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Chapter 1

“In the Year 2050” book 1 ended with President Mohmand being castrated and dying slowly on the cross. President Jackson had ordered his cross surrounded by members of the Army’s elite Delta Squad. Their orders were not to allow anyone to approach the moaning and crying ex-President. Video cameras recorded and broadcast every moment of the ex-President’s suffering. The members of the Delta squad placed large posters of the pain and suffering Mohmand had caused in America, including the lines of young girls being mutilated, images of churches and temples being torched. Mohmand hung on the cross moaning and crying on the cross. He prayed to Allah to take him off the cross and take revenge on the infidels who’d placed him there.

The sky above Washington D.C. suddenly darkened while thunder claps roared and shook windows. Lightning flashed on the horizon creating images like old flash photography. Muslims watching in 3D around the world thought Allah was responding to Mohmand’s prayers. Billions of Muslims fell to their knees; they covered their eyes while reciting phrases from the Quran. They faced to the east, towards Mecca, once they completed their prayers, they turned and faced towards Washington D.C.

@@@@@

The majority of the world’s Muslims were shocked from the previous few days activities, Saudi Arabia launched an attack on Israel which responded by destroying the Dome of the Rock, one of Islam’s holiest locations. The site where Mohammad descended to heaven. The world sat mesmerized at the smoking ruin that had been the golden dome. Thousands of Muslim bodies surrounded the ruins.

Before the billions of Muslims could recover from the destruction of the Dome of the Rock, Al Jazeera interrupted their reports to show the horrible nuclear mushroom clouds from the Israeli strikes on the Saudi leadership bunkers. The Israeli missiles were designed to burrow into the ground before exploding so as to ensure they would destroy the bunkers. The missiles contained a dual warhead; the first broke open the ground allowing the second warhead to drop into the hole and explode deep enough to crack open the buried bunkers.

The ground/under ground nuclear explosions threw thousands of tons of radioactive fallout into the atmosphere. The winds carried the fallout across Saudi Arabia, giving the oil workers under the deadly cloud fatal doses of radiation poisoning. The winds also carried the fallout into Iran which responded by launching attacks on Israel.

Four hundred missiles were launched from Iran towards Israel which was already on full alert. Israel responded by launching both defensive and offensive rockets. Of the four hundred missiles launched at Israel, only nineteen managed to make it past their antimissiles and their defensive laser stations. The lasers fused the attacking missiles’ circuits causing the missiles to become erratic and fall out of the sky. Many fell on Jordan and Iraq. Some of the destroyed missiles had flown far enough from their launch sites to arm their warheads which exploded when they struck the ground.

Millions died in Jordan and Iraq on top of the causalities in Saudi Arabia and Iran from the nuclear explosions. Dark nuclear mushroom clouds filled the Middle East. Israel watched in amazement as both Jordan and Iraq launched fighters to attack Iran whom they blamed for the attacks. The skies over Iraq and Iran were filled with the contrails of planes and missiles. The pilots knew they might be flying through deadly clouds, but they didn’t care, they wanted revenge.

Puffs of smoke designated dying fighters from both sides. The Israeli Prime Minister laughed as he told his commanding general of the IDF, “Let them kill each other, they’ll be less of them to attack us. They’ve left a radioactive path they won’t be able to cross in their own path of attack.

“Sir, do you want us to use their confusion to finish Iran? This would be a perfect time. Iran and the other countries are occupied fighting with each other, if we fly nap of the earth, with the planes equipped to fight in a nuclear environment we’ll be able to slip into Iran under their aerial battles. They won’t see us or know we’re even there. We’ll be able to finish what our missile strikes left.”

The Prime Minister spent a few minutes studying the live action on their wall-sized monitors. “Yes, do it. Don’t lose our planes; we won’t be able to replace them. America is in the middle of a civil war, and they can’t share any planes, parts or weapons with us. We’re really on our own in this war.”

“I plan to use the modified F35s escorted with our new AI jamming drones. Most, if not all, of Iran’s early warning systems should have been knocked out by the EMP, but we can’t take a chance the Russians didn’t teach them how to harden their systems. Since we’ve never used the AI systems before they should take the Iranians by surprise.”

“Make sure you keep a CAP flying over our cities in case they managed to sneak some of their planes into our airspace. How’s our fourth generation Iron Dome system holding up?”

“We’ve achieved an unbelievable success rate, over 95%.”

“Keep everything we have ready to fight, and our lasers ready for anything. I believe the Arabs will attack us as soon as they recover from their shock. The Arabs are going to blame us for all of their problems. They’re going to blame us for the missiles falling on their heads. Even though we didn’t launch them, we’re going to catch the blame. The good news for us is their tanks are going to have to cross the fallout zones, which may reduce the numbers of people that attack us. All we can do now is prepare for the coming invasion. They’re going to attack America and us as quickly as they can.”

“Sir, we’re ready…”

“I pray we are, but, there’s very little you can prepare with our numbers to defend against the millions they are going to throw at us.”

The General studied the maps. He slowly turned to face the Prime Minister. “Sir, my grandfather led the attacks across the Nile into Egypt, and my family fought in every war Israel has fought. I won’t let us down. Sir, I believe it’s time to arm Jericho.”

“I agree. Please bring me the arming tablet and may God have mercy on our souls. If he still believes we’re his chosen people, this is the time we need him more than ever before. We’re facing the end of Israel if Jericho fails.”

“Sir, I have faith Hashem won’t let us down.”

“He did during the Holocaust. He allowed six million of us to perish.”

“No, he didn’t. He had his reasons, and now we’re going to use his wrath to win the final battle and bring forth the end of days. It was written a long time ago that the final battle would take place here. If this isn’t it, I don’t know what would qualify.

”

@@@@@

Mohmand suffered on the cross more then he thought humanly possible. Every moment seemed to drag on for hours. His groin hurt where his genitals had been removed, his shoulders ached, and each breath hurt more than the last. He fought for air, and he struggled to breathe. Hanging on the cross put enormous pressure on his chest making it very hard to breathe. He struggled to live as his life was being drained from him.

When Mohmand’s life finally slipped away the last words that he managed to speak before he died were “Allahu Akbar…” The Muslims that watched his suffering and death cried and shook when they heard his last words. Over two billion took to the streets to protest his death. They tore at their clothing, they screamed from their own pain. Imams around the world urged their followers to strike at the two Satans. Many of the mosques in America had hidden caches of weapons which were distributed to everyone who wanted them; more men wanted weapons then the mosques had which surprised the Imams. Many of the guns had been smuggled in from Iran. They were fully automatic AK 67s which fired a new caseless round that took up less space in the magazine. Each rifle’s magazine held 80 rounds of exploding bullets.

The rifles were handed out with maps of where the local militia, police and military bases were located. Millions of Muslims screamed in revenge as they exited the mosques. They fired into the air to scatter people standing in their way and to celebrate the beginning of their new beginning. They planned to turn the streets of America red with the blood of the infidels.

@@@@@

After a very painful death, ex-President Mohmand was removed from the cross and sewn inside a pigskin, covered in pig’s blood and buried in an unmarked grave that only a handful of people knew its location. Muslims around the world covered their tearing eyes as they screamed for vengeance. The police and military patrols that guarded the streets were attacked. Thousands of Muslims expressed their sorrow when they became suicide bombers. They exploded themselves and killed thousands of innocent people, all in the name of peace and Allah.

The 45 million Muslims in America declared war against the infidels who they viewed as killing Allah’s Twelfth Imam. They screamed Allahu Akbar as they attacked every infidel in their path. The Police, National Guard, and the military responded by firing into the attacking Muslims. America erupted in a religious civil war. America wasn’t alone in dealing with violent Muslims. Muslims around the world struck and killed infidels. They prayed to Allah to show them the best avenues to become Allah’s hands for revenge. They prayed to Allah to bring fire and brimstone down on the infidels. Muslims all over the world declared jihad against America and Israel. Recruiting stations were overrun with young and old wanting to fight for Allah.

@@@@@

After overseeing the crucifixion of President Mohmand, Acting President Jackson was escorted to the Pentagon where he was quickly led to the underground War Room. The War Room was a secure bunker designed to survive and fight a nuclear war. Jackson was surprised to see most of his staff already in the War Room. They stood and applauded his entrance.

Acting President Jackson smiled, “I didn’t know if I was being led to my own execution or a trial for murder. I know I broke many laws. I am willing to submit myself for arrest, and I’m ready to face trial for my crimes.”

Vice Admiral Frank Wright who was the Acting President’s military Chief of Staff smiled,

“Mr. President…”

“Admiral, I’m not the President. I’ve had my two terms.”

A voice from a shadow next to a coffee machine asked, “Mr. Jackson, why shouldn’t you be taken into custody and tried for murdering the legally elected President? Why shouldn’t your name be recorded next to Lee Harvey Oswald and John Wilkes Booth? You admit you led a coup and killed the President, isn’t that correct?”

Jackson’s face became deep red, and his anger rose to an explosive level, “Who are you to accuse me? I acted to save the nation. I didn’t act for personal profit. I knew I might have to pay for my crime. If you’re so brave, why don’t you come out of the shadows and show us your face?”

The voice laughed, “You might have to pay for your crimes? Mr. Jackson, you’ve single handily torn the country apart. You have ignited the fuse on a second civil war, one that is already bloodier than the first. You have committed crimes against humanity. Look at the number of dead in the Middle East. The blood of those dead are on your hands. You are one of the largest mass murderers in history.”

The voice walked out of the shadow holding a cup of steaming coffee. Jackson was surprised to see the new acting Chief Justice of the Supreme Court walking towards him with his right hand outstretched and a smile on his face.

“President Jackson, the nation owes you a debt we can’t repay. The truth is, you did commit first-degree murder, but you also most likely saved the United States of America and millions of our citizens. I’ve spoken to the other Justices and the Speaker of the House, and we’ve reached an agreement to give you an executive pardon. We don’t think such a thing will hold up in court, but Congress is already at work figuring out how to pardon you.

“You’ve also thrown the government of the country into a conundrum. The President is gone, the Vice President and most of Mohmand’s staff and many members of Congress fled the country when you grabbed President Mohmand. Most of his cabinet ran when you announced you were going to crucify him. The Speaker has taken himself out of the line of succession. He’s recommended you take over the office of President until the next election. The previous Chief Justice quickly resigned and left the country when it became clear you were going to defeat Mohmand, without a Chief Justice, I was voted into the position from the remaining Justices, that is until a new President assumes office. The other Justices and I have reviewed the Constitution, and while Presidents are forbidden from serving more than two terms, President Mohmand was elected after your second term, hence you serving again, a new term isn’t a violation of the Constitution.”

President Jackson stood still digesting the words of the Chief Justice. “Mr. Chief Justice…”

President Jackson began to speak; he was cut off by the Chief Justice, “Mr. President, please let me continue…”

President Jackson interrupted the Justice, “Mr. Chief Justice, I, we took the action I did in order to save our beloved country. It’s time for someone else to hold the office. I don’t think the country is going to be happy following someone who led America’s first coup. The country is still bleeding, and there are still battles being waged. I think my assuming the office would further damage the country and lead to more bloodshed which is the last thing we need. We need to heal.”

The War Room was deadly silent as the Chief Justice took a seat across from where President Jackson was standing, “Mr. President, we seem to have a little problem. Without the Vice President, the cabinet, and with the Speaker’s withdrawal we’re a little short on instant successors to President Mohmand. President Jackson, the leaders of Congress and I met to discuss the problem. We’ve come up with a solution we believe will work, and it’s contained in this document.”

President Jackson held the folded document. He didn’t want to open it, so he asked, “Chief Justice, what does it say?”

Smiling, the Chief Justice said, “Sir, I think you should open it, it’s addressed to you. I wouldn’t want to break the law by opening your mail.”

Every face in the War Room smiled looking towards the previous President.

“Since I don’t seem to have a choice, give me a minute, I have to find my reading glasses. At my advanced age, I discovered I need them to read the small print.”

The officers laughed since President Jackson was younger than most of them.

President Jackson reached into his pocket; he withdrew a pair of glasses. Once they were on, he ripped open the sealed envelope. His face changed color when he read the letter.

“Did all of you read this? Do you know what it says? Was I the only one who didn’t know? How long have you been planning this?”

The Chief Justice smiled, “Of course I know what it says, I helped write it.”

“So, I’m the last one to know? I missed all the signals. I think I now understand why the military so willingly followed me. I was worried about their future, and they were following my legal orders.”

“Yes, I’m sorry to say, you were the last to know. When your coup looked like it would succeed, many of the Muslim members of Congress fled, the remaining members, most non-Muslim in the House voted to impeach President Muhammad, and the Senate voted to remove him from office, another first for our country. They then voted to appoint you as the President.”

“They can’t do that. There’s a very well defined process for the succession of the President.”

The Chief Justice smiled, “Everyone who remained on the succession list refused the position. Each asked that the Congress vote to offer you the position. As you said this has been a very unusual time in our history, such unusual times require unusual decisions and even more unusual actions. We’ve never had a coup before, we’ve never had so many members of the executive branch either resign or just disappear. Frankly sir, you’re all we have unless you’d like one of the generals assume the Presidency.”

“No, that can’t work. The public would never stand for a military officer taking over the country. They’d never believe the military would return the government to the people.” Said, President Jackson.

The Chief Justice continued, “We discussed this matter. The military believes the various militias who helped you would quickly turn against the government and the military. We’d go from a small civil war to one that will make our first look like a group of children playing. The blood from such a war would flow knee deep in our streets. Sir, please accept our decision and take the position. We, the country, needs you. You wouldn’t be serving a full term. We’d like you to complete President Mohmand’s term and lead the country through a general election.”

“Is this really legal? I don’t want to repair the country by breaking the Constitution.”

“I knew that would be your first response. Hence the Speaker has brought a motion to the floor and passed a waiver of the Twenty-second Amendment. The Court agreed to quickly review the waiver, and we held that it was constitutional. Of course, the states have to approve the Amendment, but we’re pretty sure they will. Sir, as such, you’re not breaking the Constitution, you’re abiding by it. We believe you’re the only person who can mend the country and we’d very much like you to agree to take the position until new elections can be held. If you review the waiver, you’ll note that you’ll be agreeing not to run in the election. Hence you won’t be running or holding a third term. Mr. President don’t forget your history, Grover Cleveland served two terms, but they were before the twenty-second Amendment. We know after the Cabinet, the line of succession runs through Congress, we have a majority, a slim one, but a majority what supports you assuming the office.

“Mr. Acting Chief Justice, on those conditions I’ll accept the position under the condition that as soon as the country is stabilized, we’ll hold new elections. I pray the people learned their lesson about the repercussions of voting for someone based on soundbites.”

The War Room broke out in cheering and applauding. The officers then, as one, snapped to attention and saluted their new Commander in Chief.

President Jackson returned their salutes saying, “Let’s all take our seats, and can someone please give me a briefing on what’s going on, here and around the world. I need to know our capabilities, and the full extent of the damage Mohmand did to the country and what’s happening in the Middle East.”

A young woman stepped forward, “Mr. President…”

“Captain…”

“I have a briefing prepared for you. Would you like to sit at the head of the table?”

“Thank you, Captain?”

“Captain Rogers, sir.”

“Thank you, Captain Rogers, I’m all ears. Let’s hear how badly we’ve been hurt.”

“Sir, one of our most immediate issues is the war in the Middle East. The UN just voted not only to condemn Israel but to send a UN army, led by Russia to patrol Israel’s borders and to disarm Israel of all of her weapons of mass destruction. Her Prime Minister has been calling asking for our assistance to veto the resolution.”

“What’s the problem, just veto it?”

“Sir, our UN ambassador, was appointed by President Mohmand, he is a radical Muslim who assisted Russia in drafting the resolution. He is not responding to our calls.”

“Our UN ambassador has gone rogue?”

“Yes, sir. In a nutshell, that’s the most urgent issue we’re facing. Of course, there’s the civil war, lack of medical facilities, lack of food, and a general mistrust in the military and government. Some states have voted to secede…”

“I get it. Let’s deal with the UN first, send a squad, platoon, send the entire army or marines to take our ambassador into custody. Captain Rogers, you seem to be a very bright young lady, I hereby appoint you as our new UN Ambassador, you know what to do.”

“Sir?”

“Captain, you have your orders.”

Chapter 2

Four hundred feet under the Parliament Building in Berlin, Sheikh Afzal, a thin, dapperly dressed European looking man in his early fifties, nervously listened to his advisors update him.

“Your Majesty, the Jews destroyed the city of Riyadh, our drone overflights showed nothing but a deep hole where the royal city once stood. The sand has been fused into glass! The air over the dead city is filled with deadly debris. May I show you images from our reconnaissance flights?” 

“Yes, I want confirmation his Royal Highness is truly in Paradise with Allah.”

Various images of the remains of Riyadh are displayed in 3D around the room, “Your Majesty, as you can see the hole where the palace once stood is at least five hundred feet deep. The cursed Jews must have used a nuclear ground penetrator. The explosion created tons of deadly fallout that was carried by the wind. Millions of our people are sick and dying. The Jews said they are ready to rain nuclear death across the Caliphate unless we stand down along their border. The Russians and the UN are talking about sending a UN force to patrol Israel’s borders. They haven’t decided how to handle the radiation. They’re still demanding Israel surrender all of her weapons of mass destruction.”

Afzal studied the images for a long silent three minutes, “I wasn’t aware the Jews had such weapons. When did they develop them? Do we know how many they have? Do they know about our location? Could their weapons reach us here? Are we at risk here?”

“Your Majesty, we don’t know if they know of this location. It is challenging to get information from inside the Little Satan. Their cursed Mossad seems to capture our agents as soon as they begin gathering information. None of our agents have ever been heard from again. Our best estimate is the Jews have hundreds of nuclear weapons, bombs, ballistic missiles, and even cruise missiles mounted on their submarines, planes, and even small missile-armed armored vehicles. Their long-range weapons are capable of striking Europe, including Berlin, and their submarines can strike Asia. Since the Great Satan supports the Jews, the two of them have the ability to destroy all of the faithful.”

Afzal studied the electronic images of the Caliphate which were displayed on the wall monitor. His finger traced the green marked territory of the faithful.

“They can destroy our entire empire?”

“Yes, my lord. The Great Satan alone possesses thousands of nuclear weapons, plus there are their new space-based weapons which can rain death from the heavens on us. Our lasers and anti-missiles may stop some of their older missiles; we have nothing capable of stopping their orbital weapons. They move too quickly.”

“What type of warheads do their space-based weapons use? I thought the UN forbid placing weapons in space. Will the UN back our request to have Satan remove their weapons? Will the two Satans listen to anything the spineless UN says?”

“My lord, their space-based weapons don’t have any warheads…”

“Then why are you concerned? Why are you trying to scare me? Obviously, they never completed their weapon’s designs. They placed stations in orbit to scare us when there’s nothing to be worried about. Why do you bother me with such tales? Do you think I am child you can give nightmares too?”

“Your Highness, their weapons don’t have warheads because they don’t need them. They drop solid depleted uranium rods, called the ‘Fingers of God,’ which move at thousands of Kph. They are very accurate. They could destroy this bunker from space, and the first notice we’d have that we’re under attack is when we’re destroyed. The kinetic energy of these darts is enormous.”

The Sheikh got up to pace around the conference room. He stopped to stare at the map again. He paused and looked up at the ceiling of the room.

“We should assume both Satans know the location of this and our other bunkers. We should make plans to move before they strike us. If the American’s space weapon is as you explained it, we need to move to a deep cave, one they don’t know about.”

The Sheikh’s Chief of Intelligence, Anwar Arafat stood, bowed to the new leader of the Caliphate. “Your Majesty, we don’t believe the Americans know of this bunker. It wasn’t in the information President Mohmand passed to us. Of course, there’s the chance the Americans managed to hide some information from him. This bunker was built after Germany failed as an independent country and we took it over. It was created by tunneling under the Parliament building from two subway stations. I don’t think the American CIA knows where we are. My staff believes we’re safe here.”

“What about the Mossad? They’re like magicians. They always seem to know what we’re doing. I worry more about the damned Mossad than the CIA. If the Mossad knew of the bunker, would they have shared it with the CIA?”

“My Lord, we believe the Mossad stopped sharing information with the CIA after the election of President Mohmand. They didn’t trust that their information wouldn’t be funneled back to the Caliphate. The Jews never trusted him.”

“So you believe neither agency, the CIA or the Mossad know where we are?”

“My Lord, my staff believes we are safe here. I have asked them to scan all of the data President Mohmand was able to send us, there wasn’t any information in the data about this location. We were surprised to see they did know about many of our other bunkers, those we have either closed or sent low-level people to work in, so the CIA and Mossad believe we’re still using them.”

“Arafat, from this moment on, it will be on your head, you and your family will pay the price if the Mossad or the CIA attack us.”

​Perspiration broke out across Arafat’s forehead, he felt his stomach knot and his bowels tighten, He thought about his family being tortured if he failed. He responded with the only answer available to him, “My lord, I understand.”

“Excellent, you may resume your briefing. I want to understand what happened in America. We spent over five billion dollars to get Mohmand elected, why was he overthrown so quickly and why did the Americans fight us? I thought buying their media would enable us to change the way the Americans looked at religion. I thought their media’s support of Islam would be enough to enable us to convert the Great Satan into a member of the Caliphate. What went wrong? Please don’t tell me that President Jackson led a popular revolt. One man couldn’t have rallied a country as large as the Great Satan. One man couldn’t have woken four hundred million people. What in Allah’s name went wrong and can we repair the damage to salvage our investment once we get rid of Jackson?”

“My Lord, even years after the refugee settlement program that brought three hundred thousand of the true believers into the belly of the Great Satan, some of the Satan’s children didn’t trust Allah’s children. They fought every change to bring Allah’s word and law to the infidels. They didn’t understand we were trying to enable them to enter Paradise versus going to hell where they would spend eternity in hell’s molten lake of fire. Many of the Americans fought us at every step.

“We began electing members into their government in 2016. This process continued and grew with every one of their elections until we had a large enough block of votes that whoever the Speaker of the House was had to deal with our people. With their media behind us, we were able to change many of their laws and funnel hundreds of millions to our causes. Their media, after millions in payoffs, published the stories we gave them.

“We were right to have worried about President Jackson. We strongly recommended President Mohmand arrange an accident for his predecessor. We warned Mohmand that if he allowed President Jackson to live, he wasn’t going to stop fighting against the change to America. We warned Mohmand that Jackson would most likely become the focal point for the Satan’s right wing and those who clung to their belief in their false Gods and weapons. Mohmand told us he had the situation well in hand. The facts showed he didn’t, and he paid for his blindness to the truth. Had he listened to our advice, there wouldn’t be an angry America which is like a wounded animal. All she wants now is vengeance.”

Sheikh Afzal slowly nodded his head in agreement. He refilled his teacup before responding, “The fool Mohmand, who was selected due to the hundreds of focus groups paid for his mistakes. He’ll never be allowed into paradise. He’ll wander endlessly without ever seeing the light again. Allah will never show him his love, Allah won’t be merciful to him. Allah might even send Mohmand to hell for his sins. I hope he does; the fool belongs in hell with the infidels for allowing his ego to get the best of him.”

“Your Majesty, don’t you feel sorry for him? What Jackson did to him was unbelievable and to do it on international television in full 3D was too much. My children got sick and cried for days afterward.”  

The Sheikh sipped his thick sweet tea. He looked around the room at his staff, “The council warned the fool to go slow. We told him he was pushing the Americans too hard and too quickly. He thought since they elected him, he had carte-blanch to do anything he wanted. The council warned him to slow down and allow the Americans to swallow the changes in small bites. I was told a story as a young boy about how to cook a frog. I learned to place the frog in cool water and then slowly bring the water to a boil. The frog will sit in the warming water until it’s too late and he’s boiled. If you drop the frog into a pot of boiling water, it will quickly jump out. It’s the same with people. If you slowly change their lifestyles, they won’t even notice the changes until it’s too late for them to return to the way it was. We gave Mohmand a master plan and a timeline which spread the changes over two generations. Before he was elected, he agreed to follow the plan, but as soon he entered the Oval Office, the power of the office went to his head. He decided he could throw our plan away and he could speed up the change. Not even our control of their media was enough to save him or our plan. The fool paid the price for his errors. No, I don’t feel sorry for him.”

