered instantly, hastily, irrevocably, without sufficient evidence or due process. As the Reverend Martin Luther King said, ‘Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere.’ As an attorney, I have dedicated much of my practice to upholding the rights enshrined in our Constitution. That is why I am honored to be representing Shane Stoller, on a pro bono basis, in this case.”


I scan the crowd of reporters and know I have them eating out of the palm of my hand.


“The movement that Mr. Stoller is accused of leading under the anonymous online user profile of Burner_911 has catalyzed important conversation in our country. Although the violence perpetrated today by this so-called BurnOutz movement is unfortunate, it is indicative of a last resort for people pushed to the brink, who feel our country has headed in the wrong direction for too long. Though Mr. Stoller firmly denies that he is Burner_911, he is sympathetic to that cause, and that is his right. It does not make him a criminal. It does not make him a killer. It does not make him a terrorist. He, like every American, is entitled to say, think, and follow what he believes.”


They hate me—every single one of them—but they have no choice. They’ll eat it all and ask for seconds. And I love it.


“I met with Shane for the first time today, and he is well. Furthermore, he is innocent, he is optimistic, and he appreciates the outpouring of support he’s received. Together, we are beginning preparation for his legal defense immediately. The US Attorney’s Office is pushing this trial forward on a recklessly aggressive timeline. Their desperate tactics are an afront to due process. But my outstanding legal team is up to the task. We will review the evidence expeditiously. We will prepare Mr. Stoller’s defense diligently. We will be ready to fight these spurious charges. And we will not rest until justice is served. I won’t be taking questions at this time. Thank you.”
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CHLOE







Gravel crunches under our tires, no longer on a paved road. The doors of the SUV open; Nick tells the others to pull me out. The hands that grab my arms are wearing latex gloves.


I can’t see where I’m going or put weight on my ankle, so one of them lifts me roughly by my elbow and armpit to support me. My other hand is forced to comply awkwardly with its conjoined partner. Outside, nothing good can happen. My thoughts race. Now is when they will beat me, grope me, shoot me in the back of the head with a bullet I can’t see coming—dump my body by the side of the road, in the woods, or in a shallow grave. Shane and my father will be told all these horrifying details, compelled to view police photos of the crime scene, required to identify my body.


“Please, don’t do this,” I hear myself saying. I lean away from them, resisting wherever they are taking me. My bare foot digs into the cold gravel for traction. “Please, please, please—you can’t do this. I’m not the person you think.”


But nobody responds. They’re moving quickly, coordinated. I hear the doors of another car unlock and a trunk swing open. Wind whips against me, piercing through my loose cotton sweats. Seagulls squawk and a ship’s horn wails in the distance. The pungent, fecal smell of decay assaults my nostrils. Are we in a marsh?


“Where are we? What’s happening?” I say. Still, no one speaks.


My legs scrape against a bumper as a hand pushes my head down and my feet leave the ground. They’re putting me in the trunk.


“No, no, no. I know—”


The whoosh of a flame igniting stops me, followed by a wave of heat like I’m in front of a bonfire. I instinctively recoil and fall backward into the metal interior. The trunk closes, the car starts, and we’re moving again.


I kick against the lid as I realize what happened. They switched cars, burned mine. The whole thing took only seconds. Avoiding the possibility of getting caught by a FasTrak traffic camera or a CHP all-points bulletin or an Amber Alert.


As I scream, hoping someone will hear, a new thought swells within me—one I’ve been trying to suppress since the mob showed up at my apartment building. The BurnOutz always have a plan. Deliberate, conspiratorial orchestration is their trademark. A swarm of intricately coordinated organisms, autonomous yet always in concert. Driven by their mission. What if I was the mission today? What if that entire riot was about abducting me?


I swallow back a surge of nausea as I consider the implications.


We drive continuously for . . . what? Another hour? Two? Each bump reverberates through my body. My compressed limbs stiffen as we steadily follow the curves of a highway, cars rushing past in the opposite direction. I hear muffled conversation. Smell cigarette smoke seeping through the seats. Someone in the back seat is complaining about something like a bored teenager.


Eventually, I see the red flash of a blinker through the head covering, illuminating the trunk as we slow down for a turn. The car bounces over what feels like a driveway, and we finally come to a stop.


The trunk creaks open and hands lift me out. As my feet find the ground again, my exposed toes scrape against pavement.


“Watch your step,” a quiet voice to my right instructs me as we climb steps that feel like a porch. Flakes of paint stick to my foot. A screen door bangs shut and hardwood floors creak under our weight as we enter what must be a house. Are there neighbors? Should I scream? Break free? Run? But I can barely stand on my own with this injured ankle. How could I outrun them? Where would I go? Blind and bound, it’s me who has no plan now.