The Sheikh angrily stared at his friend, “My friend, if your children cried and got ill, you need to toughen them up. How are they going to handle fighting in the final battle? Are you raising boys, Allah’s soldiers, or little girls? Should they be issued uniforms or a hijab? I am very disappointed in you.”

Arafat’s face turned pale, his hands began to shake, “Your Majesty, I will ensure they are strong enough. I will ensure they are welcomed into Allah’s army where they will show you their courage and devotion to Allah.”

The Sheikh stared at his aide before he took another sip of his tea and then shook his head, “I think it’s time to enroll your sons in the special Madrasa for martyrs. The Imams will make sure they are toughened up. The Imams will ensure your sons are prepared to serve Allah and the holy Caliphate.”

Arafat swallowed understanding his sons were going to be tormented until they broke. They were going to be trained to become martyrs, suicide bombers. He also realized he had no choice. If he turned the Sheikh down, he knew he, his wife and most likely his sons would be crucified before the sunset. He’d have to watch his family being nailed to the crosses and begging in front of him. He would know that his tongue caused their deaths. He thought if he agreed, he might yet find a way to get them released before its too late.

“Your Majesty, I consider it an honor to have my sons selected to attend the special Madrasa. Allahu Akbar.”

“Allahu Akbar. Arafat, good! I know you have the best interests of the Caliphate at heart and will do everything required to ensure our goal of a single world united under Allah’s flag. I will make arrangements for your sons to be admitted at the start of the next semester. Now, let’s return to the review of the current conditions.”

Arafat bowed low to his lord, “Your Majesty, we have prepared a comprehensive summary of the world. If you have no objections, I’ll list them as an outline, please stop me at any point with any question you may have.”

“Excellent, please begin.”

“My Lord, first America, President Jackson has assumed the position of President. He said he won’t run for office and is planning on holding new elections in November. These new elections will also select a new Congress, a new President, and Vice President. We do not believe his words that he won’t run. We believe there will be a groundswell of support for Jackson, he will run and will be elected again. He will then push to re-arm America to battle us. He will attempt to, in his words, ‘free Europe for the third time.”

The Sheikh looked pained, “Is there a way we can influence their election? Maybe we won’t be able to get one of the faithful elected President, but perhaps we can guide their people to choose many of the faithful into their Congress who will be able to block whoever is chosen as their President. Once we own their Congress, we’ll be able to pass the laws which will guide their society towards Allah’s rule. It will take us longer, as was our original plan. I always said it would take us a couple of generations to shift the simple-minded Americans. They react through their media.”

The Sheikh paused to sip his tea. “Continue to fund their media and plant the stories we want broadcasted. Continue our investments in their tech industry. Mohmand’s fall from grace will be quickly forgotten by their people. Remember Americans are like children, they want instant gratification, and they have very short memories. In many ways, they are like little children.”

“My Lord, we will draw up a list of people who will guide us towards our final goal. It will take quite a bit of cash, much more than we previously invested due to Mohmand. We will have to increase our payoffs to their media to once again follow our instructions. The Americans don’t trust us. Since the time between now and the next election is very short, we will have to spread billions of dollars around.”

The Sheikh nodded, “Cash is not a concern. Just create the list and have it on my desk by the first call to prayer tomorrow morning. If their elections are going to be held in November, our time is indeed minimal. The quicker we begin, the better chance we have to succeed. Make Mohmand out to be a loose cannon. Spread the information that he wasn’t following the holy Quran. We can sow doubt in their minds that Mohmand was faithful or acting on his own. Their media will quickly support us, they always have. They consider us to be the persecuted ones.”

Laughing, he continued, “Their media is so easy to manipulate, it only takes money, and us whispering in their ears to get them to broadcast what we want. What’s even funnier is they don’t realize when America joins the Caliphate, none of them will survive. They are as the Russians said, useful idiots.”

His staff smiled, they were delighted their leader was so intelligent. He could turn a defeat into a victory. He always looked into the future and planned for the long term, the eventual day when the world was united under Allah’s green flag.

Arafat continued, “Sir, if I may continue, the average American citizen appears to be very pleased; Jackson resumed his previous office. He has the support of the majority of their police and military. Many of their people continue to fight the loyal Mutaween and the loyal followers of Allah wherever they’re found. Thousands of the faithful’s business have been torched…”

“Funnel money to them to cover their losses. What happened wasn’t their fault. They shouldn’t suffer for being faithful. Can we sneak better arms to them? Better weapons will give the faithful a better chance against the infidels.”

“Sir, many have requested we help them leave the country, they are fearful of their lives…”

“WHAT? I assumed the faithful had FAITH! No, they will not be removed from America. Allah needs them where they are. I didn’t realize that America by its very nature is so dangerous. It seems to corrupt everyone that comes in contact with it. We may have to change our plans to deal with their core problem. I require some time to review our options. Before we break up for the day, there is one item I don’t understand, that is why are we having so many problems with armed citizens in America? I thought Mohmand confiscated their weapons. We told him he had to disarm their citizens before he attempted to change anything. The more you report to me about his administration and failures, the more I question why we selected him. It's obvious his ego drove his decisions, I am very disappointed.”

The Sheikh looked at everyone in the bunker, “Everyone should learn from this mistake. We have to more fully vet the people we plan to place in leadership roles around the world. We have failed Allah! Mohmand’s failure is our failure. We let Allah down. He will hold each of us responsible for our failure.”

The conference room fell deadly silent, they knew the Sheikh was correct, they’d failed their Lord and only through increasing their devotion to Allah could they return to his favor. The staff knew they had to increase their efforts to conquer the world in Allah’s name.

The Sheikh shook his head in disgust, “So it appears the Americans love their guns so much that they risked being arrested in order to avoid Mohmand’s confiscation order. We must remember this. One of our first orders of business with their media is to push for the official overturn of their Second Amendment. Sometimes I wonder if their founders had been able to look into the future and see what would happen. The good thing for us is more than half of their people not only don’t own weapons, the very idea of owning one disgusts them. Yes, we will ensure the media continues pushing the story that many of their citizens were killed by lawless gun owners who killed innocent people. The Americans are children, when they see the bodies of innocents killed by gun owners, they will quickly forget their little civil war. Get our best writers on this right away.”

The Sheikh paused while pondering an idea he had just thought of, “Arafat, issue instructions to the loyal Mutaween troops. They should dress as normal Americans, and they should make their way across the open northern border. We’ll arrange to fly them to Europe or the Middle East from Canada which is too scared of the Caliphate to try to stop us. We will need them in the future. They are the most faithful. I won’t sacrifice their lives because they followed our orders.”

The Sheikh nodded, “Yes, my Lord.”

The Sheikh dismissed the meeting except for Arafat who he motioned to remain behind.

@@@@@

The Israeli Prime Minister looked at his Minister of Defense, “We assumed the UN would stick their nose into our business. When will they begin arriving and how are they coming? Do you really think they’ll place people potentially under the fallout?”

“Old friend, the UN is stupid. They are coming by ship. Their military commander said they since we refused them landing rights, the only way they could move the numbers of people they needed and the heavy equipment they had, was to use ships. The ships are slower but can carry thousands of troops at one time. They will dock in Syria and then move south. Coming from Syria, they will have to cross the Golan Heights where we’re dug in and ready for any attack.”

“I assume we moved our reserves into position so we can give them a warm welcome?”

Smiling an evil smile, the defense minister replied, “Yes, we’re ready. We have two submarines tracking their progress. We are ready.”

“You have permission to proceed. I want to see their smoke on the water.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll give the order right away.”

@@@@@

Israel had commissioned Howaldtswerke-Deutsche Werft in Germany to build a new series of submarines named the Dolphin class. These submarines were based on the German type 212 air-independent propulsion (AIP). They were enlarged from the original type 212 design. They carried six 21” and four 26” torpedo tubes. The four large tubes were used to launch mines and cruise missiles. The Israeli cruise missiles could be armed with 200 kiloton nuclear warheads and had a range of over 2,000 Km.

AIP submarines didn’t have to surface every few days to run their engines to charge their batteries. AIP boats were very difficult to locate because they were remarkably silent. In 2035, Israel had developed a unique coating for their small submarine fleet that completely kept all of their internal noise from escaping. The new coating mimicked a large fish when sonar waves struck the boat. Hence they were almost invisible to other submarines.

Even in 2050, communicating with submarines was difficult. Many countries used ultra-low frequency to send simple two or three letter codes to their submerged boats. The Israelis used a blue-green laser fired into the water from one of their satellites. The blue-green lasers were able to penetrate the oceans.

Ravi Gold the captain of the Drakon - דרקון- "Dragon" was on a war patrol in the Mediterranean Sea two hundred miles from the Israeli coast. Her communications officer picked up the internal communications handset. “Captain, comms, we have received a two-letter code from the laser. It's marked for your eyes only.”

“Comms, captain, I’m on my way. It seems whenever I try to grab a nap, someone knows it and decides it’s a good time to keep me awake.”

Captain Gold signed for the message, and he took it to his cabin where he used a key that hung from a chain around his neck to open a hidden safe. A safe only he and his executive officer knew about. The captain withdrew a codebook which he used to check the code letters. He picked up the communications handset. “Bridge, captain, send the XO to my cabin.”

Less than a minute later, there was a knock on the cabin’s door frame. “Jay, come on in.”

“Sir?”

“Look, our orders finally arrived. I don’t know how Mossad knew what the silly UN was going to do, but they were right, and we’re positioned right in their path. When can we be right here which I think is the right place to make our attack?”

Studying the charts, Jay smiled, “Sir, one hour at our best silent speed.”

“You have your orders.”

Smiling Jay nodded, “Yes, sir. This is going to be fun.”

“As long as we don’t get caught.”

“Sir, we’re silent.” Jay laughed, “We’re a damn whale.”

“Just make sure sonar plays the whale recordings, so we sound like we’re in mating season.”

Both men laughed.

The Dragon silently cruised to the location Captain marked. The weapons crew prepared their present for the two UN ships making their way to Syria. When the Dragon was in position Captain Gold smiled. “Weps, captain, are we ready?”

“Yes, sir. The weapons are armed and ready for launch.”

“You have permission to launch. The special weapons. We only have a few of them so don’t waste them. I don’t want to hear a sound from the launch. The key to this operation is not to give us away. No one can know we were here or attacked them.”

“Sir, no worries, we’re as silent as a hole in the water. In our recent refit, the torpedo doors were removed and a special swim through cover applied to the tubes. The special weapons will be pushed out of the tubes through the new covers, no one will hear the normal launch.”

@@@@@

Two Russian freighters carried a combined ten thousand troops and two hundred armored vehicles including two hundred of Russia’s newest tanks, the T150 a tank armed with a railgun and intelligent armor which sensed an attack and launched decoys to stop the attack before antitank weapons reached the tank. One ship carried the Russians, the second ship carried Caliphate soldiers who laughed and partied over the idea they were going to be the first to attack the Little Satan.

The Russians were in a good mood. They thought all they were going to do was sit around and play war games. None of them thought the Israelis would dare lift a weapon to the Russians. In addition, someone had smuggled hundreds of cases of vodka on the ship. The cases had been labeled as ammo, but a handful of officers knew the truth, and they instructed their men to open the cases. The change left the troops very short of ammo.

The two ships cruised towards Syria at a leisurely nine knots. Neither ship had sonar or any defensive weapons. Both flew the bright blue UN flag. Their captains knew no one, not even the crazy Americans would attack a UN-flagged ship.

The first ship rang with the drunken songs from the Russians when she ran into an old Russian mine that had drifted into the course of the two ships. Each mine carried an explosive charge of five hundred pounds of improved high explosives. The Israelis had purchased the mines and refit them with improved explosives. The mines were laid in front of the ships, they drifted under the surface. Due to the special coating, the Israelis had applied to the old mines they were invisible from the surface and to any sonar that may be pinging looking for any threats.

The mines had been sold to Syria and Egypt in the early 1970s. Israel captured and rebuilt them. Anyone taking them apart would trigger safety switches exploding the five hundred pounds of improved explosive. Anyone looking at them from the outside would assume they were old Soviet mines that had broken free or had drifted loose from where they’d been planted many years ago.

The first mine exploded under the first freighter, the improved explosive was enough to break the ship in half. The explosion caused the stored weapons to explode, sinking the first ship within three minutes. The second ship ran into two mines, she was ripped to shreds and also went down with all hands. There were no survivors of either sinking. The Dragon was silently sitting two thousand yards away listening and recording the sinking.

Chapter 3

When the freighters failed to check in, the Russians and Caliphate sent search planes to the area of their last check-in. Two hours later the search planes discovered a floating oil slick and a large debris field. A Russian submarine was sent to investigate what happened.

The Dragon had been ordered to sit on the bottom to wait and see who responded and collect sound signatures on all foreign warships. Four days after laying the mines, the captain had once again been woken. “Captain, sonar.”

“Sonar, captain, what have you got for me? It better be good because you interrupted the best dream I’ve had this entire cruise.”

“Sir, we’re picking up tonals of a Russian boat. She’s approaching at 12 knots and performing a standard search.”

“Can she hear us?”

“Sir, I can’t hear us.”

“Good, are the mines in place to great our unwanted guest?”

“Yup, unless she alters course, our Russian friend is going to run into at least one of them. If they use their active sonar, they’ll set off the mine. Even at a distance, the underwater explosion will hurt their sensors.”

“How about us?”

“We’re far enough away not to be harmed.”

“Good, let’s stay here and listen to the action. Maybe we’ll get lucky and collect a hat trick.”

“Sir?”

“Sorry, hockey slang. How long until our friend tangles with the mines?”

“Twenty minutes if they continue at their current speed.”

“I’ll be in control in five.”

The Dragon’s crew wore special sneakers which were silent. The inside, as well as the outside of the boat, were covered with sound absorbing material. Noise was the enemy of submarines. She sat on the bottom among a large outcrop of rocks which hid her from most searches.

The Russian submarine captain was in the control room checking all of their instruments. He’d just finished, for the fourth time, checking the secret maps of where Syria had laid mines to keep the Israeli’s away from their coast. The captain wondered, did a series of mines manage to break loose and drift into the path of the ships? Where they did come from? Were they ours? If they were, there’s going to be hell to pay. My job is to investigate and write a report that says Israel sank our ships. No one can know it might have been our own mines which sank the ships and killed our men. If the story ever came out, it would destroy our government and damage the UN.

The Russian sonar officer asked, “Sir should we use active sonar to check for mines?”

“No, no one knows we’re here. If the Americans are sniffing around, we don’t want them to follow us or listen to us. We’ll use passive if there are any additional mines in the area we should be able to hear the ocean currents flowing over the mine.”

Unknown to the Russians, the Israelis had coated the mines with a material which like the new skin on their submarines made them completely invisible. Captain Gold watched the electronic chart showing the Russian sub draw close to the mines. “Any moment now it should be fireworks time.”

The Russian submarine didn’t hear the mine it ran into the five hundred pounds of explosive tore the submarine apart. Even at their current distance, the Dragon was rocked by the explosion. The Dragon was rolled from side to side. Captain Gold asked. “Any other traffic in our area of operations (AOO)?”

“No, sir. All scopes are clear.”

“Okay, let’s go home. We have a short window before they send more search planes looking for what happened to their submarine. How many mines do we have left?”

“Three.”

“Okay, good maybe we’ll find a use for them in our back up AOO.”

Three days later off the coast of Italy, the Dragon sonar officer reported, “Sir, this place is like Jerusalem at rush hour. In the first ten minutes here, we’ve recorded five warships, four freighters, and six tankers.”

“What are they doing?”

“The warships appear to be small missile boats, they’re tearing up the water outside the harbor, they’re making so much noise I could play a band on the outside of the boat, and they wouldn’t hear it. The freighters are beginning to leave port, and the tankers are pulling up their anchors.”

“They’re our first targets. Without fuel, the Caliphate will have problems. Are our new fish ready?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Weps, start a track on both tankers. Make them whiskey one and two. If possible, I’d like to hit them when their small warships are passing their beams.”

“Yes, sir. We’re in range, suggest firing in two minutes.”

“You have permission to fire. Helm, right after firing, put us on the bottom and set total silent mode.”

“Yes, sir.”

Three minutes later, the dark evening was lit by the two exploding tankers which had been filled with aviation fuel. The Dragon’s weapon’s officer marked two additional targets on his tablet.

Sonar reported, “Sir, there is an LNG five miles from the entrance of the harbor. The small warships are on the way to escort her in.”

“Set the fish to run deep so they can swim under their warships, set them for slow, so no one hears them. Fire when ready. Then, in the confusion, we’re getting out of here.”

“Yes, sir.”

The giant LNG ship, which carried 10,000 square feet of LNG, exploded when the two Israeli torpedoes exploded under her keel. The explosion was equal to a small nuclear weapon. The blast destroyed the escorting warships. The blast wave also destroyed warehouses at the port and damaged ships anchored in the harbor.

In the confusion, the Dragon slipped away. She was halfway back to Israel when her sonar officer said, “Sir, we have picked up a new contact.”

“Huh? Where did it come from?”

“It just popped up next to us. I swear it wasn’t there and then it was.”

“Who is it?”

“It’s one of the new American Presidential class underwater battleships. Damn, that thing is quieter than we are. I wasn’t getting any readings from her until, poof there she was, and she sent a short-beamed message that said, “Good shooting.”

“Damn them, they must have followed us the whole time. Do you want to answer them?”

“Tell them, thank you. Safe journey.”

“Sir, the answer is shalom.”

Captain Gold smiled, “Damn, I wish we had their budget…”

His XO laughed, “Sir, their military budget is larger than our entire budget.”

“I know, but it’s nice to have a friend who was watching our six. I’d love to ask him how long he’s been following us, but I know he won’t answer. Let’s go home. Where’s our new friend?”

“Sir, he’s gone, just gone.”

“Yeah, I thought so. I read they had some earth-shaking new technology. I guess we just saw it or rather didn’t hear or see it. I’m happy I don’t have to fight one of them. If I remember right, they have eight tubes and carry over 50 fish plus 28 cruise missiles. They are real undersea battleships.”

@@@@@

The UN military council was confused. They didn’t want to send additional ships to Syria if more mines were floating off the coast. The Caliphate blamed Russia for the mines who blamed the Caliphate for not controlling the weapons they purchased from Russia. The argument went back and forth while the Israeli government smiled. The Prime Minister told his team, “We bought ourselves some time, let’s use it to our advantage. We knocked Saudi Arabia out of the fight. Saudi is now being ripped apart by a nasty civil war between the radical and not too racial members. Iran has also been rocked back on her heels. She seems afraid to make another move against us. They’re worried about the fallout cloud, as is Iraq.

“Syria, which only recently recovered from its civil war has sent us a private message that they don’t want to fight us. As long as we don’t cross the cease-fire line, they won’t either. That leaves Egypt. We’ve seen their massive build up along the Nile. I’m open to suggestions.”

Three hours later, the Caliphate Governor of Egypt received recordings of the nuclear mushroom clouds with a question, “Which of your cities would you like to be next? We have hundreds of weapons left. If you cross the Nile, we will begin destroying your cities and bases. When we’re finished there won’t be anything left of Egypt.”

The Governor secretly sent a message to Jerusalem, “We won’t cross the Nile if you don’t.”

The Israeli Prime Minister told his staff, “I don’t trust him. Keep an eye on his troops, if they cross the Nile destroy them and six of their cities. That leaves the troops of the old EU army the Caliphate now controls.”

The Israeli general in charge of the IDF added, “Sir, we also have to keep an eye on the Russians.”

“I know. I think they’ll be occupied with trying to figure out what happened to their missing ships and submarine. If they begin massing to move against us, let me know.”

@@@@@

Russian President Khrushchev was angry. “Damn it, I know it had to be the damn Americans or Jews who sank our ships and destroyed the Italian port. I want proof. I also want bombers ready to strike the damned Jews.”

The Russian Minister of Defense nodded while worrying that openly attacking the Jews would bring the Americans into the battle. Even after their civil war, the Americans were still strong and had technology ahead of the Russians. Most of the American military supported the new President, he’d been told that many of the American military members who left under Mohmand were returning in droves. Already much of the equipment Mohmand had taken out of service was being prepared to be returned to active service. The Russian Minister of Defense was the most concerned about the silent American Presidential class of submarines. Boats that seemed to just appear and disappear at will. None of his submarines could track one of the new American boats.

Chapter 4

There were over five hundred million very angry Muslims between India and Pakistan. They’d watched in the full gory 3D the torture of President Mohmand. The streets of India and Pakistan were quickly clogged with the millions of screaming men. Many fired AKs into the air.

While India and Pakistan weren’t officially part of the Caliphate, they generally gave the Caliphate their full support and allowed the Caliphate to recruit up to five hundred thousand people to join the Caliphate military. There were lines of people waiting to join the Caliphate military so they could get their revenge on America.

The Prime Minister of India was worried that India would be forced, by their sizeable Muslim population, into joining the Caliphate. The Prime Minister knew if India were to join the Caliphate, their people would be forced to join the army and then would be faced with destruction during the final war between the Caliphate and the West. The Prime Minister even went to the extent to call his counterpart in Pakistan to suggest a private meeting with the intent to discuss their options. The two Prime Ministers agreed they would meet in a secret location to discuss how to protect the sovereignty of their countries.   

The two Prime Ministers were surprised how many issues they agreed upon. They quickly reached an agreement to encourage their trouble makers to join the Caliphate’s military thus easily expelling the trouble makers from their countries. Both leaders laughed that they’d get rid of their worst trouble makers while also reducing the number of mouths they had to feed. The Pakistani Prime Minister asked his counterpart, “Do you believe the Caliphate can defeat the West? Since they absorbed the EU, the West lost a lot of their military strength. I think the Caliphate has an excellent chance to defeat the West.”

“My friend, America defeated the old Soviet Union without firing a shot. Even with their civil war, I’d never count them out of the fight. Their technology is still far ahead of anyone else’s. I, for one, would not want to have to fight them.”

“What about China and Russia? Do you think they’d join ranks with the Caliphate to defeat America and the rest of the West? They’d make a formable foe, and China has the numbers which could easily overwhelm the Americans.”

“Do you want to go to war against them?”

“No, thank you, I’ve seen what the American military is capable of. In Pakistan, we’re still buying second-hand Russian tanks and equipment. I don’t want to face their newest AI based equipment. We’ve seen what the Israelis can do, and the Americans are more advanced. No, I agree let’s send our worst trouble makers to fight while we see if we can settle most of the issues between us. As India has become more Muslim, you’ve begun to understand my issues. Did you ever think that thirty years ago India would be the country with the highest population of Muslims?”

Smiling and shaking his head the Indian Prime Minister replied, “No. To be honest, I never would have believed it if I’d been told. I believe we’ve made more progress in one day then we have in fifty years. Let’s continue this. Maybe while the world moves closer to a major war, we can separate ourselves from the madness. If the war becomes nuclear, we may find ourselves as the surviving powers. Wouldn’t that be something to consider.”

Both men nodded. They shook hands and left the meeting before most of their staffs even realized they were gone and not attending a secret military briefing. They agreed to use their hotline which had gone unused in many years to keep in touch with each other at least once a week.

Upon returning home, each Prime Minister discussed with their security staffs the need to make a list of their worst trouble makers and ensure they signed up to serve with the Caliphate’s military. If they didn’t sign up, they were being put on the troop ships anyway and shipped out of their country.

@@@@@

After being sworn in as President, Jackson moved back into the White House. First, he ordered the White House to be thoroughly cleaned, and everything that belonged to Mohmand sent to a combined CIA and FBI task force. President Jackson also asked the NSA to sweep the White House for any undiscovered surveillance equipment. Five hours later, the NSA reported that they had discovered hundreds of hidden microphones and cameras, including some in the President’s private bedroom. Some had wireless transmitters which sent the collected information to spy satellites which the NSA assumed beamed the data to either Iran or Berlin. President Jackson smiled, “Reconnect one and let’s see what happens. Will you be able to trace the signal?”

“We might be, we suggest you say something which will force them to take some unusual action.”

President Jackson smiled, “General, I’m glad you finally confirmed where the Caliphate’s command bunker is in Berlin, please target three of the new mousetrap missiles from space to destroy it. I plan to give a speech in one hour, can you time the bunker’s destruction to coincide with my speech?”

“Yes, sir. We’ll just need you to enter your codes in the release computer.”

“Bring it here and I will. I can’t wait to be done with these phony religious assholes. There, I’ve entered my code.”

“Sir, one hour from now, at 8PM EDT, the bunker will be destroyed.”

“Thank you.” President Jackson made a cutting motion with his hand across his neck. The NSA tech smiled and disconnected the sensor. The President said, now we wait and see if we’ve kicked over a hornet’s nest. Keep the real fingers of God stations over Berlin, I can’t wait to see what happens.”

“Yes, sir.”

@@@@@

Five minutes later, alarms in the Sheikh’s bunker screamed, two security people burst into Sheikh Afzal’s bedroom. He looked up from his bed, his wife covered herself with the blanket. “What’s going on? Why are you bursting into my bedroom in the middle of the night?”

“Sir, please hurry. We’ve picked up a signal from the American White House. President Jackson just gave the order to destroy our hidden bunker in Berlin. His words.”

“Shit, so they discovered this bunker. Did Jackson say how long we had before he destroyed us?”

“We have fifty-three minutes. We’ve also noticed one of their space weapon’s platforms has been positioned over central Berlin.”

“I’ll meet you in five minutes.” Sheikh Afzal leaned over to whisper to his wife, “Get dressed. Pack only what you can carry, we have only a couple of minutes before this bunker is destroyed.”

“I’m coming.”

Nine minutes later, Sheikh Afzal and his wife were pushed into a waiting helicopter and flown to the location of another command bunker. President Jackson smiled, “Got you asshole. Now it’s time to destroy your little bunker.”

President Jackson typed the commands into the targeting computer which released two long thin darts which flashed through the atmosphere. They left burning tails behind them. The people in Berlin and the surrounding areas pointed to the burning tails wondering what they were. A moment later they were knocked off their feet when the darts crashed into the ground. They buried deeply into the ground through the reinforced concrete destroying the bunker and everything around it. The resulting mushroom cloud created a panic in Berlin. The Caliphate news organizations reported America had stooped to using nuclear weapons against the faithful. Millions raced to get away from the destruction in central Berlin.

President Jackson sat in the Oval Office laughing. He looked at the Air Force officer carrying the ‘football.’ “I could watch this video all day and not get tired of it. I’d pay real money to hear what new curses Sheikh Afzal is using against me. I love it.”

“Sir, should we prepare in case they respond?”

“Colonel, they don’t have a space-based weapon, they can only respond with nuclear weapons which they know, if they do, we’ll destroy them. Speaking of which. I’m signing an executive order to reinstall the missiles Mohmand had removed. I’ll give the rest of my orders to the new SecDoD. I’m sure you’ll like them.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll be just outside if you need me.”

A few minutes later the new SecDoD laughed. He had copied the President’s orders and smiled after reading them for the third time. He typed the orders into the military’s encrypted network, one the Caliphate hadn’t been able to breach because the Joint Chiefs of Staff had kept the encryption secret away from Mohmand.

@@@@@

Sheikh Afzal’s helicopter shook when the shock wave from the American darts struck the thought to be secret bunker buried under the Parliament building. He saw the growing mushroom cloud while mentally cursing the Americans. I won’t allow them to insult us this way. Jackson thinks he is so smart. We will show him that Allah is more powerful than his god and only Allah is the true God. We will force him to kneel before Allah and beg for forgiveness just before I behead the cursed infidel.

The Sheikh and his staff quickly settled into their backup command bunker. The Sheikh looked at Arafat, “Are you sure this one is secret? I ask because you promised me the last one was unknown to the infidels and they just destroyed it. Had we not had a couple of minutes warning from our surveillance devices in the White House we would have been killed.”

“Your Highness, I believe President Jackson sent us a message. He played with us. He wanted us to know he had discovered the devices and he spoke about destroying our bunker so we would know we can’t be safe anywhere from him.”

“If that is true then we must determine a new location to build our command site, one that he doesn’t know about and can’t see our construction. I want a team searching for such a site. It can’t be any existing site, and it should be inside a mountain or some other place that can survive those darts from space he threw at us. Do we have any idea how many of those demon devices he controls? They weren’t detailed in the defense documents Mohmand sent us.”

“My Sheikh, we believe the American military played a game with Mohmand. They gave him some false information, and they also didn’t give him all of their latest weapons data. They must have been planning to overthrow him from the moment he was elected.”

“And you’re just discovering this NOW? Your failures may have cost us the conquest of America. Leave me now while I decide what I will do.”

Arafat lowered his head in shame and left the Sheikh’s side, afraid he was going to die for his failure. The Sheikh didn’t plan to exterminate his long-time aide, but he wanted to scare him into working harder.

The Sheikh thought I want to get even. I want to show him the power of Allah. I want Jackson to know, to know in his demon soul he can’t defeat us. I want to show the Satans they aren’t safe anywhere. I need to call my specialist on these issues.

A dark-skinned diminutive middle-aged man with a full graying beard and bright eyes was shown into the Sheikh’s private office.

“Emim it’s very good to see you again.”

“Highness, how may I be of service to Allah?”

“I need a plan to sow terror into the Satan’s hearts. I want to see them shake with fear and wet themselves not knowing where the next attack will come from. Is this possible?”

Emim leered at his Sheikh, “Oh yes, my highness. Such a plan is not difficult. The faithful are happy to become martyrs who will earn their way into paradise. I have to ask one question, and it is a very sensitive one. A question that I mean no disrespect with.”

“Please ask.”

“Are you prepared for the Satan’s response? We are dealing with the demon Jackson again. We know he isn’t above doing anything to the faithful in order to turn our ways against us.”

“I know you’re speaking about what he did to Mohmand. He surprised me with his blood lust. I want the Satans to shake with fear. I want their economy broken. I want them to suffer the pain and suffering they’ve inflicted on our people. Just tell Arafat what you need, he will ensure you have everything you need.”

“Highness, do you want to be informed in advance of the attacks?”

“No, please surprise me. You always bring a smile to my face.”

Emim smiled as he bowed and left to carry out his orders.

@@@@@

Two days later the Sheikh wondered when his trusted terror agent would begin, when his 3D monitor clicked on with images of smoking ruins which were the American Embassies in India, Australia, and Mexico. Reports said over eight hundred people were killed when the buildings collapsed from potent bombs which somehow had been smuggled into the buildings. The Sheikh watched the scenes, and he laughed when secondary bombs exploded when trucks carrying hundreds of first responders arrived to provide aid. Emim, that’s an excellent start. I wonder what else you have up your sleeve. You’ve given me an excellent start to my day. The Sheikh instructed his staff to send a reward to Emim for his superb start.

The world was shocked when two backpacks exploded on the New York City’s subways, which spread deadly gases which killed everyone within two hundred yards of the explosions. It was announced that the New York City’s subways were closed for weeks. Oh Emim, this is even better. Hit them again and again.

@@@@@

President Jackson was also watching the terror attacks. He asked Jason his National Security Advisor to join him, “Was anything useful left in your office?”

“Not a damn thing, even the desks had been broken. A complete waste. I assume you’d like to discuss the recent terror attacks. They were masterminded by the Caliphate’s expert on terror attacks. We know his first name is Emim, but we don’t know his last name. We don’t have any pictures of him. All we know is he’s short and brilliant. He loves launching terror attacks. The CIA and NSA have identified him as the mastermind behind at least fifty different terror attacks. His greatest strength is he doesn’t have a single mode of attack.”

“How the hell do we stop him?”

“You can sign an Executive Order to the NSA to increase surveillance and order to the CIA authorizing them to locate and terminate Emim.”

“Prepare them. I want this asshole stopped as soon as possible. What else do you suggest?”

“How dirty do you want to get your hands?”

“You of all people are asking me that question? I helped lead a popular revolt, and I crucified a President. Frankly, I’m surprised I’m not in Leavenworth.”

“Then I suggest we use their own tactics against them. Send our own teams into the Caliphate to sow terror in their own backyards. They’re used to sowing terror, but they’re not used to be on the receiving end.”

“I wasn’t aware we had a terror team. I thought such things had been outlawed a long time ago. Do we have one?”

“Sir, this is under the category of you really don’t want to know. I’ll prepare a Black Executive Order for you, one that allows the CIA to perform special acts against the Caliphate.”

“You may be right. I don’t think I want to know. Assuming we had such a team, how quickly could they begin?”

“Sir, again, not something we want to discuss. There are still many things that you don’t want to know.”

“You’re getting to be a pain in my ass. Give me the order to sign.”

“Here’s my tablet, just initial on the blanks and look into the sensors, and then it’s done.”

Before Jason left the Oval Office, they received a report that three more American Embassies were attacked, their staff raped and killed, the buildings were burned to their foundations with their teams locked inside. Throughout the Caliphate, millions of the faithful celebrated the attacks on the infidels. In a few days, thousands of liters of blood had been spilled.

President Jackson shook his head, “This is getting out of control. Increase the Marine guards at every embassy. Give them ROE to do anything they need to in order to protect the embassies. Please tell the CIA to get their teams, which I don’t know anything about, in gear.”

In Berlin, the Sheikh laughed. I love that little bastard. Once he’s released, he’s a terror machine. I love it. If we had an army like him, we could easily defeat the Satans.

Chapter 5

Russian General Boyenski reread his orders for the fourth time. What a f-ing weakling. If I’d had just another two divisions, I could have captured Alaska and their oil. Without oil, America’s economy would have ground to a quick halt. They would have been forced to sell us, hell we could have traded them their own oil for food and technology for our hungry people. The damn President is scared of Jackson. It’s one thing to crucify a bound man, it's another to fight a large-scale war or use nuclear weapons on their own soil.

The world thought we had grown weak, we are stronger than ever. I’m afraid that withdrawing from Alaska will make the world believe we are weak and not ready to fight the Americans. This was our time. Mohmand had weakened their military to a point that if I’d had the support, I could have driven all the way down to their border with Mexico. The only real fighting troops we would have had to face would have been their Marines. By the time we arrived there, they would have been cut off from their supplies. Damn the coward Mikal Khrushchev. He sometimes acts too much like his great grandfather. I will follow my orders while also leaving a few surprises behind for the Americans. If I can’t capture their oil, I can make sure the Americans won’t be able to use it either. Boyenski laughed to himself. He called his executive officer to his office. Once he gave the younger man his orders, Boyenski issued the orders to begin packing up to go home.

At least they allowed us to dock our ships at their port. Without using ships we couldn’t take our equipment home with us. Unknown to the general, his camp had been penetrated by an American SOF A team made up of five Eskimos. They’d managed to plant bugs in the Russian’s radio office and even in the General’s office. Once they had the recordings, they sent them by a microburst to a military satellite which bounced them to the NSA.

The SOF team was surprised how quickly their message was responded to. They smiled when they read their orders. In times past, their request for permission to act usually arrived after the opportunity passed. This time they received the best possible response, “Use your best judgment to save the oil wells. Possible to call on the fingers of God if no, repeat no, damage to wells.”

They debated what to do, they worried that targeting the Russian base camp with the darts would give the Russians the excuse not to withdraw or to send additional troops into Alaska. They came up with a plan they sent back to Washington. They received a simple response, “Approved. Good luck.”

The SOF team had suggested they allow the Russians to strike one set of wells which would provide the justification for a counter strike. In Washington, Jason called up a map of the Russian oil fields. He checked which were the richest. He tapped the targeting data into the fingers of God.

As the Russians began packing, one of the American oil wells exploded in flames which could be seen from the international space station. General Boyenski smiled when he was told of the explosion. He whistled an old Russian tune his mother used to sing to him as a young boy. His mood changed fifteen minutes later when the image of Mikal Khrushchev appeared in his office. “What the hell did you do?”

“Mr. President, what are you talking about?”

“General, don’t play games with me. The world has seen the American oil well under your control explode. A blind man knows we destroyed them.”

“Sir, so what? The Americans are too weak to do anything about it.”

“Think again! Look!” An image flared in the General’s office. The image was a burning area in the ice. The General knew he saw Russia’s largest oil fields at the Chayvo fields burning out of control. “They just struck back for what you did. Our most important fields were just destroyed. Do NOT destroy another one of their wells. Don’t anger them, just get back home as quickly as possible. Am I clear?”

“Yes, sir. I didn’t think they had the balls to strike us.”

“You didn’t think a man who strung up a President on live broadcast had no balls. No, the one without balls was the one hanging on the cross. Now get your divisions out of Alaska before the Americans destroy your base camp. I warned you to get out of there when Jackson took over. I know him, he has solid brass balls. I have an idea, offer to assist the Americans to put the fires out, that way we can use it as a cover that we didn’t do it.”

“Yes, sir.”

@@@@@

President Jackson smiled as he too watched the Russian wells burn out of control. Their wells were in the Russian far east, and in very harsh territory Jackson knew his team had scored a win over the Russians. The field the Russians attacked could be quickly repaired while the Russian one might take years to repair. He was informed that Mikal Khrushchev was on the hotline which connected Moscow and Washington. “Hello Mikal, how are things in Moscow?”

“Daniel, first of all, congratulations on removing the infestation on your country. I enjoyed your little performance. You missed your calling…”

“Mikal, we both know why you’re calling. I suppose you’d like to put a stop to the tick for tack on the exchange of oil fields, or am I mistaken?”

“You are correct. I have ordered my general to stop all actions against America and return home without doing any further damage to your state or their oil fields. Can we come to an agreement to stop destroying each other’s oil fields? With the Caliphate in control of the Middle East oil, we’re both going to need all the oil we have.”

Jackson smiled to himself, “You forget now that Venezuela is now a close friend and we can easily restart our fracking and of course there are the tar sands…”

“You’ve made your point. What do you want?”

“I want your troops off my soil within one week.”

“We both know that’s impossible, their ships won’t arrive for two weeks…”

“Fly them home.”

“Our equipment?”

“Your loss, agree, or you might lose your major oil distribution center. I have a lot of darts left.”

“What are you offering as compensation for our left behind equipment?”

“My goodwill and if we decide to be kind, we’ll return the equipment to you. Send your ship, we’ll help load them, but get your people off my territory now.”

“I’ll agree. I propose we meet face to face to discuss how we can work together to defeat the Caliphate. They are as much a danger to us as you. They have caused three of our states to declare their independence. Something I’m sure you’re an expert in.”

President Jackson laughed. “When would you like to meet?”

They reached an agreement on the date and location. President Jackson ordered the SOF teams to inspect the Russian left behind equipment and detail all of their technology. He also ordered them to ‘borrow’ anything that looked interesting.

@@@@@

President Jackson thought The Russians are leaving Alaska, the Chinese have agreed to leave Hawaii. I think they may have left me a more significant problem there then we started with. We’re still fighting pitched battles around the country. Mohmand’s supporters aren’t easily giving up. They’re fighting to the last drop of their blood and taking three of us with each of them. In a straight fight, we’d easily destroy them. They shaved their beards off, they dress like us then they explode suicide vests in our movie theaters, in our supermarkets and who knows where the next one will explode. They’re still setting fire to our churches and temples. They’ve set fire to three religious schools with our children in them, none survived. How can I guarantee the country it’s safe to resume our normal lives? What can be said to the parents of little girls who were mutated by the monsters? Every damn report I read is worse than the previous one.

@@@@@

Six days after returning to the White House, the Secret Service allowed President Jackson’s wife and Robert, their son, to return.  They arrived at the White House shortly after dinner. Robert ran to hug his father while Janice, his wife, ran into his arms, “I thought I’d never see you again. Are you alright? What you had to do was horrible.”

“I’m fine. My mind hasn’t had the time to dwell on the recent events. I’ve been dealing with one crisis after another since I walked back into the Oval Office. Hell, they started before I even arrived back here. Are the two of you okay? God, I’ve missed the two of you.”

They were interrupted when Robert ran downstairs saying, “Someone changed my room, why?”

Janice rubbed his head, “It’s okay, we’re only going to be here a few months. Just try to settle in the best you can.”

After Robert ran back upstairs, Janice looked deeply into her husband’s eyes. “Tell me the truth, on our love. Are you really okay? Were you able to handle the situation with Mohmand without it darkening your soul?”

Darkening my soul? Shit, my soul can’t get any darker. “I’m okay, I really am. If I didn’t do it then who would? If he were left unchecked by the end of his term, we would have been finished. We all had to do our duty. I’ll answer to God for what I did. All I can say, and it sounds crazy, is I don’t feel any regret for my actions. Come, let’s get you settled. I know the Secret Service has already brought your bags upstairs. All of our old staff had been terminated, I’ve asked the HR department to see if they can rehire any of them. I’m sorry, but we’re a little low on staff right now. Our cook is a Navy mess chef, there are three times the number of Secret Service agents than we had before, and the Marines aren’t in their dress uniforms, they’re in…”

“They are all wearing their battle uniforms, and they’re all armed, heavily armed. It's one of the first things I noticed. That and the new wall around the White House. That went up really quickly.”

“Yeah, until things settle down, we have to put up with additional security. According to the Secret Service I’ve already received hundreds of death threats, and they intercepted at least two bombs meant for me.”

Janice stiffened in Daniel’s arms, “Is it that bad? I thought the country would be happy with your return? After all the horrors Mohmand did to our people, I really thought they’d be pleased to have you back.”

“Not all of them are. The mainstream media is very angry with my return. Have you seen the news?” Jackson turned on the monitors, every talking head said Jackson should be arrested for murder.

“No, the Secret Service kept us away from any broadcasts, and they took our phones and computers away from us. All of our communications went through their radios. They told me ours could be tracked and theirs couldn’t be.”

“Honey, keep Robert away from the news programs, what he hears is going to hurt and confuse him.”

“I agree. Come, show me upstairs. Is our bed still there?”

“That it is, and I had clean sheets put on it this morning.” With a gleam in her eyes, she took Daniel’s hand up the stairs. He thought, Please no emergencies tonight, please.

The two woke with smiles on their faces when the President’s bedside phone range. Jason asked, “Mr. President, I’m sorry to wake you. I know Janice and Robert just returned last night. Have you seen this morning’s news?”

“No, should I or do you want to give me a summary.”

“I think you should watch it, but please have your extra-large mug of coffee first. I don’t want to ask the staff to replace the set again.”

“Jason, why are you calling me and not my Press Secretary? Did something happen to Miss White?”

“Sir, we discussed it this morning, I thought it better if I call you.”

“Ah, that bad huh?”

“Yes, sir. The cabinet will be in the Situation Room in one hour which should give you enough time to have a light breakfast, freshen up and calm down.”

“Thanks.”

Janice looked at her husband, “Bad news?”

“Maybe, most likely. I’m going to turn on the monitors. Better watch out, the four 3D images will form in the center of the floor.”

“I never understood how you can watch four programs at the same time. I know you mute one station after the other, and you keep the text scrolling across the bottom of each, but I couldn’t manage it.”

The President found a tray with breakfast waiting for them on a mobile cart outside their bedroom. He poured a large mug of coffee, his favorite mug with the Presidential seal on it. He was glad Jason had warned him because the more he watched, the angrier he got.

Chapter 6

The first station he clicked on was CNN, “Daniel Jackson can’t be President, he served his two terms. He has blood on his hands. He murdered our legally elected President and should be in jail not sitting in the ‘people’s house.’”

The President changed channels, NBC’s reporter said, “He’s not my President, he’s not our President. He’s a dictator. He’s also a murderer and should be arrested. The people of America should rise up and throw the criminal and his family out of the White House and into jail where they should rot forever.”

ABC was next, “Throw the murderer out of the White House!” Their legal expert reported, “President Jackson, even using that title hurts me, should have been arrested and not made President. The people have to go on a national strike. The people of America legally elected President Mohmand, he was our legal President and was overthrown for the first time in our history. Daniel Jackson is NOT our President!”

Each reporter the President listened to raised his blood pressure higher. The last network he clicked on was Fox which had moved towards the middle since it was revamped after the 2020 election. The morning program’s three hosts, one woman, one Muslim, and one African American stared into the cameras saying, “We can’t call for the President to be arrested until all of the details are known. We don’t like what we see. We have to assume there are facts we haven’t heard yet. We’re hoping the President shares with us the missing details. We’ve heard that Congress is opening nine different investigations into the return of President Jackson.”

Clicking back to ABC, he saw thousands of people in the streets holding signs, professionally made signs that said, “Keep the murderer out of the White House!”

“He’s not my President!” Chanted thousands.

Images of the President with blood dripping from his hands while holding a large knife at President Mohmand were shown. Others showed President Jackson’s bloody Nazi boots walking on the American flag.

Janice shook her head. “Has this been going on for the past week?”

“No, it just started which leaves me to believe that the Caliphate funded and wrote these stories. I think it is going to get a lot worse rather than better. I better hurry. The cabinet is waiting for me downstairs.”

“Good luck, honey, please try not to kill anyone else.”

President Jackson laughed as he exited his bedroom.

@@@@@

When the President exited the master bedroom, two Secret Service agents fell in alongside him. The senior agent smiled, “Ah, I see you’ve seen this morning’s news.”

“Yup.”

They were joined by the President’s friend and personal security officer, BB when they passed the private kitchen. The President smiled, “I hope you didn’t eat all of my donuts.”

With a full mouth, BB shook his head holding up two fingers.

“I thought there were only three left.”

BB shook his head, “Robert took one this morning while I was waiting for you, I helped myself to the other two. They would have gone stale soon.”

“My protector, he protects me from stale donuts. Didn’t I tell you I like them a little stale?”

The two Secret Service agents laughed. The two Marines stationed at the Situation Room. Both snapped to attention when the President arrived. He saluted them and entered the room. His cabinet jumped to their feet. Seated around the table were: The National Security Advisor, Jason; the President’s IT specialist, Brad; head of the President’s personal security, Brad Black or BB; the SecDoD, Vice Admiral Frank Wright; economic advisor, Doctor Laura Smith; the Press Secretary Janice White; and the newly appointed SecState ex-Senator Robert Paul. There were still many empty seats waiting for the Senate to approve their appointments. The Directors of the NSA and CIA were also invited to join the meeting. The President told everyone to take their seats. President Jackson smiled at his friends, “I know some of you are wondering who the new face is, I’d like to introduce Mr. Jack Black who is going to represent the country’s militias. I’ve asked Jack to serve alongside with the Joint Chiefs. We’ve had issues with the militias before, yet when we needed them, they not only fully supported us they bled for us. I believe if we treat the militias as the founders wanted us to, as citizen soldiers, we would have much fewer problems in the country.

“Does anyone have any objections?”

The other cabinet Secretaries looked at each other, agreeing with the President.

“Good. I assume you’ve all seen how the country has responded to our little overthrow of the legally elected government…”

Robert Paul laughed, “Sir, it’s never been proven Mohmand was legally elected.”

“Whatever, we have much bigger fish to fry. We have to get a grip on this before it swells out of control and we lose control of the situation. If we lose the country now, it will be lost forever.”

@@@@@

The Sheikh was delighted with the work of Emim and Arafat. He called Arafat to see him, “My friend, you have done very well. I have decided that your sons should remain with their parents who can educate them to be members of our next generation of leaders.”

Arafat fought to control the tears which formed in his eyes. He bowed to the Sheikh, “Thank you. My wife will say prayers to Allah in your name five times a day.”

“Thank you. I can use all the prayers I can get. Let’s discuss what we can do to increase the American’s discomfort. Their media is performing better than we had any hope. They’re stirring up the American people better than we could have hoped. Do you have any other surprises for me?”

“Your Highness, have you seen the latest American broadcasts?”

“No, have they changed since yesterday?”

“May I tune to their CBS network?”