They push me to sit. I squat backward, no free hand to brace myself, no way to know if anything is under me at all. I land in what feels like an old lounge chair, ridged corduroy fabric worn smooth with age under my elbows. The tufts of polyester stuffing escaping the armrests scratch my arms. The smell of stale beer expels from its cavities as the padding compresses beneath me. It sounds like it might be the only piece of furniture in the room. Nothing absorbs the echoes of their footsteps on the naked floorboards. The adhesive screech of a roll of duct tape encircling me, passed around by two of them, constricting my torso. The rumble of a wooden chair being dragged across the room and set in front of me.


“I never heard you so quiet. Normally you have all sortsa bullshit you just can’t wait to talk about. What’s the matter? Couple hours in a trunk finally shut you up?”


It’s Nick, sitting in a chair that groans under his weight. Is he still holding the gun? Is he pointing it at me? Will he press it against my forehead? Put it in my mouth?


I try to respond, but nothing comes out. I’m again overwhelmed with visions of how my life is about to end. My execution—filmed by Pete, posted to the internet.


“Do you know why you’re here, Princess?” Nick again.


“No.” The word falls out of me, dry and cracked, more a sob than a reply. My head twitches convulsively from side to side to supplement the inadequacy of that one word. “Please don’t kill me.”


“Kill you? What use would you be to us then?” Nick asks.


The others laugh.


I hear a refrigerator door open, beer bottles jostling against each other, the clink and hiss of their caps prying off. Their voices pause as they take swigs. I’ve completely lost my sense of time. Those last moments in my apartment feel like an eternity ago, but we can’t be more than one hundred miles from the city. The police, Shane, my father—they know now. The entire world must know now. Maybe not where I am yet, but they know I’m somewhere. They will find me, somehow. The police, the FBI, our security team, they will find me. This time, they will come.


“I can pay . . . if that’s what you want,” I say, a half thought, still nothing more than a whisper.


They all laugh again. I hear Nick take a swig of his beer, swallow, clear his throat. “A ransom? Now, that’s not a bad idea. Make some fucking improvements around here.” They all laugh again.


But then Nick’s tone abruptly shifts. “Why’s it always about money with you people?”


“I just . . . I don’t know what you want,” I say. The breath from my own words hot in my face. “But you can’t do this. People will come for me.”


“Oh, people will definitely come for you—that’s the whole point,” Nick says.


They all laugh again. I’m beginning to distinguish their voices—Pete’s high-pitched exuberance, Scooter’s confident chortle, Benny’s self-conscious titter.


“Your fame, your father, your followers—you’re what’s called an HVA, a high-value asset.”


“Such a soft target, too. Just one security guard?” Pete adds with mock incredulity. “It’s like you wanted to be captured.”


“Please . . .” I’m sobbing now, begging. “Don’t do this . . . you can’t do this.”


“Oh, Christ! Relax . . .” Nick again. “You still don’t get it, do you? Y’see, everything you do gets sooo much attention, so what you’re gonna do is help us.”


“Help you what?” My voice cracks, my hands are trembling.


“Don’t you know? The Feds arrested some guy named Shane Stoller this morning. They say he’s Burner_911. And you’re gonna help us get him out.”
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SHANE







Those fucking idiots! It was such a simple plan. Show up, protest, and let the targeted attacks do their thing. Nobody said riot. Nobody said invade buildings. Nobody said kill anybody. And MOST DEFINITELY NOBODY SAID KIDNAP CHLOE!


I mean . . . WHAT. THE. FUCK? What the actual FUCKING FUCK?


“So . . . where is she?” the special agent asks again.


“I told you, I don’t know anything about this,” I say. “My lawyer just told me.”


Wayne nods solemnly to corroborate my statement. We’re crammed into an interrogation room like in one of those CSI shows, huddled around an ancient, government-issued laptop as thick as a cinderblock. Special Agent Gance (“like dance but with a G” she explained), presses play on the video again while her partner, who hasn’t introduced himself, leans against the wall, studying my reaction.


“Who are the men in this surveillance footage?” Gance asks, pausing on a frame with the best view. The tip of her fingernail taps each of the faces frozen on the screen, then she zooms in till the image gets all pixelated.


“I have no idea,” I say. “I’ve never seen them before in my life. Why would you think I know them? I don’t have anything to do with any of this.”


Gance slams the laptop shut. “We’ve been monitoring you for a long time, Shane,” she says. “We know you had a relationship with Ms. Corbin. And we know you had a falling out. You were angry. You wanted revenge. You needed a bargaining chip. Why wouldn’t you orchestrate her abduction?”