“Of course. A reporter appeared in the middle of the conference room. “…As we’ve reported the last night, the mayor and people of Dearborn Michigan, the American city with the largest population of Muslims, has made a surprising announcement. Dearborn is one of the two areas which elected Muslim Representatives in 2016 which started the country’s shift from capitalism to socialism. Dearborn led the way to us becoming a member of the Caliphate. Dearborn sent an official statement of secession to Congress, not just from Michigan, but from the United States. They’ve expressed their desire to join the Caliphate. We’ve recently learned that Berkley and San Francisco, both in California, have also stated they too want to join the Caliphate.”

The Sheikh was overjoyed, “Arafat this is the best news I’ve heard in days. You’ve exceeded all of my best expectations. Yes, yes. Please keep up the good work.” The two continued watching the reporter. “Last night, alt-right talk radio and broadcast hosts were confused over the question of whether Dearborn could really secede. On the one hand, these hosts claim to support a smaller government and personal responsibility, on the other they didn’t like the idea of a city in America being associated with the Caliphate. Some of the hosts say the question of secession was settled in 1860. But, on the other hand, most of the media supported their right to join the Caliphate.”

The Sheikh told Arafat to throw more money at the media to encourage their support of Dearborn joining the Caliphate. The Sheikh thought all we need is the first city to secede and join us. Once one does, we can encourage others to follow. Once Dearborn joins us, we’ll encourage colleges and other liberal cities to join us, we’ll break up America from the inside. We may be able to win the war without firing a shot.

@@@@@

While the main street broadcasters supported Dearborn’s right to secede, the producers at Fox News debated how they should cover the events in Dearborn. The Five’s producer knocked his empty coffee cup over on the conference table in front of the five co-hosts of the show which was broadcast at 5PM. The five was one of the remaining conservative programs left on Fox.

One of the writers shook his head, “I know what Greg Jr. is going to say, he’s going to say Dearborn shouldn’t be allowed to join the Caliphate. It would be like an American city joining Nazi Germany or Japan in the Second World War. It would be unthinkable, the media would go crazy, the President and Congress wouldn’t allow it. I don’t understand why we’re even having this discussion. We have to come out against any city, state or anyone trying to join the Caliphate. None of you remember back in the teens when people joined ISIS and committed attacks against the country. The Caliphate’s constitution says they are committed to a single Islam world.”

The other writers thought over what they heard, they nodded their agreement, and the executive producer for the “Five” said, “I agree, we have to come out strongly against any American joining the Caliphate. Didn’t we just support President Jefferson in leading a short civil war to break us away from the Caliphate? The other broadcasters all came out against President Jefferson, but we were one of the few who supported him. I don’t see how we can now take a position in support of Dearborn. Don’t you see what’s going on? Once Dearborn leaves, the Caliphate will push other cities to join them. It’s only a matter of time before the little civil war gets out of control and makes the one between the North and South look like a schoolyard game. I don’t care what’s going on with the other broadcasters, we have to support the President.”

One of the writers said, “What about our liberal member? He won’t support this policy.”

“I don’t care, I’m the executive producer of the show, and we will do what I say.”

The others agreed with their boss. While almost every other broadcaster mocked The Five and their siding with the rebels. Yes, President Jackson was now labeled as the rebel in the civil war.

@@@@@

The Mayor of Dearborn, Osma el-Mohmand, proudly stood on the main road leading into his city overlooking the construction of a gate and immigration building. He asked his PR staff to record him raising the Caliphate’s flag over the city. The mainstream media happily recorded and broadcast the event around the world.

Sheikh Afaz laughed watching the recorded program with pure joy. He ordered five hundred million to be spread around to encourage additional cities and a few colleges to join Dearborn. The Sheikh knew if he could get many colleges to support the Caliphate, he’d own America’s young adults which meant he might lose the battle today, but he’d win the war tomorrow.

UC Berkley announced the next morning they were declaring their support for the Caliphate with the help of the state’s Governor who announced he was planning on seceding from America and joining the peace-loving people of the Caliphate. The American media poured gasoline on the fire of towns and colleges wanting to secede. President Jackson wondered to himself, didn’t these people see what Mohmand was doing to this country? Didn’t they see the suffering he brought? The blood he shed? The damn media continues to fall for the Islam BS without realizing they’re following the Caliphate’s script to a T and if Mohmand had had enough time, the media’s little stars would have been placed against the wall and killed.

Chapter 7

The Sheikh was holding his own meeting in their command bunker. He never went outside again after the American destruction of his previous bunker. The Caliphate told their people a small meteor had passed through their radar and crashed into central Berlin. The Caliphate was going to compensate those who lost property and loved ones.

The Sheikh was very pleased with Arafat’s program in America. He told the assembled central committee members how happy he was. Let Arafat’s success be an example to all of you when you do Allah’s work, he rewards you. Look how Allah has rewarded Arafat, I expect all of you to be as faithful as him so Allah the merciful will reward you. I would like to suggest we take a short break and then the Caliphate War Committee convene to discuss our options. I would like us to reconvene in two hours. Arafat, please remain behind.”

Arafat bowed while hiding his smile. He knew most of the other members of the central committee wanted to get rid of him so they could ascend to the next level, and maybe they could replace Arafat as the Sheikh’s favorite. “Yes, my Lord.”

The other members bowed to the Sheikh before they quickly and quietly left the conference room. When the last member of the council had departed, and the doors were closed and sealed, Arafat again bowed to the Sheikh,

“Your Highness, how may I serve you?”

“My loyal friend, I’d like you to quickly look into our real military strength, not the BS weekly reports we get. I want to know how many commands are really ready for war. Our commanders use the same language to report the same progress. All use the same percentages when they report their readiness. All report using the same amount of ammunition, the same amount of fuel, everything they report is within two percent of each other. I don’t trust any of them.”

“Yes, my Lord. I will leave at once and report back to you.”

“Arafat be careful. Many of our commanders won’t like being spied on. Take care and report only to me. Am I clear?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“Excellent, then you may take your leave. I have prepared a letter of authorization for you. The letter says you are acting as my personal agent.”

Arafat whispered while bowing, “I will have the data you request before the next central committee meeting.”

“Excellent. I know I can trust you.”

Arafat left the Sheikh alone with his thoughts for two hours. The Sheikh paused to write twenty pages of notes. He liked to hand write his notes because there weren’t any electronic trails anyone could spy on. All of his records came down to the same conclusion, the Caliphate might have the numbers, but he didn’t have the means to transport his people to America, nor could he match their technology. The longer he waited, the stronger and more united the Americans became. He might turn a few cities but when America was invaded, he knew things could quickly change or if Jackson was able to turn the story around, he might further rally his people.

Time was the Caliphate’s enemy. The Sheikh never thought the Caliphate would have to use their army for a large-scale invasion. He knew his troops had never trained for a real attack. Their successful policy had been to flood a country with refugees, they have more children than the residents, and in a generation, they’d have enough votes to begin changing the country towards Sharia law.

Usually, the initial Islamic refugees became vocal. They made demands in the name of freedom and hospitality. The local governments quickly bent over backward to offer the refugees benefits in order to stop violence against their citizens. This was how they took over Europe and made enough progress in America to get one of their own elected President.

After Mohmand’s failure, the Sheikh knew their master plan was going to have to change. He was going to have to use the Caliphate’s military to take through force what they couldn’t through time because Mohmand had turned the clock backward. The last thing the Caliphate wanted was a united America. The Sheikh prayed he would have the time, but he knew in his soul he didn’t have the time so he might have to resort to drastic actions.

The Sheikh looked at his notes feeling the acid burn in his stomach. I won’t allow the infidels to regain their strength so they can attack us. If we give America enough time, they will invade Europe to free the Continent. They came to Europe’s aid in the first two world wars. If we provide them with the time they want, they will overwhelm us with their technology. We have to move quickly before they can regain what Mohmand took from them. The only way to defeat them is from the inside out. We will again use their foolish young who are eager to believe almost anything and their media, who hates conservative Presidents, to push our agenda. If we increase the pressure from their soft underbelly, they won’t be able to unify, they will continue to fight each other without having the time to turn their attention against us.

@@@@@

President Jackson’s anger boiled over when he and his cabinet watched the media’s coverage from Dearborn and UC-Berkley. He called asked his staff what they could do, “Other than kill or arrest the reporters. There’s no way I’ll allow an American city to become aligned with our enemy. The damn media again is siding with the enemy. They’ll bite their own noses off in order to get at me. The very people President Mohmand tried to put against the wall because the Caliphate doesn’t allow a free press have quickly forgotten everything, as soon as they believe the coast is clear they returned to their old ways. They are the definition of snakes. Isn’t the media supposed to be the voice of the people? Randy, the new Attorney General (AG), what can we do about the media, and also what laws are on the books to stop Dearborn and others like them from joining the Caliphate?”

“Mr. President, I’ve talked to my Constitutional lawyers. Some believe cities have no legal standing to secede, others believe they can if they can get agreement from their state…”

“Huh? I thought the thirteenth amendment…”

“Sir, most people do, but according to my staff, people read into it words which aren’t there. Others believe it’s all a PR stunt and cities let alone colleges have zero right to secede.”

“I won’t allow them to leave, what can we do in the interim before we figure out how to stop them?”

The AG reviewed his notes on his tablet, “Mr. President you can cut all federal funding off to the cities, towns, colleges, anyplace that announces they’re a sanctuary anything or joining the Caliphate. You can designate them as siding with the enemy of the country. However, in order to do that, you really should issue a formal declaration of war against the Caliphate.”

“Great, in order to issue a declaration of war, I need the Senate to agree. There isn’t a super majority in the Senate who will vote to declare war. It’s a damn good thing I could convince a simple majority to get my new cabinet and the Acting Chief Justice confirmed. There are still too many who were voted into office with Mohmand. They are the real enemy within. What else can we do?”

“Sir, you can declare war through a speech to the nation and follow Reagan’s and Trump’s example of going directly to the people. Maybe they will pressure their Senators. In the worst case, you have sixty days under the War Powers Act before Congress cuts your funding. The Act also provides that you’ll have to pull our troops out in another thirty days.”

President Jackson smiled while shaking his head, “Sixty days isn’t very long to fight a war. Unless we use all of our technological advances over the Caliphate to destroy them within the sixty days. I’ll have to consult with the SecDoD if we can hit them hard enough to destroy them within the sixty days.”

“Sir, how about an executive order for a black war, the CIA used to be very good at handling such things…”

“Until Carter, Clinton, and Obama shredded their ability. But it is a thought. I wonder… Can I stop all grants to the cities that want to secede?”

“Sir, that will take another series of Executive Orders, and sir, when they're announced, the media and the left is going to go insane. The street will be filled with protesters saying you’re exceeding your authority; the media will support the protesters. The courts will quickly block your Executive Orders. You’ve already seen the protests to you assuming the office again, multiply them by two thousand.”

“I could declare martial law.”

Randy shook his head, “Mr. President, our economy is in the crapper, and these protests will place additional strain on it. Protesters blocking streets are already blocking businesses and the flow of goods and services. I strongly suggest you rethink declaring martial law. You know it will ignite another civil war.”

“You’re saying that if I declare martial law, the country will come to a stop, the right will think I’m a traitor, and the left will think I’m a dictator. There’s no way I can win by declaring martial law except to destroy the country I love.” President Jackson silently sipped his cooling coffee while his cabinet waited for him to speak.  “Randy, I think the media and the people will only hear the two words ‘martial law,’ no one will hear the word modified. I think if I have to issue a declaration of martial law, it will be a full declaration or nothing, and I don’t want to issue one. I don’t believe it’s the right way to rebuild our country. I don’t want to save the country by destroying it. There has to be another way.”

The AG took his glasses off, he looked at them to see if they’re dirty, “Sir, do you want to cut off all federal funding? The courts will move quickly to block you; however, our polls show large support for cutting the funds.”

The Situation Room was silent for a very long four minutes before the President said, “Yes, please prepare the Executive Orders to stop every penny from every federal agency. Also, ask the governors to consider stopping every state penny from flowing into them. I have a question for you, can I declare Islam a cult and make it illegal for anyone to donate to them?”

The AG slowly responded, “It’s possible. In fact, based on what we’ve been through, and the very high percentages of terrorists who are Muslim, I’d say you have a solid ground to stand on.”

“Good! Issue it. Notify Treasury to block all transfers to them and we ought to freeze their assets.  We’ll use their assets to help pay for our rebuilding. When the left sues us, keep moving it up the chain until it reaches the Supreme Court, by then we may have won, or it may not matter. Either way, there’s a good chance we can put a serious dent into their funding. Don’t announce the freeze until it’s done so they won’t be able to transfer any funds out of the country without us grabbing them.”

“Yes, sir.”

President Jackson smiled, “One last item. When Iran grabbed our diplomats, President Carter stopped all Iranians from entering the country. I want DHS to block all members of the Caliphate from entering the country, mark them as enemy agents. I want all of their diplomats kicked out of the country and their embassies closed. Any who don’t leave within twenty-four hours are to be arrested. Round up and kick out every existing member of the Caliphate in the country.”

The Secretaries smiled.

Chapter 8

Three hours after the American Cabinet meeting ended and the AG and SecDHS issued the President’s orders, the Sheikh learned that all of their funds in America were frozen and the Caliphate had been named as an enemy of America. All of his diplomats had twenty-fours to leave the country. He also learned that all of the Caliphate citizens in America were being rounded up and all traveling to America would be refused entry. He yelled, “Damn that infidel! How much of our assets did he freeze?”

The Caliphate’s Treasurer responded while bowed, “My lord, we had many accounts in America. Under President Mohmand, we were earning an excellent return on our investments.”

“How much?”

“My lord, we never expected him to…”

“HOW MUCH!?”

“My lord, the infidel froze over two trillion American dollars and one thousand kg of gold.”

“Why didn’t we transfer the assets out of the country when Mohmand fell?”

“My lord, it takes time to unravel and transfer such amounts.”

The Sheikh pulled a knife from his belt, he smiled when he walked to face his financial aide. When he reached his aide, he shoved the knife into his gut. He pulled the blade up ripping him open. His intestines spilled out onto the polished marble floor. The aide fell over with a shocked look on his face.

The Sheikh yelled, “It didn’t take the infidel Jackson long to take our assets, and it won’t take you long to die, you should have started transferring our assets the moment Mohmand was captured. I will have your entire staff killed for their incompetence. Get someone in here and clean up this mess! Someone find out how we can get our money back. Get our legal staff working on getting our money back and stopping them from kicking all of our agents out.”

@@@@@

​President Jackson’s CoS, Randy, looked at his watch which had informed him of an urgent text message, “Sir, BB would like to see you, he said it concerns a TS high-level security issue.”

“In that case, get him over here right away. If BB is worried enough to ask to see me ASAP, something awful is brewing.”

Fifteen minutes later Brad Black, BB, the head of Jackson’s security group entered the Oval Office. BB entered acting paranoid, he looked around the office, slightly shaking. He pulled a small gray box out of his coat pocket while holding a finger to his lips. Once the LEDs on the box began flashing green, he whispered, “Sir, the box will stop any eavesdropping. We have a problem, a huge one…”

“BB, slow down, have a glass of water, then continue in a manner I can understand. I know you’re the best I’ve ever seen. You kept our secret offices and ensured our communications secret from the world. What’s got you so excited?”

BB gulped down the glass of water,

“Mr. President, while working with Treasury to check on the Caliphate’s assets, I was asked to help them to make sure we found everything they had here. I was able to break into their network.”

“No shit?! That’s wonderful. Do they have any idea you’re reading their mail?”

Brad frowned at the President, “Mr. President, that’s an insult. Of course, they don’t know I’m there. It would go a lot quicker if I could read Arabic, I have three translators working with me. The reason why I wanted to see you is I think we’re not going to like what the Sheikh has planned for us.”

“Is this for my ears only, or should I get the other Cabinet Secretaries over here?”

“Sir, I think they should all hear this. They have to be very careful none of them leak what they’re going to hear if they slipped and made one leak the Caliphate will know we’re inside their system.”

Jackson spent a minute thinking over what BB told him,

“Okay, I’ll ask the Director of the CIA, the FBI, the AG and the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs to join us, does that work with you?”

“Yes, sir.”

President Jackson handed the list of the people he wanted to see to Randy, “Please get these people over here ASAP. Tell them it’s a TS issue, and they should come alone without any of their aides.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Randy, tell them to meet us in the Situation Room. BB, come with me.”

Twenty minutes later the Situation Room was filled with the people the President asked for. When President Jackson entered the room, he told the Secret Service and Marine officers, “No one enters. Am I clear?”

Both responded, “Yes, sir.”

The Chairman of the Joint Chiefs and acting SecDoD, Vice Admiral Wright, CIA Director, Eric Wolf, AG, John Moore, Director of the FBI, Leon Gold stared at the President wondering what was so important as to drag them back here shortly after their last meeting.

President Jackson looked around the table, his eyes settled on his cybersecurity expert,

“BB, the floor is all yours. Tell us what’s got you so worried. Everyone, what you’re about to hear is classified TS/SCI, Presidential level 3. Am I clear?”

BB whipped perspiration from his forehead, “Gentlemen, we’re inside the Caliphate’s systems, and while reading their files we found a file that had twenty subfolders. It’s what we found in those files that scared us. The new ruler of the Caliphate, Sheikh Afzal is planning on invading us.”

Admiral Wright looked confused, “Mr. President, that’s not a surprise, we know they’d like to invade us, his problem is getting here from his bases in Asia, Africa, the Middle East, and Europe. He has an army, but no logistical ability to move his people here. He lacks the ships or airplanes to transport his people and equipment across the oceans. His army is designed to keep his people in place, not face an army like ours. I don’t understand why this is coming as something new to anyone of us.”

Eric Wolf took his glasses off, “What BB picked up may explain a lot of the traffic we’re picking up. We’ve been picking up traffic going between the Caliphate, Russia, and China. We know something’s up, but we’ve been unable to read their messages.”

Leon looked confused, “Does anyone here really think the Russians or Chinese would help the Caliphate? I’m sure both countries realize they’re targets on the Sheikh’s hit list right after us. Why would either of them help them? I’m sure both know if we could prove they helped the Caliphate hit us, we’d retaliate and destroy them.”

President Jackson looked thoughtful before he answered, “Both Russia and China are upset with us for kicking them out of Alaska and Hawaii. They only left when we threatened them with total war. In fact, China actually helped the people in Hawaii. The Russians did real damage to us in Alaska. They robbed over two hundred million barrels of oil from us and destroyed one of the oil fields. They also destroyed two of the Alaskan ports when they withdrew. They left over twenty billion dollars of damage behind them, most of it, not easily or quickly repairable.

“We need that oil. We needed the field. Unless we find a replacement for the lost oil, our economy will really crater, and many of our people will freeze this winter. If the Caliphate manages to get their hands-on sufficient ships to transport their army here, we could run out of fuel trying to defend the country against them. Let’s face the facts. Before Mohmand, neither country would consider attacking us.

“Look at us, our military is fractured, and most of our best officers were fired or outright killed for crimes against Islam. Our people are split, and Mohmand cut the funds to our military. The Russians and Chinese know our best equipment is either in need of repair or the ships have been pulled from service. We had to loan Israel some of our fighters to beat off an attack. The truth is we’re vulnerable, and they know it. They couldn’t get away with it in two years, maybe even a year. Today, they can. The best asset we have is one we only have in limited numbers, the Presidential class subs. We need to perform a complete and honest review of our military strength. We need to learn without a doubt if China or Russia is going to offer them assistance to the Caliphate and if so what type of assistance? Admiral, what are your thoughts?”

“Mr. President, gentlemen, the Sheikh knows our forces are spread all over the country fighting the remains of the Mutaween and Muslim strongholds. Our forces are at record low numbers due to Mohmand’s cutting our forces. Without time to reorganize, rearm, perform maintenance and bring some of our equipment back into service, we could have a real problem on our hands. Sir, you’re correct, we need time.”

President Jackson shook his head, “Admiral, how large of an army could they land on our shores?”

“Mr. President, their current army numbers six million men, however, they don’t have the means to move them or resupply them…”

BB shook his head, he stood interrupting the Admiral which surprised everyone. “We’ve located documents in their system calling for a goal of an army of ten million men.”

Everyone in the Situation Room was shocked at the number.

Admiral Wright shook his head, “Ten million men? They can’t train or support that number.”

BB nodded, “Admiral, that’s their initial number, they plan to back that up with another five million reserve force, which means they could land fifteen million men on our shores. If they had the ships to bring them here. Ships Russia and China could supply them.”

“Holy crap!” Said President Jackson. “Fifteen million men? Admiral, how many ships would they need to transport ten or fifteen million men here. Could we stop them before they reached our shores?”

“Mr. President, we only have four carrier battle groups, forty submarines and not much else, President Mohmand mothballed most of our ships and RIFed (reduction in force) our most experienced people.”

“Where are the ships he retired? Can they be brought back into the fleet?”

“Some can, some he ordered broken up or sunk as reefs. I believe there are twenty attack boats that we already began work on, we’ve already stopped the destruction of many of the ships. There are many ships in the reserve force. Let me remind everyone, those ships were usually stripped of their weapons and electronic systems when they were placed in reserve. It is going to take time to make them front line ships again.”

The President asked, “Admiral, what about the Air Force?”

“Most of our planes were sent to the boneyard, that includes the new stealth drones, the F45s, but he did leave us twenty-five of the B3 bombers.  All of the Raptors and F35s were sent to the boneyard with the F15 and 16s, many of those which were flyable were sent to Israel. Maybe she can return them to us.”

President Jackson got up to stretch and pace the room. “I see we have our work cut out for us. At least we’ll be creating a ton of jobs our people could use. Admiral get people working around the clock returning as much equipment to all of the services as fast as possible. Start a general recall for the best people who were RIFed, we’ll need them to man the equipment and to fight the invaders.”

The Admiral nodded, “Mr. President, may I suggest you meet with Jack who will speak for militia leaders, some were very helpful in our battles against the Mutaween. You can nationalize some of them into the Army.”

President Jackson shook his head, “I think we need a short break so we can all check where we stand, let’s get back together in twenty minutes. I think we can count on the militias to defend the country, but NOT if we nationalize them. Their leaders now have an office in the Pentagon, see what they need. I’m sure we have warehouses of rifles and ammo, mortars, etc. We can arm them same as our regular troops.

The Admiral looked shocked, “Mr. President, arm them? Many are untrained, do you really want us to arm them like our front-line troops?”

“YES. They enabled this country to defeat the British in 1776. They made up the bulk of both the North and Southern armies in the Civil War. They supported us in taking the country back. Let’s set up a meeting with their leaders. We’re going to need everyone who can fight. Remember what the Japanese said about invading us, something like there was a rifle behind every blade of grass so they couldn’t invade us. We need to make sure that’s truer now than ever. Make sure our national ammo factory is running around the clock. I know Mohmand closed almost all of the ammo factories, but we all know the equipment in those factories is just sitting there. Issue them their back to work licenses. Get them back making ammo. Same with the firearms factories, get them all back working.

“While we’re at it, Mohmand stopped all fracking and our oil sands projects, get as many of them back up and running. See if we can expand our reserves, think about tripling them as quickly as possible.”

The group nodded their heads. They exited the Situation Room to carry out their tasks, President Jackson held up his finger towards BB. When the doors were closed, the President whispered to BB, “Can you insert worms into their systems to slow down or screw up their plans? Remember how we and Israel screwed up Iran’s nuclear program? Can you pull something out of your ass like that?”

“Sir, I’m sure I’ll think of something nasty.”

“Excellent. BB, you have all the resources you need.”

Chapter 9

Chinese Communist Party Chairman Li Keqiang reviewed the latest reports from the People’s Intelligence Department on the current conditions in America. I expected Jackson to assume office and their military to rally round him, but he still has a huge task ahead of him. Mohmand broke America, I’m not sure anyone can repair it. Mohmand drove stakes through the heart of the entire country. No matter how much damage he caused, many of their left are still against Jackson. I’ll never understand these Americans. They’ll support someone cutting their own noses off as long as they speak the left’s buzz words.

Jackson asked me to leave Hawaii, or he’d release his strategic weapons. I don’t know if he’d really have attacked us with nuclear weapons, but there was no reason to test him. I got what I wanted, a new trade agreement making us their leading trade partner. After the damage that fool Mohmand did to our trade with America and the Sheikh did to Europe, I needed some good news to report to my people. I brought millions of jobs for them. Hopefully, I’ll be able to reverse the current recession.

The crazy Muslims floated a request asking if I’d support their invasion of America. I told them China didn’t possess the logistical support they needed. I suggested they contact Khrushchev. I know he’ll support them. He’ll become number one on America’s hit list. I’ll do whatever I can to help Jackson. In the end, China will replace Russia as the world’s second superpower. We’ll earn America’s thanks which is an IOU that could become very valuable.

Even in America’s weakened state, she is more powerful than the fool in Berlin thinks.  China will sit on the sidelines. We’ll watch and learn when the Americans destroy the Caliphate. When America is finished with the Caliphate, they’ll turn their anger on Russia. The resulting war will leave both battered and beaten, opening the door to our accession. In the end, China will be the world’s sole superpower. All I have to do is offer some small assistance to the Americans when they ask, that way China will stay on their good side. I’ll tell Jackson we were approached but turned the Sheikh down. This is the situation China has dreamed up.

His thoughts were interrupted by a knock on his door, “Enter.”

“Chairman, the IT intelligence group has determined the Americans have broken into the Caliphate’s network.”

The Chinese Chairman smiled, “Good for them. I didn’t think they had the expertise to break their firewalls. I’m impressed. What does this have to do with us?”

“Mr. Chairman, I propose we insert a few phony files into the Caliphate’s network which the Americans will locate. The files will keep them at each other’s throats.”

Li Keqiang sat up in his office chair, “I like it. What information are you proposing to insert into their network?”

“Mr. Chairman, we have a file prepared which says the Caliphate is planning on building an army of up to fifteen million people.”

“Fifteen million? They would never believe such a number.”

“The number is logical when one considers we will say in the file the Caliphate doesn’t plan on training all fifteen million, just arming them to create havoc in America. The Americans won’t be able to rearm quickly enough to counter such an army. We can offer to help them by selling them weapons, thus creating additional jobs. We’ll sell them our previous generation of weapons while we use their funds to rearm our military with new weapons.”

“An excellent idea, I like it. You have my permission to go ahead with the plan.”

Bowing, the agent left the Chairman’s office smiling.

Li Keqiang smiled to himself, and he called his military aide to join him. “Colonel General, we might get a request from the Americans for arms, what do we have that we could sell them?”

“Mr. Chairman, do you want to sell them weapons or just lead them on?”

“Colonel General, I want to sell them systems, some of our newest and some of our previous generation. They will also need the tech advisors to show them how to use the weapons. We can use the Americans to field test our newest systems while also paying us for our older generations. I want the Americans to destroy the Caliphate for us and at the same time give Russia a bloody nose. We’ll use the money they pay us for the weapons to design and build a new generation of systems so that our military becomes the strongest, most advanced in the world.”

“Mr. Chairman, I like it. I’ll assemble a list of systems for your review.”

“Thank you. I expect you to receive a call from the Americans within the next couple of weeks. Don’t agree too quickly, make them sweat it, make them come to me.”

The Colonel General smiled and nodded his head, “Yes, sir. I know just how to play them.”

@@@@@

Two hours later President Jackson and his cabinet resumed their discussions. The President looked around the room, he asked, “The first question remains how quickly can the Caliphate train and move their army? The second is how quickly can we be ready to meet them?”

Admiral Wright replied, “Mr. President, my gut says the Sheikh will have to cut a deal with the Chinese or the Russians for the ships he’ll need. We don’t think the Chinese will support them. They’ve never had any love for the Muslims. The Russians most likely will support them. Supporting the Caliphate will enable Khrushchev to hurt us without getting his hands dirty while also selling a lot of his old crap. The Russians never throw anything away. They have warehouses and ports filled with crap that goes all the way back to the Second World War. It’s just sitting around rusting away.”

The President asked the Admiral, “If we assume the Caliphate manages to cut a deal with Khrushchev, how long will it take to move the Russian equipment to the Caliphate, and then train and equip their army to begin the invasion? What’s the earliest they could arrive here?”

“Mr. President, I believe it will take the Caliphate a couple of weeks to reach an agreement with Khrushchev. It will then take the Russians at least six weeks to prepare the equipment to send. The duration of the trip to the Caliphate depends on which port they’ll use. My gut says they’ll use the port at Hamburg since it’s close to the Russian’s Northern Fleet base. Even with the equipment in the Caliphate, they will need time to train their troops, most who are really nothing more than Mutaween in different uniforms. If all of my assumptions are correct, I think we’re looking at between six and eight months before the first Caliphate boots touch a grain of sand on our beaches.”

“Admiral, it will be a cold day in hell when one of them walks on our beaches. I want them stopped before they reach our beaches. Admiral, if you were the Caliphate officer in charge, where would you plan on landing?”

“Mr. President, if I were the Caliphate officer, I’d commit suicide. I don’t want that job.”

The room laughed, “Admiral, seriously please answer my question. We need to prepare our beaches to stop them from reaching our shores. I remember my history. Field Marshal Rommel said he didn’t want an allied boot to reach the beach. He wanted the allies slaughtered before they reached the sand. I feel the same way. Had Hitler listened to Rommel and given him what he’d asked for, the invasion would have gone differently.”

“Mr. President, if I were their commanding officer, I’d want to land my troops on both the East and West coasts to split our forces. I’d select an area that’s very liberal, one that outlawed guns so I wouldn’t have to be bothered by armed citizens and militias. Mohmand declared a national emergency over what he called gun violence. Thus, he outlawed all semiautomatic weapons and all magazines that held more than ten rounds. We both know most people never turned their weapons in, they claimed they’d sold them or lost them. They were really hidden or buried for the time when they’d need them. Therefore, if I were in the Caliphate’s shoes, I’d pick ports close to cities that supported Mohmand that way I’d know I wouldn’t have to worry about any armed citizens and my troops would be welcomed by the locals. I could also count on a ready supply of local food and water.”

President Jackson shook his head. The others knew they were facing a dire situation, most likely the most serious since the war of 1812. “Do you really think some of our citizens would support an invasion from the Caliphate?”

“Yes, sir I do. We’re already facing areas that want to secede and join the Caliphate, what makes you think those people wouldn’t happily support an invasion? We could end up fighting an invasion, insurgents, and a civil war. We don’t have the troop strength or weapons to win three battles at the same time. Even one war is going to be difficult to win, three will be impossible.”

President Jackson held up his hand, the room instantly quieted, he wanted to think through what the Admiral told him. Every eye in the room was locked on the President. No one moved waiting for him to say something.

“Admiral, what you said makes too much sense to me. If you were going to invade, which cities would you select?”

“Mr. President, I’d land in Seattle, a city in a state that is so far to the left they would make Lenin jealous. The closest military base is the air reserve base at the Portland Airport. Fort Lewis was closed, and its troops were merged with other bases. The strategic missile boat base at Naval Base Kitsap was closed last year when the Governor demanded President Mohmand close the base and remove all nuclear weapons from his state. Interstate 5 runs all the way South to the Mexican border.”

“My God! Since when does a governor tell a President what to do?” Asked President Jackson.

“When it suited the President’s goal of neutering America.”

“Where the missile boats go?”

“Most were decommissioned, and they were stored at the San Diego Naval Base.”

“Can they be put back into service? Wait, let’s discuss that after you complete your thoughts.”

“Mr. President, Seattle allows them to cover our entire Northwest and opens the door into Canada and the Rockies. We’d have to move ground troops all the way from San Diego. By the time we reached Seattle, they’ll be well entrenched. They’ll hold the city hostage, making the task of removing them from our soil much harder. Sir, the other reason I’d select Seattle is we won’t be able to mine it or build a lot of objects to quickly close the port. It’s one of our largest commercial ports.”

“How would you handle the logistics and move your troops here if you were their commander?”

“I’d load my troops and equipment in freighters and container ships. Some of those container ships can hold over 900 containers, that’s a hell of a lot of equipment. Some can be outfitted to hold troops. All I’d have to do is dock, allow the port to move the containers off the ship for me, thereby placing my people and equipment on shore for me. In the middle of the night, on the weekend, or over a three-day holiday, I’d open the containers and poof, like magic, I’d have tens of thousands of troops and tanks in Seattle. I’d have control of the city before D.C. even knew it.”

“Admiral, that’s a very depressing thought. Could they really pull it off?”

“Yes, sir. Very easily. They wouldn’t have to fight their way ashore; our happy unionized port workers would give them their foothold in America.”

“Shit! You said you’d invade in two locations, where’s the second?”

“Mr. President, I can’t decide between the port of Newark, New Jersey or Boston.”

“I know I’m going to regret this, but why those two ports?”

“First, Newark places my forces close to New York City to hold as hostage, it also places my forces close enough to put pressure on D.C. New Jersey has some of the toughest gun laws. Almost all of their people are unarmed so I wouldn’t have to face a militia. There aren’t any military bases close by. On the other hand, Boston places my forces close enough to capture New Groton and the submarine base.”

“I assume in both cases you’d load your equipment in container ships?”

“Yes, sir. If the navy sunk a container ship at sea, the world would turn against us. Plus, we’d be faced with the issue of determining how to determine which container ship is legal or which is carrying Caliphate troops.”

“Admiral, I’m sorry I asked you to tell me where and how you’d invade. You’ve given me a massive headache. I need a quick break to take a couple aspirin. Let’s get back together in an hour, Admiral, please invite the members of the Joint Staff to join us. I think we have a lot of planning to do. Bring your new best friend who represents the Militias. We’re really going to need them in this battle.”

“Yes, sir.”

After the last person left the Situation Room, President Jackson walked back to the Oval Office. He felt the weight of the country on his shoulders. I didn’t face anything like this during my elected terms. I’m facing an invasion, a possible war with Russia, a third of my citizens saying I’m not their President, an unknown number of Mutaween still harassing the people, and Dearborn trying to join the Caliphate. What the hell else could go wrong?

His thoughts are interrupted by Randy tapping him on the shoulder, “Mr. President?”

“Huh? Randy, what’s up?”

“Sir, the Governor of California, has issued a statement supporting Dearborn’s secession and stating he wants the State of California to join the Caliphate too.”

“I shouldn’t have asked what else could happen.”

“Sir?”

“Nothing, Randy, please get the Speaker of the House on the phone. I think it’s time we give the Mayor of Dearborn and the Governor a little surprise.”

Smiling and nodding, Randy replied, “Yes, sir.”

While waiting for the Speaker to come on the line, the President opened an encrypted chat with the AG, “Can we bring back internment camps and put the Muslims in them?”

The question surprised the AG. “Sir, the answer is yes and no.”

President Jackson replied, “That’s as clear as mud, what do you mean yes and no? Is it legal or not?”

“Sir, the U.S. Supreme Court, in 1944, in Korematsu v. the United States upheld the constitutionality of the camps due to "military necessity." But that same year, the court ruled in Ex parte Endo that those who'd proven their loyalty to the United States couldn't be detained. Hence, yes and no. The question comes down to, are the Muslim’s loyal or not? If yes, you can’t intern them, if no, you can. I also believe interning them will turn the media against you.”

The President smiled, “As if they’ll ever support me. They helped Mohmand win the election and begin converting the country. They covered up his radical past, and they covered up his real plans, just as they’ve done in the past. Once they select the candidate they want to win, they do everything within their power to assist their chosen one win. Only this time they chose poorly, and many of them paid the ultimate price.”

“If you ask me, they got what they asked for.”

“I won’t comment. I’d like you to discuss the issue of internment with a few judge friends of mine before we decide. I don’t want us to start down this road to have a court stop us mid-step. Time isn’t on our side, please get back to me as soon as possible.”

“Yes, sir.”

President Jackson nodded to himself, I don’t think we have six months. If we don’t move to fix the country now, the Caliphate will have an easy time of it when their troops arrive. We’ll be fighting among ourselves. If we’re going to survive and return America to her rightful place, I have to take quick action now. The people are waiting for me to lead them into the light. Well, lead them I will. Many are going to be pissed but screw them.

The AG interrupted his thoughts by sending a new message, “Mr. President, there’s an issue we haven’t discussed.”

“What is it?”

“We’re being flooded with lawsuits from people who’ve been injured, or lost property caused by President Mohmand’s actions.”

“Such as?”

“Sir, the Mutaween which was a government agency under President Mohmand killed and injured over two-hundred thousand citizens. They burned down over a thousand businesses and homes, most of them belonging to Jewish citizens. Then there are the hundreds of pig farmers in the Midwest they burned out of business and don’t forget the pet stores and those the pets the Mutaween killed. Don’t forget the tens of thousands of bars they closed and burned. You get the idea.”

“Let’s see if we can get a realistic accounting of the damage. I’ll ask Randy to call the leaders of the Jewish community. Let’s chat with them. Is there anything else I should know right now?”

The AG typed, “Sir, should I announce the elections will be held in November?”

“Yes, let’s show everyone this isn’t a coup. I intend to return the country to the people and their representatives.” The President looked at the various 3D images of smoke over American cities and reports of Americans fighting Americans. Reporters saying the President should be arrested for leading a coup while others called him the country’s savior. Panel members yelled at each other and in many cases even exchanged punches on camera. Bars and restaurants barred people from wearing a shirt or hat supporting one side or the other.

Some businesses hung signs saying they supported the President, some with signs showing the Caliphate’s flag had been torched, dark oily smoke still hung over such burnt outbuildings. In Philadelphia, entire blocks of apartments and homes were nothing more than smoking ruins and foundations.

One of the worst terror attacks took place at the Norfolk Tunnel which ran under the river. The tunnel allowed people to travel from one side of the city and further on to Virginia Beach. A truck bomb had exploded in the tunnel destroying it and killing nine hundred people. It also stuck a number of military people away from the bases in Norfolk and the Naval Air Station.

A truck bomb which had been planned to be detonated on the George Washington bridge was caught due to a freak accident when a UPS truck ran into a FedEx truck which had the bomb in it. The driver of the FedEx truck panicked and exploded the bomb while still on Interstate 80 a mile before the Bridge. The explosion tore a huge hole in the Interstate stopping traffic across the bridge.

The President was saddened by what he saw. He’d tried to book time on the broadcast networks. However, the mainstream channels turned down his request for time claiming he wasn’t the ‘real President.’ He made the speech anyway online which is how most people received their news. Nevertheless, he quickly learned that the five largest carriers blocked his address for the same reasons as the broadcasters.

The President instructed the FCC to open investigations into the broadcasters and carriers for violating their licenses. The initial report gave the President something to smile about. He instructed the Director of the FCC to inform the broadcasters and carriers if they refused to carry the President’s speech to the nation, the FCC would revoke their licenses. They were, of course, free to sue and the FCC was sure in three to four years it took the trials to work their way through the legal system they might even win, however, until that time they would be off the air, and their investments would be worth zero. They quickly agreed to carry his speech.

Chapter 10

Sheikh Afzal reviewed his notes before he spoke with the leaders of China and Russia. He wanted to make sure he had all of his points organized. When he was sure he was ready, he said, “Arafat, please see if you can arrange a call with President Khrushchev.”

“Yes, sir. If you’ll excuse me a moment, I’ll get him on the secured phone.”

The Sheikh’s call was rejected by the Kremlin’s operator who informed the Sheikh, “I’m very sorry, President Khrushchev has asked me to tell you he is too busy to speak with you. If you would care to tell me the reason for your call, I’ll make sure he gets the message.”

The Sheikh responded in a furious tone, “I don’t want to leave you a message, I want to speak to him, one national leader to another. Why don’t you tell him to zip up his pants and take my call?”

“Mr. Sheikh, President Khrushchev is in a military staff meeting, he’s left instructions not to be disturbed. May I take your message for him?”

“Excellent, I would like to speak to your Minister of Defense too.”

“I’ll inform both of them. Is there anything else I can do for you at this time?”

“Yes, I want to speak with them as soon as possible. It's imperative and I need to hear from them today.”

“I understand your desire, however, as I’ve informed you, the President is very busy at the moment. I am not sure when his schedule will be open.”

“Just tell him. I know he’ll want to speak with me.”

“Yes, sir.”

The Sheikh thought another reason why women can’t be trusted to be in any position of importance. I’m so happy Sharia Law sets down the rules about women.

@@@@@

Midway between Hawaii and Midway, the USS Tiger Shark was cruising three hundred feet under the Pacific. She was running almost silently, a hole in the water made more noise than her class did. She was only making 5 knots in order to stay hidden from any other submarine looking for them.

“Captain, sonar, we have an undefined contact 5,000 yards to the southwest.”

“Sonar, captain, I’m on my way.” I can sleep when I’m dead. I wonder who’s out here. I hope it’s not someone looking for us.

Entering the sonar room, Captain Helms asked,

“Sonar, what have you got?”

“Sir look at the waterfall. You can see the line right at the 1.8Hz line. That’s a mechanical noise.”

“What’s the AI say?”

“Captain, the black box with the funny flashing lights says we have a Russian Type 58 nuclear attack boat sniffing around.”

“Do you think she can hear us?”

“Sir, it’s almost impossible at 5,000 yards. It all depends on how good their new sonar computers are. I think we should engage the masker to enable us to slip away. To the best of our knowledge the Russians and Chinese have no idea about the masker.”

“Agreed.” Captain Helms switched the channel on the handset, “Captain to control.”

“Control, Captain. XO here.”

“XO, I assume you know we have a Type 58 sniffing around.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Sonar suggests we engage the masker.”

“I agree.”

“XO, engage the masker, rig the boat for ultra-quiet.”

“Aye sir, engage the masker and rig the boat for ultra-quiet.”

The XO ordered, “Engage the masker and rig boat for ultra-quiet.”

Crew people who weren’t on duty slid into their bunks, all unnecessary equipment was powered down, and the reactor was also powered down. At the same time, a small decoy was launched which mimicked a humpback whale. The XO smiled, that should confuse them. We should now be a black hole in the water. The masker should block any noise we’re emitting, our new surface coating should prevent every noise from escaping. For all intents and purposes, we’re invisible. Even our Presidential class boats, man I wish I was on one of those babies couldn’t hear us when we used the masker.

Captain Helms asked the sonar officer,

“Check for our self-noise, I don’t want one Db of sound to leak.”

“Sir, I have our self-noise being constantly being monitored. We’re a black hole.”

“XO, remember that TS report about President selling the Russians our secrets, and their blue/green laser?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I think this is a good time to try our new little toy.”

The XO smiled, “YES, SIR.”

“As soon as the toy is ready, launch another masker, make it a mark 4, let’s see if the Russians take the bait. Also, check for all of our external sensors, we don’t want the Russian boat to get a hit on us with any of their sensors. I’ll be on the bridge, let me know any updates.”

@@@@@

Captain First Rank Vladimir Vorapon smiled while he studied the repeater at his command seat. Our new underwater blue/green laser/sonar has found an American missile boat. The computer said it’s the Tiger Shark. If she follows the standard American SOP, she’ll cut her speed, go to ultra-quiet and she’ll deploy a masker drone to convince us she’s a whale. I’ll send a drone to follow her masker, so her captain thinks we fell for her trick. I’ll turn on our own masking device which will hide us from their sensors. Thank God their stupid Muslim President sold us some of their best secrets. If he hadn’t, their new technology would have fooled us. I hope they don’t know about our underwater laser. He looked up at his executive officer standing in front of him.

“XO, what can I do for you?”

“Captain, the American boat just went silent. She just dropped off our displays, she must have a sensor we don’t know about which told her captain we were using a laser to track her. Her masker went silent. They must have realized we knew about their masker and they have something we don’t know about. How should I record the event?”

“Damn the Americans and their technology. Stop the boat, rig for ultra-quiet. The American boat couldn’t have gotten far. I don’t want her to escape.”

“Yes, sir.”

@@@@@

“Captain, we've been lased! The Russian boat has one of their new underwater lasers.”

“XO, our new toy should automatically have cut in. I guess we’ll know soon enough. Start to slowly increase depth to 900 feet, if the toy works they’ll think we’ve disappeared. When we’re under the layer release a drone that sounds like us operating ultra-quiet. Send the drone towards them, we’ll stay here in the layer and slowly make our way to the Northeast.”

“Aye, sir.”

@@@@@

On the Russian boat, the atmosphere was agitated. “Captain, we’ve picked up the American boat again, she’s moving at 3 knots. Sir, she’s moving directly towards us. She might have a lock on us.”

“Damn the Yankees and their technology. Turn the boat 45 degrees.”

“Sir, could they have heard us over 2,500 meters away while we were silent and sitting dead in the water? What kind of demons are these Americans?”

“XO, the GRU reported they can hear us even further. Their new Shark class boats are stuffed with new technology. Thank the stars they only have a handful of them. I heard their new attack boats, they call them their Presidential class is even better than their shark class. What worries me is their Shark class almost always travels with an attack boat close by. We could have one of their damn boats sitting on top of us and the first we’d know it is when we died.”

“I thought the Yankees were going to continue their Colombia and Virginia class boats until 2060, something about the new classes being too expensive.”

“So did most of the world. They built five Colombias before their DARPA released new technology which made the Shark class almost invisible. We got lucky only because their blackass of a President sold us the plans. Without them, we’d never have discovered her. In a war, the Sharks were designed to launch their missiles without anyone knowing they were even at sea. They can also launch their missiles quicker than any other boat in the world. They’re armed with a new Trident Mark 3, they call their missiles the E6, each has a range of 12,000 Kms and carries up to fifteen small warheads.”

“Thank god for small favors, small warheads are better than large ones…”

“Not so fast, the Americans discovered a way to boost a small yield into a much a larger explosion. The blackass told us each one of their warheads carries the yield of 750Kt.”

“Oh, shit! I still need to know how the American boat found us? I’d understand one of their attack boats locating us, but not one of their missile boats.”

“They must have sensors we don’t know about. It just proves my point. You can’t ever trust blackasses, they have no honor. I’d trust an American before any blackass. At least the Americans have honor and won’t start a war with us just because we pray to a different god then they do. I have a grandfather who fought the blackasses, he hated them.”

“Captain, what are your plans?”

“We’ll let her cross above us, then we’ll follow her in her baffles. We’ll have to stay at least three thousand meters behind her, so her new tail doesn’t hear us.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll give the conn the orders. Sir, do you think she’ll escape us?”

“I hope not. We’ll get a reward if we can follow one and return to base with solid sound recordings. No one has ever trailed a new Shark class yet.”

@@@@@

The Sheikh placed a call to Moscow every day for two weeks. Every day he received the same reply from the Moscow operator. President Khrushchev was tied up. He then tried to call China and was told the same thing. He called his closest aide to see him, “Arafat find someone in the damned Kremlin who can get to Khrushchev. I need to speak with him, and I’m tired of the childish games he’s playing. I control one of the most populated empires in the world.”

“Yes, my lord. I’ll ask our military leaders to reach out to their counterparts. I’m sure one of them will get the message to their President. What about the Chinese?”

“They’re playing the same damn games. I wonder if Jackson somehow bought them off. If he did, I'd pray to Allah he never forgives Mohmand, that ass deserves to wander hell forever.”

Almost twenty days after the Sheikh’s first call his secure phone rang, it was answered by Arafat, who informed the Sheikh,

“My lord, the Kremlin is returning your call.”

“Hand me that phone, it's about damn time.”

“Sheikh Afaz, please hold for President Khrushchev.”

“Sheikh, this is President of the Russian Federation Khrushchev, I understand you’ve been trying to reach me for a while. What is so important that you’ve been hounding my staff and you’ve sent your military commanders to reach out to mine? You were informed I was busy and would return your call when I could.”

“Mr. President, thank you for returning my call. I’ve been trying to reach you to discuss a potentially profitable agreement that will help both of our countries.”