“Because I’m not, like, a sociopath,” I say.


“The evidence seems to suggest otherwise.”


“Look, Agent Gance,” Wayne intervenes. “You’ve asked my client the same question a dozen times now. Unless you have more than a hunch, this interview is over.”


“Why did you do it?” she asks, undeterred, scrutinizing me.


I didn’t do it. My followers did it. Kidnapped my girlfriend at gun point. That’s going to be a hard one to explain. Why did they do that? Who even are these guys? That wasn’t their call to make. Believe in The Plan, sure . . . but THAT MOST DEFINITELY WAS NOT THE PLAN! Of course, if I stick to Wayne’s recommendation and plead innocent, I can’t say any of this to the Feds, so all I can say is nothing.


“Even if you didn’t directly order it, certainly you can . . . undo it,” she says, twisting her wrist like she’s turning back the dial on a clock.


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say. But the words burn my throat. I know exactly what she’s talking about: My superpower. My audience. This would all be so easy if I could just log in. If I were online, I could do something. Protect her. Cut off, I have no way to stop this. No way to save her. No idea if she’s dead or alive.


Gance continues in a calmer voice, “Look, we’re just trying to get Chloe home safely. If you didn’t do it, then you must want that too, right? To get her released? To see her again? All you have to do is log in to the Burner_911 account and tell your followers to let her go. You can use my laptop right here.”


Like it’s all so easy. But, when I think about the reality of typing those words, that’s when it hits me like a punch: Even if I were online, there’s nothing I could do. Burner_911 doesn’t call off the dogs—he whistles the dogs into a frenzy. Chloe is the enemy, the logical target, the bargaining chip. Of course they took her. How the hell did I not know this was going to happen! Maybe I did know this would happen. Will she ever forgive me?


“Nice try,” Wayne interjects, holding up his hand toward me like a traffic cop. “That’s enough. We’re done.”


Gance drills her eyes into me as she collects her items. “Just because you’re in custody for other crimes doesn’t mean we can’t add to the charges against you, Mr. Stoller. It’s too late to save yourself, but maybe you can save her.” She signals the guard to open the door.


After they’re gone, Wayne shakes his head. “How the hell did you get mixed up with Chloe Corbin?”


I don’t think he expects an answer because he says it all snide, without looking at me—not really a question but a statement, like a disappointed father. No stranger to being a disappointment, I ignore the judgment.


“I don’t give a shit what you think, I need to reach her,” I say to Wayne under my breath, aware there may still be someone listening on the other side of the glass. “I need to tell her I wasn’t behind this. Explain this is all just a big mistake—that I never meant for this to happen.”


Wayne plays along without looking up, like he’s still writing in his notepad. “I’ll see what I can do.”
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CHLOE







“What’s your passcode?” Nick asks after telling the others, once again, to shut up.


Is he talking to me? Still suffocating under this hood, it’s hard to distinguish their voices when they all talk at the same time. Grown men bickering like boys on a playground, each adamant in their theory about who Shane is and what they should do. Meanwhile, I’m still just trying to process the information that Shane has been arrested. What will happen to him? Life in prison? Death sentence? Will I ever see him again?


Their argument escalates into a whirlwind of conflicting conspiracy theories: There’s no proof he’s Burner_911. Why did we even take her, then? He’s infiltrating the deep state from the inside. Why would he reveal his identity? This is another sign of the awakening. The real Burner_911 would never be caught. You call yourself a believer? A table shudders across the floor, violently pushed aside; a bottle shatters.


“Guys! It doesn’t fucking matter right now!” Nick asserts his control again, silencing the disagreement. “Either way, we need to do this. We can’t have them taking one of our own. So . . . give me your goddamn passcode!”


His finger stabs me in the shoulder. I jolt reflexively.


Then I understand—my phone. They have it. Of course they have it. I remember it falling out of my pocket when they took me. Feeling like a lifeline was slipping away with it. Now, maybe, it’s back. I hesitate.


“Don’t make me ask you again,” Nick says slowly, his voice inches from my face, the black hood pushed against my skin by his breath.


I mutter my passcode. Knowing now what he will do with it. Maybe this was the plan all along—a mob abduction, designed to look like a spontaneous act, was actually cover for a trained extraction team, waiting to launch into action. The impulse of an integrated organism defending itself, exploiting me as the natural escalation of their scheme. Ignorant about my relationship with Shane, they have no idea just how valuable an “asset” I am. What an unfortunate and unforgivable mistake they’ve made. Shane will scorch these guys.


If he ever gets out of jail.


“Nice!” Scooter says, confirming they have access.


They exchange self-congratulatory remarks, their camaraderie and indignation restored.