“Why should the Russian Federation lift a single finger to help you? The Caliphate has been smuggling weapons to people in the Federation. You’re supporting people in the Federation to kill other Federation citizens. You have festered revolution among my people. You have paid the families of suicide bombers who managed to kill good Russians. The Caliphate has been responsible for thousands of my citizens’ deaths. Why should I listen to anything you say?”

“Mr. President, the Caliphate military has not officially sent any weapons into the Russian Federation.”

“Sheikh, we both know what’s going on, you’re supporting Muslims to rise up and create a civil war in the Russian Federation. Why should I listen to anything you have to say?”

“Because we share a common enemy, we both want to hurt America. By working together, we can hurt them. We can hurt them in such a way they’ll never recover.”

“I don’t want America’s nuclear weapons destroying the Motherland.”

“Mr. President, what if I can promise you the Russian Federation’s hands will be clean, and America will never know you assisted us.”

“Sheikh, we both know that’s impossible. They will always find a way to determine who was behind any attack. We’re talking about the Americans, not the stupid Europeans. Remember that when you strike America or Israel, you’re really attacking both. Think very carefully about what you’re going to do, it might bite you in your own ass.”

“Mr. President, I can guarantee the Americans won’t know you helped us. They’ll be too busy resisting our plan to do any detective work to find out you assisted us.”

“Tell me in five words what your plan is and what you need from me.”

“We will invade, need ships. I said it in five words.”

President Khrushchev broke out laughing,

“The Caliphate is going to invade the United States of America? Are you suicidal? As soon as one of your troops steps on their land, they will use all of their military to destroy the Caliphate. You may land some troops in America, but they will have nothing left to return home to and to be honest I don’t want any more radioactive fallout drifting on my country.”

“You invaded Alaska without starting a nuclear war.”

“Sheikh, we invaded when Mohmand was President, I wouldn’t have invaded when President Jackson was President. I know the man, he has no sense of humor. He has no patience, he will strike back and destroy anyone who attacks America. We withdrew from Alaska when he assumed power and told us if we didn’t leave his country, he’d release his strategic weapons.”

“Do you really believe he’d use weapons of mass destruction?”

“I know he would. His finger was poised over the button. Believe me, this is not a man you should play games with. You think you’re so smart, you spent enough money to get one of you elected, that only shows how stupid the average American is. I know Jackson, he’s a warrior at heart. I know when he says get off my land or else, he meant it. He will destroy your little empire. He will speed your trip to Allah.”

“We know there are many questions if he’s even legally their President.”

“Sheikh, under certain conditions their military can release their nuclear weapons, they have said they will follow Jackson. Don’t bet against him. Why do you believe the Russian Federation would get involved in your invasion?”

“All we need from you are some ships which we’ll change the names of.”

“Sheikh, ships can be identified by their design. Don’t think that you can confuse anyone by changing their names. Just for the hell of it, what type of ships are you looking for?”

“Container ships. We need at least twenty of them.”

“Sheikh, our Navy doesn’t have container ships. I can arrange for you to learn about the locations of ships the Caliphate can lease. That’s as far as I’m willing to go.”

“I accept your kind offer and thank you.”

“Sheikh, if your plan goes bad and Jackson asks me about it, I will throw you to the wolves, and I will help him destroy you.”

“Mr. President, I understand. You won’t have to worry about it. Our plans are so strong we can’t lose.”

“I’ve heard that before. I suggest you review your history. Remember what Admiral Yamamoto said, “You cannot invade the mainland United States. There would be a rifle behind every blade of grass.” We learned this was true when we landed in Alaska. Their armed citizens and militias drew a lot of Russian blood. Invading their mainland will quickly unite America, and you will find armed citizens shooting at your people from every inch of their country. You will need triple the people you think you need and even then, you’re going to lose.”

“God is on our side. We can’t lose. They no longer have armed citizens or militias, Mohmand saw to that. We have nothing to worry about concerning their citizens.”

“I’ve heard that excuse before. Every side in a war believes God is on their side. I’ve learned that God usually sits on the sidelines laughing as we kill each other. By the way, we quickly learned that many of the Americans only hid their weapons and they’re damn good hunters and shooters.”

“We are Allah’s children.”

“The Jews say they’re God’s chosen…”

“We will kill every Jew. We will return Israel to the rightful owners.”

“Sheikh, I wish you luck trying to destroy Israel. Muslims have tried many times to destroy Israel, you’ve lost every war against them. They are a small country surrounded by your so-called Empire and every time you attempt to push them into the sea, they push you into the desert. They killed the Saudi Royal family, and they destroyed the Dome of the Rock. Even now most of your Middle Eastern oil fields are covered in radioactive fallout. If Jackson gets angry, he will rain nuclear fire on you. Then again, he might not even have to use nukes. We’ve noticed you have a little hole in the center of Berlin. Did something fall out of the sky and destroy one of your secret bunkers? Remember that, that’s the people you want to invade.”

“Allah is on our side, we can’t lose.”

“I will be watching how you handle them. Remember they have over five thousand nuclear weapons and they have delivery systems to cover all of the Caliphate.”

“Allah will protect us.”

“Yes, I’m sure he will,” laughed the Russian leader before hanging up. The Sheikh pretended he was still talking, so he didn’t lose face in front of Arafat.

He spoke into a dead phone. “Thank you, I’ll be looking for the information. Good day to you too.”

Chapter 11

“Arafat check your computer. There should be information where we can lease the ships. Do you have it?”

“Yes, my lord. The Russians said there are a number of ships available for lease in Asia. I will have our people there contact their booking agents.”

“Make sure they are leased through a number of our false companies so they can’t be quickly traced back to us. Once the paperwork is completed order them to the port in Hamburg.”

“Yes, sir. Should I inform the port master to clear the other commercial ships out of the port, so there’s room for the leased ships?”

“Excellent idea. I’d forgotten how busy the port of Hamburg is. Yes, and send orders to the local police to keep everyone away from the port. We can’t afford any spies seeing what we’re doing with those ships. Order the port master to have tarps quickly placed over the ships so the infidel’s spy satellites can’t see them.”

The Caliphate controlled the information their citizens could hear or read. Powerful signal jammers blocked all outside signals from penetrating their borders. The Department of Truth censored the internet sites their citizens, except for the elite, were allowed to see. The Caliphate maintained their own search engines which went through their censors. Imams preached that looking at forbidden websites would doom their soul to an eternity of torture and pain in Hell. Women aren’t allowed to learn to read, they weren’t allowed to drive by themselves, or go to school. Nor were they allowed to vote or shop alone. The old rules where women couldn’t leave the house alone were modified because so many men were serving the caliphate in the medical field. Women could go out so long as at least three of them went together, and all were wearing burkas. Some all-female army units were being formed to work behind the Satan’s lines.

The Caliphate had been taken by surprise when President Jackson captured Mohmand and put him on trial. The Caliphate had planned a special three-hour broadcast celebrating their victory over the Great Satan. The Sheikh had even announced a special three-day holiday to celebrate their victory. They’d sent three hundred reporters with their broadcast crews to Washington D.C. in order to record President Mohmand’s signature on the agreement to join the Caliphate. They designed a new flag for America and even new national uniforms for the new police force.

The Caliphate reporters were sickened when President Jackson arrested Mohmand. Mohmand was placed on trial for treason, found guilty, and crucified by Jackson. The Caliphate broadcast both the trial and the crucifixion live. The Caliphate reported America had been taken over by anti-Muslim Crusaders. The Department of Truth told the people to show their disapproval. Millions of people clogged the streets through the Caliphate protesting the murder of President Mohmand. Millions screamed for vengeance and death to all Americans. Lines formed outside of recruiting stations, young men wanted to join the army of Allah to take revenge on the great Satan.

The few American tourists who were in the Caliphate were grabbed on the streets or in their rooms by members of the Mutaween. Many were dragged out of their hotels and beaten in the street. Ten were stripped and crucified like Mohmand. The Caliphate News Network broadcast the crucifixions around the world. The Islamic world cheered the murder of the tourists, even that of the tourists’ young children. The Islamic media demanded more blood for the murder of Mohmand.

Thousands of American flags were burned, President Jackson was crucified and burned in effigy. American owned or named buildings and companies were burnt to their foundation. Any American built car was stopped, overturned and set on fire, the drivers of the cars were trapped inside and burned alive. The rage against anything American spread through the Caliphate. Port workers refused to unload American cargo. American aid workers were raped and burned alive. Even American medications were destroyed. The word America became a profanity. Telling someone they were an American was a new way to curse and insult them.

@@@@@

The Sheikh used the anti-American mood to recruit more people into the army. He issued a call for young men between the ages of 16 and 40 to join the Army of Allah to save America from the infidels. He announced the Caliphate was going to raise the world’s most massive army and the goal of invading and conquering America. The Caliphate was going to teach the infidels a lesson for their murder of President Mohmand.

Indonesia responded to the Sheikh’s call for volunteers with three million young men who joined the new Army. Volunteers from Pakistan, India, Bangladesh, and Turkey sent the Sheikh an additional 12 million men. Iran offered two million with Egypt and Nigeria sending a combined 3 million men, giving the Sheikh 20 million people, the most massive army the world had ever seen.

The Chinese thought inserting a false story that the Caliphate was going to raise an army of 15 million would scare the shit out of President Jackson pushing him into China’s arms. Not even the Chinese intelligence thought such an army was possible, let alone one approaching 20 million.

The Sheikh knew he couldn’t invade America in the normal manner. He knew he didn’t have the time to train and arm such a massive army. His plan was simply to arm the mass of people and dump them in America to create havoc and terror. The Sheikh knew the Americans would have to chase all of the invaders down, further spreading out their few remaining troops and police. Once America’s military was fully engaged chasing the mass of bloodthirsty invaders, then he would send the Caliphate’s real army.

The new recruits are sent to newly constructed training camps built in Libya and Egypt. There wasn’t any intent to adequately train the army. The generals only wanted to teach the new recruits how to shoot and reload.

Arafat worked eighteen hours a day tracking down and leasing the container ships through multiple shell companies. After two months of seven days a week work, he was pleased to meet with the Sheikh to give him a progress report.

@@@@@

The Tiger Shark stayed in the layer, between two temperatures in the ocean. The layer bounced sonar signals, making it hard for the Russian submarine to locate the American boat. The Tiger Shark’s secret anti-laser system made them invisible to underwater or satellite-based lasers.

“Captain, sonar.” The chief sonar operator whispered into the 1MC.

“Sonar, Captain, what have you got?”

“Sir, the Russian boat is following our decoy.”

“Good, keep me informed. The white coats back home will be happy to hear their hard work paid off.”

Captain Helms reviewed the chart table. He motioned his XO to join him,

“Commander let’s head to this position. It will keep us heading away from the Russian boat and place us in her baffles where she can’t hear us.”

“Aye, sir. Is there anything special about that location?”

“It’s the operating area of Jefferson, one of our newest Presidential class SSNs. With the Russians poking around, I’d like to have an escort. We can hide while he chases the red boat away. By the way, even we won’t be able to hear the Jefferson, she’s more silent then we are.”

“Aye, sir. ETA, one hour. Sir, how will we contact them?”

“We won’t, they’ll hear us and know who we are. I’ll be in my cabin if you need me.”

“They’ll hear us? What kind of sonar do they have?”

“Their boats’ sonars and AI are generations ahead of us, and yes we were supposed to be the best boats in the ocean. They were built in secret.”

“Man, I’d like to get a tour of one of them. Are they large?”

“They are much smaller than the Virginia class and are also very automated; their entire crew is only 30 people. Yes, I know you’re wondering how a nuke can operate with only thirty people, one word. AI.”

“Are they fast too?”

“I’ve heard they can reach speeds over 40 knots. They have a type of lube that sprays over the hull and something that creates a bubble around the boat, so they don’t make any noise. Their hull is made of a ceramic matrix combined with carbon bucky-balls. Their hulls are much lighter than steel and much stronger. The exact composition of their hulls is above TS.”

“Holy shit, they’re a science fiction novel in the water.”

“Yup and their goal is to protect us and to attack other SSBNs.”

@@@@@

President Jackson read Admiral Wright’s latest report. “Admiral, I read your report. I’d like some more details concerning why you think we won’t be able to locate or stop the Caliphate ships. We know they’re in their port of Hamburg, why can’t we track them when they leave port? Why don’t we sink them when they leave port or even maybe sink a few in the middle of the Hamburg port which would block their entire port?”

“Mr. President, hundreds of container ships dock at Hamburg every day, additional hundreds dock at our ports too. We have no way to determine which are carrying troops and which are carrying toys made in China.”

“Can’t we stop all of the container ships which stopped at a Caliphate port?”

“Sir, these ships pick up cargo and drop it off all over the world. Many of them carry up to nine hundred containers. It would take a Coast Guard cutter’s crew weeks to check every container.”

“Damn it, that’s not what I wanted to hear. Look into a way to sink their ships before they leave the port of Hamburg and figure out which ships their troops will be on before they arrive here. Can we check the ships planning on unloading at the ports you’ve identified as the most likely invasion ports?”

“Sir, we can. But what happens if I’m wrong and we mass our forces at Newark, and they land elsewhere? We could get caught with our pants down and them in our rear. I will see about closing their port of Hamburg.”

“Admiral, I’m not the military expert. You are. Figure a way to either stop them before they arrive or stop them from getting a foothold here.”

“Sir, can I attack their military bases.”

“In the Caliphate?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Admiral, that would be an overt act of war, you can strike them after they attack us otherwise we’ll be giving them an excuse to attack us.”

“Sir, you’re tying my hands behind my back.”

“Admiral, if we attack first, we’ll be helping them. We’ll turn countries that are sitting on the fence against us.”

“Sir, most of those countries already hate us. They’ll support the Caliphate’s attack.”

“I’m hoping we can turn some of them against the Caliphate.”

“Sir, if I understand you, I can’t attack them until they make the first move against us. Once they make the first move, then I’m free to pound their bases.”

“Correct. Tell me how we’re doing restoring our equipment.”

“Mr. President, we have three thousand people working at the Sierra Depot where the Army stored tanks, APCs, trucks, and MLRS. Everything from uniforms to nuts and bolts were stored there. We got lucky. The team on site stored the M100 tanks in perfect working order. We’re pulling them out of storage, painting them, and sending them to units. The LAVs and APCs are taking a little longer only because they weren’t stored with the same care. We also discovered 6,000 M1A8 tanks that only need to be checked out and have their fluids changed. They will be returned to units within six months. Part of the problem to restore them to front line units is we lack the trucks to carry the tanks waiting for them. We need more trucks.”

“Admiral, I pray we have six months. That is better news then I expected. Remind me to thank the generals for storing most of the equipment in useable conditions. See which commercial trucking companies can help us. Offer them anything they want for the trucks.”

“Sir, it will take the Sheikh at least that long to train and transport his army here.”

“How are we doing chasing the remaining Mutaween down?”

“Not so good. They move in small groups, they strike in the middle of the night, and they’re gone by dawn.”

“How many of our people have they killed since we got rid of Mohmand?”

“Sir, DHS has the latest count. I’ve heard they’d killed over five hundred people.”

“How did they kill them?”

Admiral Wright took a long pause,

“I assume from your silence, they’re crucifying our people.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Admiral, can you send a couple SOF squads to track the last Mutaween down and stop them?”

“Yes, sir. What’s their ROE?”

“There aren’t any. I want the Mutaween stopped before they kill any more of our people. Ask the militias for more help and send the best we have to stop them.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll send three SEAL teams after them.”

“Thank you.”

@@@@@

Local militias tracked the Mutaween. They followed the lines of crosses. The militias cut down those on the crosses, hopefully before they died. Ambulances took the unfortunate victims to local hospitals and immediate medical facilities. Half of them were saved due to the quick action of the local militias.

The Mutaween knew they’re being hunted. They traveled from small town to town in the middle of the night, killing as many infidels as possible. They knew they weren’t going to survive their last battle. They wanted to die in the service of Allah which meant they would instantly go to paradise and be gifted with 72 virgins.

The three SEAL teams sent groups of two-person groups into rural America searching for the Mutaween. Three days into their mission, two members of Seal Team Six got lucky, they discovered six Mutaween beginning to crucify five Americans. The SEALs wounded the Mutaween, who quickly released the Americans. The SEALs then crucified the Mutaween on the crosses they planned to crucify the Americans. They poured pigs blood over the Mutaween, so they wouldn’t be allowed into paradise. The Mutaween screamed and cried like small children when the blood was poured on them. The SEALs left the Mutaween begging for help. The local Americans cheered the SEALs.

Three weeks after the SEALs began their search and kill mission to locate and destroy the Mutaween, the last Mutaween was nailed to a cross overlooking a Christian Church. The last Mutaween was also covered in pig’s blood. Each body was left on their cross until their body decomposed and fell off. The remains were then burned with a pig.

The Sheikh watched the American news broadcasts showing the crucifixions of the Mutaween. He threw a gold teacup through his 3D hologram projector. He yelled for his closest aide,

“Arafat get in here!”

“My lord, what can I do for you?”

“Have you seen what the infidels have done?”

“No sir, I have been busy preparing for our invasion.”

“They crucified our remaining Mutaween in America. Once again, they did it on live television. They showed the crucifixions in 3D. I could see the tears on the brave Mutaween’s faces. The demon infidels covered them in pig’s blood so they won’t be able to enter paradise. We have to speed up our timeline for the invasion.”

“My lord, the timeline can’t be sped up. We’re talking about millions of people being trained, the ships we’ve leased haven’t even started their journeys. Sir, we offered the remaining Mutaween a safe way out of America. They chose to stay and bring Allah’s justice to as many infidels as possible. They knew they were going to pay with their lives, but they didn’t expect the infidels to figure out a way to block their access into paradise. There was nothing we could do to save them.”

“Arafat, I know. I’m not blaming you, it turns my stomach watching those brave souls be crucified in front of the world. I felt their pain when the damned SEALs drove the nails through their flesh. My soul burned when I heard their piercing screams. I prayed to Allah, but I know even he can’t save them. They’ll be stopped from entering paradise due to the pig's blood, they are unclean.”

“My lord, we will soon have our revenge. Soon, we will leave rows of crosses from the infidel’s east to their west coasts. Millions of infidels will die on the cross they worship.”

The Sheikh smiled as he visualized Arafat’s words.

“Arafat, thank you. Yes, I can’t wait till their country is stained red with the blood from millions of the damned infidels. Please do everything possible to speed up the invasion. We can’t wait too long, or they will have time to rearm and reorganize their military.”

“The Great Satan is too large a country for them to prepare every possible invasion location. My lord, so far our intelligence organization hasn’t picked up any word of the American military preparing for an invasion.”

“I know. However, I worry how long we will be able to keep the secret.”

“I think that even if they discover our plans, they won’t be able to do anything to stop us.”

“My friend, what about their navy, their attack submarines, and underwater drones?”

Arafat laughed, “My lord, our troops and equipment will be on normal container ships. Hundreds dock at their ports every day. They won’t be able to figure out which ones we have troops on. They may discover our plans, but they won’t be able to stop us. Not even they have the resources to stop and search every cargo ship. Even if we lose a few ships, our numbers are so great, enough will arrive to cause mass havoc and infidel spilled blood.”

“I pray to Allah you’re correct.”

A wounded America was trying to heal its wounds caused by President Mohmand. Slowly the country’s economy began to show signs of life. People who were driven from their homes began to return to their destroyed homes. Thousands of Jews who fled the country were split whether to return or stay in Israel. President Jackson gave speeches asking them to return. He told them he would guarantee their safety. Most didn’t believe him.

Israel tried to convince the American Jews to stay. Many did, while others wanted to return home. Some returned home worried that the Caliphate would attack Israel. With nuclear weapons, they felt they would be safer in America than they would be in Israel because America was larger, and no one had ever succeeded on invading America.

Chapter 12

Three Muslim waiters who’d been vetted by the Secret Service were actually members of a secret Caliphate assassination team. Their mission was to kill the First Family by placing a small bomb on the underside of a service tray used to deliver meals to the First Family. They planned to leave the tray in the first family’s living quarters, they planned to set the bomb off when they entered the service elevator, so they were far enough away from the blast.

The waiters received the moldable plastic explosive with their daily food supplies. One of the White House food suppliers had been paid off to deliver the package of explosive which had been packaged inside previously approved food boxes. One of the waiters molded the explosive to the bottom of the service tray, so it was almost impossible to see. Once the explosives were set under the tray the waiters placed the food on the tray, and they set the ultra-small trigger/receiver which was less than an eighth of an inch square into the explosive.

The waiters smiled when they delivered the evening’s meal to the First Family. Janice and Robert who were hungry smiled and thanked the waiters. The waiters were taken by surprise when Robert’s new dog came running and barking out of his bedroom. The dog ran towards the cart. The dog pawed, growled and cried at the service tray.  President Jackson looked at the dog and the two waiters who were rushing to leave the dining room. He felt something was wrong. He pushed the emergency button for the Secret Service who were in the room within five seconds. The President said, “Please check the waiters and the food cart, Robert’s new dog is acting very funny.”

One agent pulled out his gun, he aimed it at the waiters, “Don’t move.”

The other started inspecting the cart, he ran his hand under the tray, when he felt the explosive he yelled, “GET OUT OF HERE! MOVE!!! GO!”

The waiters began to run down the hall, the first Secret Service agent shot one of the waiters, the other yelled, “ALLAHU AKBAR!” Before he too was shot, he pressed the send button on his cellular phone.

One of the Secret Service agents pushed the first family into the master bedroom, he covered the President with his own body when the bomb in the cart exploded. The first Secret Service agent and the waiter who detonated the bomb died in the explosion. The First Family were shaken up but survived with bloody noses and ringing ears. The dining room was severely damaged, and the sprinklers in the ceiling automatically came on to put out the fire. Secret Service agents and heavily armed Marines came running from all over the White House. The White House was locked down. Any of the media who usually hung around the press room were locked in a room to be questioned by the Secret Service. All of them had felt and heard the explosion. Many yelled questions at the Secret Service agents asking what had happened. No one told the media anything. When the press refused to move, the Marines pushed them with their rifles out of the press room and into the holding room. All of their electronic equipment was taken for inspection by Secret Service agents. When the reporters complained, they were shown the barrel of a rifle and told to shut up.

Sirens filled the streets of D.C. as the fire department, city, and capital police were on their way to the White House. The President’s Navy doctor was escorted upstairs to check the First Family.

The President pulled himself from under the Secret Service agent, “Honey, are you okay?”

“Yes, what about Bobby? My ears are ringing, and I have a bloody nose. The blood just ruined my new blouse.”

They heard a voice from under a blanket, “I’m fine mom, I really am.”

Moments later, the living quarters were jammed with agents, the doctor, EMS, and the fire department. President Jackson stood and smiled at everyone, “Thanks, we’re all fine, we really are.”

The doctor smiled, “Mr. President, let me take all of you to the hospital to check you over.”

“I’m fine. Can’t you check us over here?”

“Sir, if you insist.”

“Please, we’ve been through enough tonight. I don’t want to stress my family anymore. They just moved back in a couple of days ago. I feel safer here then I’ll do in the hospital. The White House can be better protected than a hospital.”

“Sir, if that’s your decision. I’ll check each of you out right here. If I see anything serious, I will insist on taking the injured to the hospital.”

“I can accept that. I’d like to speak to the Marine commander.”

While the doctor checked the President’s family, the head of the Secret Service Presidential protection detail arrived. He looked at the destruction, he shook his head and felt guilty, “Sir, I’m sorry, I was home having dinner.”

“It’s okay, who were the waiters?”

“Sir, they were two holdovers from President Mohmand’s presidency. We checked them out, they passed a loyalty test.”

A very angry President stared the agent in his eyes, “That ought to tell you something about your loyalty tests. I want everyone who used to work for President Mohmand out of the White House. I want them out right damn now. I want them arrested and double-checked.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll get the staff right on it. We’ll take each into custody to check their stories.”

“Give each a stress lie dictator test. Any who are marginal lock away.”

“Yes, sir will do. If you don’t object, I’d like to station additional agents through the House.”

The President nodded his head, “Sort of like locking the door after the horse bolted? Don’t worry about it. I have no objection to more agents. I want the entire house checked and double checked. I think we should keep the press out of the house until we have press events. I think we’re going to limit the people in and out.”