“Smile for the camera!” Pete whips the hood off my head, yanking strands of my hair with it. My eyes can’t adjust fast enough, leaving me blinking blindly into the light as I hear the digital click and flash of the camera.


Just as fast, the hood is back on my head. In that moment, a terrifying alternative explanation of events presents itself. Did Shane know about this? Did he order it? Am I his bargaining chip? His break-glass-in-case-of-emergency last resort?


“To . . . my followers . . . and those who care . . . about me,” Nick says aloud.


A reckless anger wells inside of me as I listen to his thumbs tap on the screen.


“I am safe . . . but I will not . . . be freed . . . until Shane Stoller . . . is released from federal custody . . . You have . . . seventy-two hours . . . to comply. Share!”
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COURT TRANSCRIPT







UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT FOR THE NORTHERN DISTRICT OF CALIFORNIA UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, Plaintiff vs. SHANE THOMAS STOLLER, Defendant Case No. M-21-98-H TRANSCRIPT OF ARRAIGNMENT HEARING




Conrad Dowling, United States Magistrate Judge, Presiding


Julie Gibson, United States Attorney’s Office, Federal Prosecutor


Wayne Young, Counsel for the Defendant




JUDGE DOWLING: Please be seated. Let me start by reminding both counsels to respect my explicit orders not to speak to the media in any way regarding these proceedings. Given the unusual attention this case has garnered, it is important that we contain our arguments to the four walls of this courtroom. To that end, and given the delicate nature of this case, I will be limiting members of the media and the public at large to attend these proceedings only by video feed. I do not want to bias our jury pool, particularly given how prone to manipulation public opinion on this matter seems to be. Before we proceed with a reading of the charges against the defendant, I would like both counsels to introduce themselves, beginning with the Counsel for the United States.


MS. GIBSON: Thank you, Your Honor. My name is Julie Gibson, and I am deputy attorney general for the Ninth Circuit Court of the United States.


JUDGE DOWLING: Good to see you, Ms. Gibson. And counsel for the defendant?


MR. YOUNG: Good morning, Your Honor. I am Wayne Young, and I am representing the defendant, Shane Thomas Stoller.


JUDGE DOWLING: Good morning, Mr. Young. I understand that you have taken Mr. Stoller’s case as a pro bono client?


MR. YOUNG: That is correct, Your Honor.


JUDGE DOWLING: Very noble of you, Mr. Young. Though I can’t help but suspect ulterior motives. Indeed, Mr. Young, your reputation precedes you, so I am compelled to remind you I will not have you disrupting my courtroom or this case.


MR. YOUNG: Yes, of course. I—


JUDGE DOWLING: Nor will I tolerate attempts to influence this case through communication with the news media or on social media.


MR. YOUNG: Yes, Your Honor.


JUDGE DOWLING: Now, do either of you have any administrative matters to bring to the court’s attention?


MR. YOUNG: Yes, Your Honor, my client was brought before the court today in handcuffs and an orange jumpsuit—visual cues that could bias the jury and make it difficult for him to receive a fair trial. If it pleases the court, I respectfully request he be permitted to appear for the proceedings without handcuffs and in clothing of his choosing.


JUDGE DOWLING: Very well. Your request is accepted. Bailiff, please allow Mr. Stoller to change immediately prior to his entry into the Court.


MR. YOUNG: Thank you, Your Honor.


JUDGE DOWLING: Now, with that taken care of—Ms. Gibson, it is my understanding that the prosecution will be bringing two cases against the defendant before the court.


MS. GIBSON: That is correct, Your Honor. The first is the indictment resulting from a yearlong investigation led by the Federal Bureau of Investigation into Mr. Stoller and his connections to the Burner_911 account and BurnOutz movement. The second case pertains to his orchestration of the events that occurred on October 12th, which we believe meets the statutory definition of domestic terrorism, as these criminal acts were dangerous to human life, intended to intimidate or coerce a civilian population, and an attempt to influence government policy through intimidation, coercion, and mass destruction.


JUDGE DOWLING: Thank you, Counsel. We will now proceed with a reading of the charges against Mr. Stoller in the federal indictment before the court. Will the defendant please rise. Shane Thomas Stoller, you are hereby charged in the US District Court for the Northern District of California with five counts of extortion, three counts of racketeering, two counts of money laundering, three counts of federal tax evasion, eight counts of securities fraud, one count of conspiracy in the destruction of federal governmental buildings, and one count of conspiracy in the murder of FBI Special Agent John Stanley. Mr. Stoller, do you attest that you have been afforded the chance to discuss these charges with your legal counsel, Mr. Young, and that Mr. Young is representing you in these proceedings?
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