Randy quickly arrived, out of breath, he panted, “Mr. President are you and the family okay?”

The President patted Randy’s shoulder nodding at him. “Yes, we’re fine. Don’t go away. I want to check on my family then we’re going to the Oval and figure out how to respond to the attempt on my family. Ask the Admiral to join us in thirty minutes.”

“Yes, sir.”

The White House Marine commander waited for the President. “Captain.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I want the White House a, the Capitol, the Court, and the State Department sealed for now. Deploy whatever troops and equipment you want. Your ROE is to use your best judgment. Do you have any questions?”

“No, sir. I’ll get right on it. Sir, what about heavy armor?”

“Captain, seal the buildings with whatever means you deem necessary.”

“Yes, sir.”

Thirty minutes later, the three men were seated around the coffee table loaded with sandwiches and cups of coffee. They paused, hearing the sound of Marine LAV and tanks arriving at the White House. The Capital Police attempted to stop the tanks from driving on the city’s streets. The Marines told the police to move or be run over, they were following orders passed down directly from the Commander and Chief.

The police quickly realized SUVs weren’t a match for 65-ton tanks and moved out of the tanks’ way. The police gave the tanks an escort to the government buildings.

In the Situation Room, the President asked, “Admiral, how do we return the favor to the Sheikh?”

The Admiral replied while checking his notes, “Sir, he spends all of his time underground. He hasn’t been seen on the surface since Israel destroyed the Saudi royal bunker.”

“Do we know where his new bunker is?”

“Yes, sir. It’s under their temporary Parliament building in West Berlin.”

“Can you take his bunker out?”

“Yes, sir. However, there will be considerable civilian causalities.”

“Does the Caliphate really use the building for Parliament meetings or is it just for show? I thought the Sheikh ran the show over there.”

“Sir, their show Parliament, meets there once a month, their next meeting is in a week.”

President Jackson stared into space, he swallowed his coffee before answering, “Take out the building in the middle of their session. That ought to send him a message he understands. Leave his bunker alone that ought to tell him we could have hit him if we wanted to. He’ll feel the explosions above his head. He’ll know we could have killed him if we wanted to.”

“Yes, sir. Can I use one of the new space-based weapons?”

“You mean the ones that don’t exist? You know the damn UN outlawed placing weapons in space.”

“Yes, sir. Those weapons, the ones that don’t exist. The ones that took out the Sheikh’s last bunker. The ones their media reported a small meteor got through their space-based radar and just by chance hit the center of their capital.”

Both men laughed, President Jackson smiled. The President looked into space before saying. Can we get a SEAL team into their port of Hamburg?”

“Years ago we rebuilt four old Ohio class boats which had been converted to SSGNs (submarine guided missile nuclear powered). We updated two of them before running out of money to update the other two. Each boat still carries 154 of the Tomahawk Mark 10s and two SEAL teams. We could try to position the boat at the entrance of the harbor and send the SEALs in. What would be their mission?”

“Attach limpet mines to all of the ships in the harbor.”

“Yes, sir. I like it. I’ll issue the orders right away. This is a mission made for the SEALs.”

@@@@@

3D broadcasts were interrupted by a news flash. A red news bar spun around the 3D programs. “A meteor just destroyed the Caliphate Parliament’s building. Witnesses report seeing a bright flash in the sky which crashed into the Parliament building. There have been no updates from the Caliphate, but loss of life is expected to be very high. The building was occupied by the Parliament which had been in session when it was completely destroyed. Windows in a 5Km circle around the building were shattered by the explosion.”

President Jackson smiled when he saw the news flash, one thing about those meteors, one never knows where they’re gonna fall. Shame that one fell in the Caliphate’s government sector. Too bad, it was a small one, or it could have buried into the ground and destroyed a secret bunker that we’re not supposed to know about. Thank God there are still a few Catholics in Europe who hate the Caliphate they sent us the information about the new bunker. I feel sorry that they missed their chance to leave. Like the Jews in Nazi Germany, they’re now trapped, and if the Caliphate ever discovered they’re Catholics, they’ll die a horrible death.

@@@@@

The Sheikh had been knocked off his feet when the depleted uranium dart fell on the Parliament. The 158-year-old building disappeared in the blast. Everyone inside and those outside within half a Km were instantly killed by the blast wave. The dart had been sent on a course which slowed it down so it wouldn’t dig all the way down to Sheikh’s bunker.

After the initial shaking, the lights in the bunker came back on, and the Sheikh asked, “What the hell was that?” He and his staff all had bloody noses, some had blood dripping from their ears.

One of his security staff responded, “Sir, it felt like an earthquake. I didn’t know there were earthquakes in Germany.”

The Sheikh shook his head, “There aren’t any. I think the cursed Great Satan attacked the Parliament building above us. I hope it wasn’t a nuclear weapon. If it was, we may be trapped down here until the radiation dissipates which could take years.”

“Sir, they wouldn’t dare use a weapon of mass destruction. They know we’d respond in kind.”

“Assuming we have something to respond with that could penetrate their defenses. Contact every one of our military bases, let’s see if this was the opening moves of a general attack or a single strike.”

“Why would they only strike the Parliament? That doesn’t make sense. The Americans usually never target civilian targets unless theirs were targeted first.”

The Sheikh knew why the Americans had targeted the building above his head. They were sending him a message. One he received loud and clear. Only, he planned to use the message for his own purposes. The Sheikh shook his head, “They’re sending us a message. They got the house warming gift I sent them. They decided to send me a similar gift.”

“Sir? What kind of gift is it to kill over a thousand people?”

“Never mind, find Arafat and send him to see me.”

“Yes, sir.”

Twenty minutes later a dirt and blood covered Arafat bowed to his lord, “Sir, I’m sorry I was delayed. I went upstairs to see if I could help with the recovery.”

“Was it a nuke?”

“No. There’s no lingering radiation. Even the Satan’s newest clean nukes leave some radiation behind. I checked with our military commanders who taught me there’s really no such thing as a totally clean nuclear weapon.”

“If not a nuke, what did they hit us with? If it were one of their damn space-based weapons, it would have continued down here to destroy us.”

“After speaking to witnesses, I believe the Americans found a way to slow the dart down just enough to destroy the Parliament but not dig all the way down here.”

“I didn’t know they could control the speed of those demon weapons.”

“Sir, none of us did.”

“Damn the Americans and their demon technology. When will the first troops and equipment be ready to load onto the ships?”

“Sir, the first ten thousand will be ready in a week.”

“I want them loaded ASAP and sent to set up a beachhead. Ten thousand should be sufficient troops to lure all of their troops like flies are attracted to honey. Once their troops swarm to our people, we’ll begin landing additional troops on the other side of their country. We’ll confuse their military. They’ll be running from coast to coast. While they’re reacting to our landings, we’ll send additional ships. We’ll catch their military between our landings. Allah will guide our troops to do the most damage to the Satan. He will lead us to victory.”

“Sir, this is a complete change of plans. All of the battle plans will have to be rewritten.”

“DO IT! I want to see their streets run red with the blood of the infidels.”

“Yes, sir. I will have the invasion plans changed. Sir, let me ask General Saladin to join us, after all, he’s responsible for the invasion.”

Chapter 13

Three hours later General Saladin joined Arafat and the Sheikh in the command bunker. He deeply bowed, “Your Highness, I understand you wish to change the invasion plan.”

“Yes, do you have any objections?”

Saladin looked at the guards in the Sheikh’s office, and he instantly noticed the guards had raised their weapons. Saladin smiled, “Sir, I have a suggestion which will be a force multiplier for our forces.”

The Sheikh sipped his sweet tea without offering any to the general, “You have my attention, please continue.”

“Sir, if as you suspect the Americans have broken our codes and know we’re going to invade. I suggest we not land a massive force. They’ll be watching every container ship unload. I recommend we keep our troops inside the containers until they’re delivered to their owner’s locations. Our troops won’t be seen at their ports where the Americans expect them. Our troops will exit their containers in the middle of the night at various factories and stores.

Once our troops are spread out across the Great Satan’s country, they’ll raise Allah’s wrath. This will force their troops to chase our people all over their country. This will pull their troops away from the ports allowing us to land the second and most significant group of soldiers at which should now be empty ports. Their economy will collapse, their people will be in a panic, and they will be open to more damage from a fewer number of people. In fact, I suggest we land half of our troops in Canada, their military is tiny. More than a third of Canadians support us. Their small army won’t be able to stop us, they’ll beg America for help, pulling more of their troops away from being able to chase our people. At the same time, we’ll tell our loyal people to rise up and begin destroying anything they can, further pulling people from fighting us. We’ll confuse the hell out of them. Every time they believe they have our plan figured out, we’ll hit them from another direction and in a different manner.”

​The Sheikh smiled, “General, I like it. Yes, I see the elegance in your plan. You have my permission to change the plans.  I can’t wait to see the Great Satan suffer as he’s made us suffer. He will finally pay for what he’s done to all Muslims. Remember, it was the white Europeans who invaded our holy lands in the Crusades. These are the same demons who now live in America.”

“Sir, one question, how will we respond if they drop more weapons from orbit on us?”

“We’ll respond with the weapons we have. General, load small nuclear weapons onto the ships. If they attack us, we’ll explode the nukes. I want you to leak to their intelligence agencies that we’ll explode nukes in their cities if they use another of their space-based weapons.”

“Sir, if we use those weapons they’ll respond with theirs. We have a small number they have thousands.”

“They won’t use theirs. When ours explode, we’ll say they were American weapons exploding or their nuclear plants exploding. Yes, that’s it. Explode our weapons next to their nuclear plants. We’ll poison their land and air while blaming them.”

“Yes, sir.”

@@@@@

The USS Ohio had been built as the lead boat of a new class of nuclear-powered ballistic missile submarines. She was commissioned in 1981. Due to the SALT treaty which limited the number of nuclear missiles Russia and America could have, she and the other initial three Ohio class boats were going to be withdrawn from service. Since she and the other boats still had a lot of life in them, the Navy decided to convert these four boats into cruise missile submarines that also carried SEAL teams. The USS Ohio was converted from an SSBN to an SSGN starting in 2005, she rejoined the fleet as the first of four SSGNs in 2007. In 2050, two of the four boats remained in service. Each had been rebuilt three times and kept because there weren’t any replacement boats available to carry out the same missions.

The Ohio silently hovered one mile outside of the Port of Hamburg. There were sixty-six Seals on board. Only twelve were to take part in the attack, the others would go on a second mission into the port if the first team leader decided it was required. The Ohio’s captain hoped it wouldn’t be. He didn’t like being so close to one of the enemy’s busiest ports shortly after an attack which evidently placed all of their militaries on a high state of alert. The Ohio had two submersible SEAL carriers, mini-submarines which the SEALs used to carry them underwater to their targets.

The first six SEALs quietly made their way through empty missile tube which led them to the Ohio’s hull where their submersible waited for them. Once all six SEALs were belted in and gave the thumbs up signal, the mini-submarine lifted up off the Ohio’s hull. The first submersible hovered near their mother boat while they waited for the second SEAL team’s submersible to move next to the first. The two dark shapes moved through the murky, polluted waters of the outer harbor.

The SEAL team leader wrote on his small underwater tablet. “Intel said there over twenty cargo ships and two small warships in the port. Target the cargo ships and if enough mines are left, use on warships. Set the warship mines to explode after the cargo ships so maybe they’ll sink in the middle of the harbor and block it. If not, rope around the props. Let’s complete this in one try, so the other teams have to sit the mission out.”

Each member nodded. They placed the submersible on the bottom and marked their location. The SEALs used rebreathers instead of air tanks, so they didn’t leave bubbles on the surface of the harbor. Each SEAL carried four limpet mines. The submersibles also carried nine extra mines in case any the SEALs carried were dropped when they attempted to plant them on the ships. Strong magnets held the mines on the ship’s hulls.

It took the SEALs ninety minutes to place the mines because the ship’s hulls were covered with barnacles which had to be scraped off before the mines would attach. The SEALs worried someone in the ships might hear them scrapping on the hulls. After all the mines had been used the SEALs begin their return to the Ohio. The SEALs had a few mines left over which they tied to the pier next to the harbor’s refueling tanks. Three and half hours after leaving the Ohio, they returned. The first thing all wanted to do was shower the slime off them.

The Ohio’s captain asked the SEAL commander, “How long do we have until the mines explode?”

“Two hours.”

“Good job. That should give us enough time to get the hell out of here.”

The Ohio slowly crept away from Hamburg and towards its meet up with two of the priceless Presidential class boats who would escort her out of the North Sea, knowing that not only would the Caliphate be looking for them but also the Russians since they were in the Russian’s backyard. Once the mines exploded, the American Navy expected the Russians to begin searching for the Ohio. They already knew there was at least one Russian submarine that was operating in the North Sea.

Two hours and one minute after the SEALs returned to the Ohio, all of the crew onboard felt the explosions through the water. The captain whispered, “Set general quarters torpedo, ultra-quiet.”

“Aye, sir. General quarters, torpedo, ultra-quiet.” Runners went through the boat telling the crew to set general quarters without the normal alarm sounding. The crew quietly ran to their positions and reported ready. The captain ordered that tubes one, two and three be loaded with the new Mark 75 advanced torpedoes with the AI computers, so they no longer needed to use wires to direct the torpedoes. The captain also ordered tube four be loaded with a super intelligent decoy.

The Ohio was able to creep into the North Sea without being discovered. Her sonar officer reported that there were anti-submarine airplanes searching for them over the North Sea. Due to the new coating on the American submarines, the usual methods of searching for a submarine weren’t able to locate them. The Ohio reached her rendezvous point only to discover she couldn’t find her escorts. The captain of the Ohio was about to begin their own way home when her short-range communication system pinged with a message from the USS Clinton. “What are you waiting for? We’ve been waiting for you.” The captain of the Ohio smiled, it's true those new Presidential class attack boats are damn silent, not even our sensors could hear them. Time to go home.

@@@@@

The damage in Hamburg couldn’t have come at a worse time. The cargo ships had just been loaded with troops and equipment. They were three hours away from leaving the harbor. When the mines exploded, huge holes were opened in the ship’s hulls allowing dark water to flood into them. Water rushed into the engine areas, the cold water hit the hot engines causing an explosion which struck the fuel tanks. The fuel tanks exploded splitting the ships apart. The troops were either instantly killed or tossed over a hundred feet into the air. Many fell back onto the burning ship or onto the dock.

None of the cargo ships survived. All of the cargo ships quickly sank onto the bottom of the harbor. The fires and explosions also destroyed twenty percent of the dock area. The two small missile boats began to sortie into the harbor when their mines, which had been set to explode later than the cargo ships. The missile boats’ missiles exploded with huge explosions when their missile warheads exploded. The two ships sank in the middle of the harbor blocking the harbor until they were removed.

The last mines to explode were those under the fuel tanks. These caused the fuel tanks to explode. Huge fireballs exploded over the port. Burning fuel fell like angry rain from the heavens. The falling burning fuel set most of the warehouses and surrounding equipment on fire. Thousands of people were burned alive. Some of the burning fuel was carried by the winds into the old homes along the waterfront. Entire streets burned.

Dark mushroom clouds rose over the harbor, combined with the dense, oily smoke which covered the port. Thousands of troops and port workers who had been loading equipment panicked. People began running away from the port which became a mass panic. Thousands of people ran down the streets of Hamburg screaming the Americans were attacking. Within thirty minutes, Hamburg was a city in fear. Cars and trucks attempting to escape the attack crashed into each other blocking the streets. People’s tempers flared from the street blockages, and fights broke out. Even the police and fire trucks were attacked. Fires broke out in buildings which couldn’t be put out due to the street blockages. With the fire department unable to reach the burning blocks, the fires burned out of control. Entire neighborhoods burned, adding to the panic in the streets.

Someone in the Caliphate was able to post videos of the fires at the port and blocks of old apartments burning out of control before the censors were able to shut the site down. When people in the Caliphate saw the fires, panic spread through other cities. The Sheikh slammed his fist onto his desk. He looked at his aides, “What the hell happened? How did they attack us? What was the damage? How many troops did we lose and how far behind did this set us?”

Arafat reviewed his notes, “Sir, we lost over fifty thousand people, maybe more. It will be a day or three before we’re able to get a final count. We lost all of the cargo ships with all of their equipment. We also lost two missile boats which sank in the mouth of the harbor. They have blocked the harbor until we manage to raise them. Four streets of old homes close to the waterfront burned to their foundations. Almost all of the warehouses filled with our military equipment were destroyed.

“Damn the Americans, what else could go wrong?”

“Sir, they could bombard us again…”

“They won’t do that until we invade or…”

They felt the ground rumble under their feet. The Sheikh asked, “What in the name of Allah was that?”

Alarms sounded on their monitors. A 3D image of the port area appeared in the conference room. Flames jumped fifty feet in the sky, a large section of the dock was burning. Arafat studied the images, he reached into the video, turning the image so he could research them, “Sir, the fires spread to the main warehouses, two were loaded with ammo and rockets, they exploded, and their roofs have been blown into the city. The flames can be seen all over the city as the flames are reflected off the bottom of the clouds. Some of the rockets’ engines ignited, they zoomed into the city destroying any building they struck.

“The initial report says we lost all of the first responders who had been fighting the fires at the cargo ships. We’ve now lost over 80% of the docks. Our plans have to be changed. The port of Hamburg has been destroyed. We don’t have anyone to put the fires out. The city is in panic.”

“Damn those Americans, we have to strike back at them.”

“Sir, they must have used a submarine to bring their SEALs to attack us. If we contact our two submarines in the North Sea maybe we can locate their boat and sink it.”

“Yes, yes. Issue the order. Locate and sink their damn boat. I want to see the bodies of their dead crews floating on the waves. Turn the sea red with their blood.

@@@@@

The Caliphate owned a few older Russian nuclear-powered submarines. Each boat was on a schedule to check for messages every six hours. They rose to periscope depth and learned Hamburg had been attacked. They were ordered to locate and sink the American submarine which was most likely traveling back to America.

The two Caliphate boats dived to three hundred feet, and they accelerated to twenty knots so they could begin searching for the American ship. They didn’t realize their older boats which hadn’t received any updates could be heard by the new boats miles away. The sonar officer of the Clinton smiled to himself, “Captain, sonar.”

“Sonar, captain we have two new contacts, both are identified as Caliphate boats. Both are old Russian nukes. Both boats are running side by side twenty-five miles away, they are running at twenty knots, depth of three hundred feet.”

“Sonar, captain, set targets sierra one and two.” The captain smiled, “XO, Set general quarters. Begin tracking both targets.”

“Captain, XO, have a firing solution on both targets. Suggest we use the rocket-assisted fish.”

“Agreed, use swim out mode, so no one hears them. Program them to swim out while we silently dive and leave the area, set them to launch for five minutes after we dive.”

The Clinton dove to 800 feet and accelerated to 40 knots. The two rocket-assisted torpedoes floated just under the surface of the North Sea until their timers clicked, then their motors ignited sending them out of the water. They flew the distance to the two Caliphate boats. The rockets’ warheads were antisubmarine torpedoes which were ejected and slowed by parachutes as they dropped into the North Sea above the two Caliphate boats which were traveling at twenty knots and deaf and blind. The American torpedoes began listening as soon as they entered the water. When the sound they heard matched the sound recorded in their memory, the two torpedoes went into active attack mode. Each of the torpedoes struck a Caliphate boat. The explosion ripped large holes into the Caliphate’s boats which had never heard the attack bearing down on them. Both died before they could send a signal back to the Sheikh.

Chapter 14

The Caliphate’s military commander, General Saladin ordered two cargo ships loaded from Indonesian ports. They were instructed to follow every rule every regular cargo ships followed so as not to raise any suspicions. These two ships were standard cargo ships hired by Walmart to carry cargo containers to their distribution centers.

The ships planned to travel to the port of Long Beach, California where their cargo containers would be sent to Walmart’s various distribution centers and then sent to the individual stores.

The American ‘eyes-in-the-sky’ tracked every ship. The CIA and NSA knew that ships leaving Indonesia might be carrying enemy troops. They reported the ships leaving Indonesia to the Naval Space Command who marked the information as urgent and transmitted it to Admiral Wright, the American SecDoD. He studied the images and how the two boats rode in the water. They are riding higher than normal. Whatever they’re carrying is lighter than a normal load of cargo. People aren’t as heavy as the container’s normal cargo. We expected their invasion fleet to leave from Hamburg, that was until there wasn’t a port of Hamburg anymore. The Ohio did a great job. We better keep an eye on those ships. My gut tells me they’re loaded with troops. I better warn the President.

“Mr. President, we’re tracking two cargo ships from Indonesia, we believe they are part of the Caliphate’s invasion fleet.”

“Only two ships? Didn’t we expect more than two ships? Are you sure they have troops in them? If so, what do you suggest we do?”

“I suggest we sink them.”

“And if they’re simply normal cargo ships? Walmart will be really upset with us.”

“Sir, we can’t take the risk those ships aren’t filled with troops…”

“Where are they due to dock? Let me guess, either Seattle or LA?”

“Close, Long Beach.”

“Well, at least it's not Oakland. Can we mark the cargo containers and track them? Can we have Marines waiting just outside of the port in case they are filled with troops?”

“Yes, we have two bases in Southern California. We have the time to move them to the Port.”

“Do it. If they’re troops, don’t allow them to leave the port area. I want them stopped before they leave the port area. I know there is a high risk of collateral damage, we’ll have to accept it in order to stop the larger problem.”

“Sir, should we contact the governor?”

“No. He’s liable to warn the ships, and they’ll change course. The governor isn’t a supporter of ours. He’s openly supported the Caliphate. We’re still fighting him in court to block his secession.”

“Yes, sir.”

The two ships traveled at a slow pace of 8 knots, they didn’t know they were being followed by an older Virginia block 3 class attack submarine. The submarine had orders to track the ships and report if they saw any troops on the cargo ships.

The submarine, from its position behind and under the cargo ships, couldn’t see that some of the cargo containers were open, allowing air to enter them. The sun in the Pacific was powerful making the containers feel like ovens. The troops inside the containers weren’t allowed to move around on the decks in case the Americans were checking the ships from orbit which was an extra precaution since there were camouflaged tarps spread over the ship’s decks. The tarps also helped hide the troops who were allowed to exit the containers.

General Saladin knew the Americans most likely were spying on his cargo ships. He assumed there was at least one American submarine following the cargo ships. He was prepared for this, he sent a message to the cargo ships to drop a decoy which would activate after the cargo ships moved a mile away. The decoys sounded and acted like Caliphate submarines, Saladin prayed the decoys would pull the American attack submarine away from his cargo ships. He knew an attack submarine couldn’t ignore the threat from another submarine.

Saladin’s plan worked. When the decoys popped up on the American submarine’s instruments, their captain was surprised. He worried if the Caliphate had developed something new they didn’t know about or if the caliphate boats had been hidden under the cargo ships which hid them from the Virginia class boat. He directed his submarine to follow the new submarine threat. He told his sonar staff to record every sound from the new boats and to release a buoy to inform their home base of the new threat. The captain worried this new submarine might be equipped with cruise missiles which might be a larger threat to America.

Admiral Wright’s face appeared on the President’s desk. He explained to the President the submarine had to respond to the new threat. President Jackson replied, “Admiral, I understand, but I don’t believe an unknown submarine just appeared from nowhere. It’s a perfect ploy to pull our boat away from their cargo ships. Can you order our boat to return following their ships?”

“Sir, as you know, no one has instant communications with submerged submarines. We can’t communicate with our boat until the normal time for him to pop a buoy to collect his messages.”

“Damn it. I wish we had more of the Presidential boats. Seven just doesn’t go very far.”

“Sir, remember, not all seven are available all the time. They’re very expensive. When you were President, you cut the funding for more of them.”

President Jackson laughed. “I remember. Admiral, each of those silver bullets cost over nine billion dollars, almost as much as a carrier…”

“Which is an easy kill for the boats.”

“I know.”

“Sir, it’s their new hull material. We thought as we built more of them we’d learn how to reduce their costs.”

“Well, maybe if we ever win this damn war we’ll be able to learn how to lower their costs. I admit they’re generations ahead of any other boat in the water, but their cost is eye bleeding.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll send a couple planes to do flyovers of the ships to see if they can see anything abnormal.”

“Excellent idea. Admiral, whatever you do, don’t lose those ships.”

@@@@@

A P8D antisubmarine plane left its base in California to overfly the two cargo ships which were three hundred miles away from Long Beach. The cargo ship’s radar saw the plane approaching. Their captains had been warned to expect a flyover. The troops were ordered to return to their containers and close the doors.

The antisubmarine plane overflew the cargo ships. Her cameras and IR scanners all said they were seeing a typical cargo ship. The pilot radioed to his base, “Red-eye flight to base, overflew two potential tangos, all sensors report normal. Cameras didn’t see anyone on the decks. All cargo containers on the deck appear to be closed and locked. Instructions?”

“Overfly one more time and take another series of photos then RTB (Return to Base).”

“Roger, photos and then RTB.”

When the intelligence geeks studied the images in 3D, they couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. They radioed the Pentagon, “Sir, everything on the ships looks normal.”

Admiral Wright informed the President who replied, “I still have a horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach about those ships. What’s the issue if we sink them?”

“Sir! We can’t, we’ll be sued.”

“Can we say they ran into an old mine? Or maybe debris from some shit storm?”

“I’ll look into it.”

What neither man knew was the cargo ships were met by a USCG cutter who boarded the vessel to review their manifests. When the President was informed, he said. “Well, there goes our sinking them. Did the Coast Guard find anything?”

“No, sir. All of their paperwork checked out.”

“Of course it did. I’ll alert DHS to keep an eye on the containers when they’re unloaded. Get the Marines moving.”

@@@@@

The containers had been unloaded at the Port of Long Beach directly on to trucks which had received orders to deliver them directly to Walmart stores. The containers were parked in the rear of the stores where the trucks would pick up the empties and return them to the port.

The trucks drove all night to deliver the containers to stores in Phoenix. They were delivered on a Friday evening. The containers had been dropped in the rear of the stores where it was dark. The containers were opened from the inside. Part of their walls had been cut and turned into doors. The cuts had been painted over, and fake rust poured on them so anyone looking at the containers wouldn’t assume anything was out of the ordinary. When the doors opened, Indonesian troops began to slip out of the containers.

Their captains wondered where their vehicles were, someone was supposed to drop off their SUVs behind the containers. The scouts couldn’t locate any vehicles. “Captain, no vehicles.”

“Okay, shit happens. Here’s what we’re going to do, there are parking lots and homes close by. Slip away from here in the dark, we’ll steal all we need. We should be thankful most of America’s vehicles are electric and silent, so they won’t hear us steal them. When you bring them here, we’ll swap out the various license plates which will make it harder for them to be found.”

Scouts jogged away from the parking lot to steal their required cars. The initial cars, trucks, and SUVs arrived within twenty minutes. When all of the captain’s troops were in a vehicle, he ordered, “Set the bombs and slide them by the store’s windows. We have no need for this store any longer. Spread a few mines in the parking lot which will sow additional panic. This will pull their first responders here allowing us to operate without fear in the city.”

Twenty minutes after the Indonesians left, bombs slide by the windows exploded. The explosions smashed the windows at four Walmarts. The explosion sucked the explosion into the store setting fire to the interior of the stores. The explosions and the stores’ fire alarms screamed, panicking everyone in the store. Some had been wounded when the large plate glass windows shattered. The store’s fire alarms went off generating an automatic call to the Fire Departments which sent all of their available engines to the burning stores. Since the stores were in different locations around the city, the fire departments didn’t know each was responding to the same types of fires.

The Indonesian troops smiled when they were passed by fire trucks and police cars screaming past them. Their captain laughed, “It's so easy to fool these Americans. The mines we left in parking lots will further slow them down. Now it’s time for us to get revenge for Mohmand.”

The vehicles stopped at a vast baseball park where a game was in its 12th inning. The troops’ weapons were all automatic so they could just hold the trigger back and spray bullets killing as many infidels as possible. Ten soldiers used silenced handguns to kill the security guards outside of the stadium. Once they were inside, each of the soldiers stood at the top of the stairs and began firing into the crowds which at first didn’t know what the sound was until they saw the blood splatter and screams of the wounded. When it dawned on the crowd they were in the middle of a mass shooting, they panicked, trying to escape. The crowds ran over each other. They jammed against each other blocking the exits where additional Indonesian troops waited for them. When the Americans began pushing each other and screaming, the forces opened fire into the mass of bodies. Their last action was to toss hand grenades into the mass of bodies before escaping. While most of the troops moved to escape, their rearguard continued to throw grenades and fire into the mass of screaming people.

The Indonesian troops raced away from the scene blowing their horns like everyone else. They set up their next attack at the intersections where first responders had to come to provide assistance. The Indonesians placed claymore mines with trip wires across the main roads. They also set bombs with delayed fuses on the corners and on traffic light poles.

The police got calls about the mass shooting. They turned away from the burning Walmart stores, and they headed to the ballpark. When they raced to the park, they ran through the almost invisible trip wires which set off the claymores. Thousands of steel BBs were fired into the police and EMT cars. Each was destroyed and the people inside of them killed. When the second group of police cars arrived to provide whatever assistance they could to their friends, the delayed bombed exploded further reducing the numbers of first responders available to provide assistance.

When the Indonesian troops left their first targets, they’d left over five thousand dead and wounded. They also left hundreds of millions of damage in their wake. Their instructions were to calmly drive to another town on the outskirts of Phoenix where motel rooms had been reserved for them. They had been ordered to hide there until Monday.

The small motels were happy to be full and with people who didn’t cause them any problems. The State Police had been called in to assist the disaster scene. The governor decided he’d change his weekend plans and visit the scene of the mass murder.

The Indonesian captain had been tipped off to the Governor’s plans. He had been supplied with a few shoulder-fired anti-aircraft missiles. The missiles were semi-intelligent. Once they ‘saw’ their targets they were fire and forget. Two missiles raced out to strike the Governor’s plane. These new missiles didn’t leave a smoke trail, so the pilots didn’t see them coming. The Governor’s plane was blown up when it began its landing. The media in Arizona quickly realized the state was under attack. Reporters cried on their broadcast reading the news their beloved Governor had died when his plane was blown out of the sky. People seeing the carnage in Phoenix suburbs couldn’t believe the blood and number of wounded and dead from what they now knew was a coordinated attack.

The State Police couldn’t figure out how many attackers there had been or where they came from or even where they went. They knew the license plates they scanned didn’t match the vehicles, so they sent people to check on the people who the plates were registered to.

Some of the families the State Police arrived at didn’t even know their vehicles had been stolen. When they went outside to check they were surprised to see their vehicles missing. The State Police quickly knew these families had nothing to do with the shootings. One truck had been registered to a man who according to federal records owned at least nine weapons.

The State Police SWAT team broke into his house in the very early morning while the homeowner slept. He heard his front door being kicked open. He had a handgun on his nightstand which he grabbed to shoot who he thought was a home invader, the SWAT troopers saw the gun, they yelled GUN, the homeowner who had been sleeping heard GUN, not knowing it was him they were talking about, he raised his gun and got shot by five police officers. The media reported it was his fault because he’d owned nine guns.

President Jackson had been woken with the news of the shooting at the ballpark. The reports expanded with the story of the various bombings and other shootings. The President called a meeting of DHS, DoJ, and DoD to discuss the attack. The President knew in his stomach this was the Caliphate. While his cabinet Secretaries were making their way to the White House, reports came in about attacks at shopping malls, kid’s soccer fields, and at crash sites, one of the strangest was shootings from bridges over Interstate 10 and 40.

President Jackson began the meeting with the announcement, “Ladies and gentlemen, we’re under attack. We’re being invaded for the first time since 1812.”

Chapter 15

The FBI flew hundreds of additional agents to Phoenix in order to assist in the manhunt of the terrorists. However, the Indonesians had driven to Scottsdale where they waited for schools to open on Monday morning. Once classes began, they rushed into nine different schools shooting any living person they saw. Children and teachers cried and screamed for help. The floors of the schools were littered with empty brass bullet cases and the blood of the dead and wounded when the Indonesians finally left.

When President Jackson was informed of the attacks, he ordered the National Guard federalized and sent with the Delta squads to back up the FBI and locals. The squads arrived, all had seen combat, all got angry seeing the thousands of brass cartridge cases on the floor and the yellow tape outlines of the small bodies. Their team leaders looked at the cases, “AK 47s, old, but still workable weapons. They are capable of high rates of fire. Thank God they didn’t have any of the new ones which use caseless ammo. Maybe we’ll collect fingerprints from these cases. Someone had to touch them to reload the magazines.

The Indonesians made one serious mistake. They continued using the same vehicles and stolen license plates which is how the FBI discovered where they were hiding out. Once one of the FBI drones got a hit on the stolen license plates, they shared the data with the special operating forces who took over the attack. The Delta squad waited until two o’clock in the morning when they struck, they killed all but two who they captured for questioning. Upon extreme examination, two Indonesian privates told the Delta troopers what they’d been through and what they knew of their plans which were to just to kill as many infidels as possible. While the Delta troopers were assisting the FBI in cleaning out the Indonesians rooms, they learned via an urgent radio message thirty heavily armed men were shooting up a Seattle Seahawks game. The Special Agent in Charge of the FBI team said, “Another terrorist team, this one must have come from Canada because we got a hit on one of their cars when it crossed the border.”

The Seattle FBI and State Police had a running shoot out with the shooters at the Seahawk’s stadium in Seattle. The terrorists these were merely armed untrained soldiers sent to kill infidels. They made the stupid mistake of staying in the stadium shooting anyone who they saw. They were quickly killed by sharpshooters but only after they’d killed over six hundred people in the stadium.

President Jackson was extremely angry with the constant attacks. He ordered Admiral Wright to find a way to stop the attacks and to repay the Caliphate. Admiral Wright replied, “Sir the only way to stop the attacks and it’s not guaranteed is to close our borders. All of them.”

“Can we do that?”

“Not easily. The southern border has parts of Trump’s wall, the northern is wide open, and then, of course, there are our ports and airports. Closing our borders means closing our airspace and our ports. The economic impact will be dramatic, many of our companies operate on a just in time for their inventory. Closing our ports just means those factories will have to close. I can’t speak on the economic impact, but it will be significant.”

“What else can we do other than close the ports. You’ve already said we can’t stop all the cargo ships, what can we do?”

Before the Admiral could respond, the Oval Office’s 3D urgent news monitor came to life reporting that there was another attack in Detroit. Reports flooded in about a mass shooting and bombs exploding at three shopping malls and a factory.

President Jackson said, “That’s it! I’ve had enough.”

@@@@@

One hour later, nine of the Caliphate’s largest mosques were struck and destroyed by the darts from space. President Jackson had his PR department issue a statement saying, “Continue to kill our citizens and learn two can play at this game. Our Lord is stronger than yours because ours will strike your mosques from space. You’ll see his anger in the form of burning fingers striking from heaven. These fiery fingers will continue to destroy the Caliphate’s mosques until the leadership of the Caliphate stops their attacks on our people. If the Caliphate wants an all-out war, then we will officially declare war and release all of our weapons, including our weapons of mass destruction against the Caliphate. Let me repeat, all of our weapons includes using our nuclear arsenal. You have one hour to decide before our next attack lands on your heads.”

The Sheikh was furious. He called Arafat to his chambers. “I want us to destroy the demons. When will we be ready to launch the major attack?”

“We couldn’t clear the Port of Hamburg, so General Saladin and I agreed to move the other ships and the army to different ports. We loaded ships in Indonesia, France, Spain, and Egypt. We can land over three million people in the first wave on their East Coast and 1 million on their West Coast.”

The Sheikh sat down smiling, “Excellent work. When will the ships be ready to leave?”

Arafat smiled while bowing, “My Lord, they will be ready to sail this week. All they require is your order.”

“Arafat the order is given. Send them to create havoc in the belly of the Satan.”

“Sir, one small point both the general and I would like to discuss with you. The Satan destroyed some of our Mosques from our small attacks, are you prepared for their response from a major attack?”

“Yes. I have prayed to Allah for guidance, he has told me that the Satan will run out of his space weapons and he won’t use his nuclear ones for fear of condemnation from the rest of the world. Russia and China will strongly object to them using nuclear weapons. Both leaders shared with me their displeasure with America using their space weapons and would strongly object to them using WMD unless we used ours first. They reminded me that if we used ours first, then they will tell Jackson he will have their support to strike back. Hence, whatever the general does, he can’t, let me be very clear. He cannot use our nuclear weapons. Am I clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then go and prepare our troops for the ultimate and final battle with the west.”

@@@@@

America’s network of spy satellites had been repositioned to keep an eye on the Caliphate’s ports. They saw the millions of troops, and their equipment lined up to board the ships in the various ports. They watched the ships being loaded while reporting the information to the Pentagon. Admiral Wright leaned back in his chair, he thought. Finally we get a break. Now we’ve got you. He smiled as he forwarded the data to the President who responded with the message, “GO.”

The ports in France and Spain could be covered by the USS Ohio’s missiles, the Indonesian ports would be attacked by a B21 bomber and the Egyptian ports by a secret missile from the USS Clinton. Each missile was armed with an advanced EMP (Electro Magnetic Pulse) weapon. The EMP explosion didn’t cause damage in the usual way. The warhead generated a massive EMP which was designed to destroy every electrical and electronic device and control device. These included smartphones, guidance computers in the ships, engine control modules in the ships, and the military equipment lined up at the ports. They were also going to burn out the electrical grid in the city’s areas supporting the ports.

The new missiles were stealth coated and very difficult to see with the Caliphate’s radars. The missiles which were launched by the submarines flew very low until they reached their IP (initial approach Point). They were almost impossible to shoot down because, in addition to being stealthy, they flew at Mach 10 (10 times the speed of sound). Once they were close to their IP they climbed over the ports and exploded. There was a flash, very little noise, a puff, and the lights went out. A B21 stealth bomber dropped two long-range stealth missiles which fell to within fifty feet of the ocean before continuing towards Indonesia when they followed the same profile before they rose up and exploded over the ports. The missiles left blacked out cities and dead communications systems in their wake. Commercial planes caught in the EMP fell out of the sky, and almost every car, truck, scooter, and motorcycle stopped in their tracks. Since most of the world’s vehicles were electric, their electric systems had been burned out by the EMP warheads.

The Sheikh destroyed his monitors and desk when he heard the news of the attacks. He called General Saladin, “General, I am giving you a direct order. I want you to launch a massive missile attack against Israel. Follow it up with the tanks lined up along their western border. I also want to see a plan today to overcome the Satan’s spies above our heads! If we can’t quickly defeat the Great Satan, we can get our revenge by killing the Little Satan and blinding the Great Satan.

“Sir, the Jews are sure to counterattack!”

“Do it, or I will find a general who will follow my orders.”

“Sir, why can’t we hit the Americans with our missiles? We can send swarms of them at the same time, we’ll overwhelm the Great Satan.”

“General I didn’t think we had thousands of long-range missiles…”

“We don’t. I propose placing or medium-range missiles, which we have many thousands of on cargo ships which we launch outside of the range their Coast Guard and Navy usually check on ships. We can launch the missiles from cargo containers. The ships will be shown as traveling from the caliphate to South America so as not to attract their attention.”

“Thousands?”

“At least ten thousand launched at the same time might be enough to show them we have teeth too. The ships will launch on an early Christmas morning, all will launch as they turn south towards South America. In order to avoid any issues with their Navy, we plan to announce we have signed a major trade deal with Argentina and the ships are bringing our first shipments to them. We’ve arranged with the President of Argentina to issue a jointly signed press release with you to make it all appear to be very real.”

“I like this idea. How long until you’re ready?”

“I’ve been preparing for this under the assumption you would give us the approval to go ahead. We can have the ships on their way in a few weeks. The Caliphate will give them a little gift they’ll never forget. With their infidel holiday of Christmas, even much of their military will be on vacation. We’ll quickly follow up the missiles with our mass invasion. I want to move our people to ports in Africa where the Satan’s spy satellites don’t look.”

The Sheikh was very pleased with the general’s plan, “Approved. General, I am very pleased with you. You’ll be the instrument of Allah’s revenge he’ll smile on us through you,”

@@@@@

On December 18th, the joint press release was signed and issued to the internet. Two days later, the flotilla of ships left fifteen Caliphate ports to the cheers of the Argentina people. President Jackson looked around the Oval Office where the Secretaries of DoD, DoJ, CIA, DHS, and the CNO sat on the couches drinking coffee and waiting for the President to speak, “I think the press release is a cover, but for what? If it’s an invasion, the ships won’t turn south.” The President looked at the CNO, the first African American Woman to hold the position, Admiral Reynolds if their ships don’t turn south can you sink them? All of them.”

“Sir, if you’ll give us the order now, we’ll deploy our assets to be ready to deal with their ships when they are at their closest approach to us.”

“Admiral, the order is given. I want you to be ready to sink them within minutes of my order.”

“Yes, sir.”

Admiral Jackson, the SecDoD interjected, “Mr. President, I’m going to place some Air Force wings on alert in case the Navy misses some of their boats.”

Admiral Reynolds smiled, “Sir, the navy is more than capable of sinking a handful of unarmed cargo ships. We remember our lessons from the Second World War when we crippled the Japanese by sinking their cargo ships…”

President Jackson held up his hands to stop the petty argument, “Admiral Wright, if Reynolds says she can sink their ships then we have to believe her. Admiral, you are excused to prepare your forces along their most probable routes. You’ll have to be prepared to act within moments of when I issue the order.”

“Sir, the Navy won’t let you or the country down.”

After the Oval Office door was closed by the Secret Service, the President continued, “I don’t trust our friends on either side of the ocean. My gut is telling me this is a trick. Admiral place any force you need on alert. I don’t want any of their ships to survive. I want the CIA pressing every asset we have to find out what’s really on those ships. Ladies and gentlemen, those ships could be what turns this war.”

“Yes, sir,” nodded the Director of the CIA.

General Saladin had loaded the ships with his troops and containers of intermediate-range missiles. The crews of the ships were working in the ships preparing to launch their missiles. Each ship was going to fire forty missiles at their targets in America. Once the missiles were fired, the ships were going to turn towards America, speed up, burning out their engines so they could land their thousands of troops while America was still in shock from the missile attack.

The missiles were targeted at America’s largest cities and military bases. The troops were going to be landed along both coasts. They were relativity untrained, each was armed with an old AK 47 and twenty, 40 round magazines. In addition, each carried six hand grenades. None were supplied with any food or water. They were expected to live off the land. They were considered disposable. They would be proud if they died in the service of Allah. They were supposed to kill as many infidels as possible and force America to spread their few loyal troops all over chasing the shock troops before the real Caliphate army arrived.

General Saladin developed a TOT (Time on Target) firing plan, meaning the missiles would be fired at different times but would all arrive at the same time. The firing plan was for the missiles to arrive at 4:00AM EST on Christmas morning. In order to give the troops in the ships the best chance to survive, they were going to fire their missiles at the extreme edge of their range.

At 3:50AM, the ships slowed to 3 knots, the missile crews prepared the missiles as they were slowly raised and locked into their launch positions. A few of the ships were seen by America’s overhead satellites, they flashed a missile warning message to the Pentagon. An image tech checked the images and confirmed they were missiles in the containers. An urgent message was flashed to the SecDoD’s security team who was stationed at his home. The SecDoD was fast asleep when the warning arrived.

The USS Oregon, one of the latest Virginia class attack submarines was at periscope depth, she watched the missiles begin to rise from their containers. The captain sent an urgent flash message to the SecDoD and the commander submarine forces. He asked his executive officer to take a look, “Dan, what does that look like to you?”

“Sir, it looks like missiles are being readied to launch.”

“I agree. What are our orders?”

“If the ships don’t turn south, we are to sink them. Sir, there’s nothing in our orders about missiles.”

“That’s what Captains are for. I’m going to make an executive decision. XO, set general quarters torpedo, make it no drill. Set that ship as target one and spin up tubes one and two, flood them and when ready open the outer doors,”

“Aye, sir. Sir, are you going to launch without express orders?”

“Yes. If you can’t follow my orders, then you can wait in your cabin.”

“Sir, I’ll follow your orders.” The XO repeated the captain’s orders. The weapons officer said, “Sir, tubes one and two are ready in all respects, the targets tracks are locked in. We’re ready to fire at any time.”

“Weps, what’s the running time?”

“Two minutes.”

“Fire tube one and two at target one.” Said the captain with his eyes still looking at the missiles on the cargo ship being readied.

The Weapons officer replied, “Aye, sir. Tubes one and two are launched. Running hot and true. Wires are connected.”

“Reload tubes one and two with mark 48s. We may need them. I see another ship out there. Helm set a new course, 45 degrees, speed two thirds.”

“Aye, sir. 45 degrees, speed two thirds. Tubes one and two will be reloaded in five minutes.”

“Weps, Spinup tubes three and four, flood the tubes and open the outer doors. I’m marking another target.”

“Have the target locked, fish in tubes and three and four confirmed targeting data. Tubes flooded, outer doors open. Fish are ready to fire.”

“Distance to target, 22,000 yards.”

“Set the fish for high-speed run.”

“Set.”

“Fire tubes three and four and reload tube three with a mark 48, and tube four with a decoy.”

The Oregon’s torpedoes raced through the water at 48 knots they were programmed to explode under the cargo ship’s keel. The explosion would create a bubble, which when collapsed under the ship, would break a ship’s keel in two and cause it to sink.

The cargo ship’s missile crew fueled the missiles, and they removed the arming tags from the missiles. When they were ready, a launch alarm sounded on the ship alerting the crews to prepare for the launch. All of the crews and the troops were to stand clear from the missile’s containers.

The missile crew announced the count down, “five, four, three, two,…” Smoke started coming out of the missile’s engines, they began to vibrate as they were getting ready to launch when the torpedoes arrived and exploded. The first two mark 48s exploded under the first cargo ship. The explosions tore the ship apart just as the missiles were starting to launch, they began rising from their rails when boom the ship was split in half. The missiles exploded when the salt water entered their engines. The explosions from the exploding missiles and torpedoes completely destroyed the first cargo ship. The 25,000 shock troops jammed in the thousands of containers waiting to attack America were tossed into the sea.

The mark 48s were less than a minute away from the second ship when her first missile launched, and the Oregon received an EAM (emergency action message) informing the captain to sink the two ships as quickly as possible. He laughed. “Yeah, it’s good to know they finally approved of our attack. Send a flash message of the missile that launched. We can’t stop it, maybe there’s an Aegis ship nearby that can stop the damn missile.”

The Caliphate’s other ships managed to launch nineteen missiles before they were sunk by several submarines or anti-ship missiles launched from destroyers. Aegis destroyers began to track the incoming missiles, their Aegis radar tracked the missiles, assigned SM 3 (Standard Missiles, type 3) to each Caliphate missile. The destroyer’s weapon’s officer said, “Aegis has a lock on two of them, we’re ready to launch.”

“Launch per Aegis’ suggestion.”

The missile alarm sounded on the destroyer to alert the crew to stay inside, and missiles were about to be launched. Two of the front silo doors sprang open. A wave of flames shot out of the silos. A dark gray missile began to rise from the middle of the flames. Once the SM 3s cleared the silos, they raced into the atmosphere leaving a dense gray smoke trail behind them. The Aegis radar tracked the Caliphate missiles and the SM 3s chasing them. The Caliphate missiles were marked on the giant 3D monitors as red diamonds and the SM 3s as green triangles chasing them. The SM 3s got closer and closer to the Caliphate missiles. When they got close enough, their warheads smashed into the Caliphate missiles, destroying the first two launched.

America was on alert for cargo ships landing thousands of troops, not missiles being launched. President Mohmand had closed and defunded the large phase array radars along the country’s coasts. These radars had the power to see over the horizon, they were designed to search for incoming missiles. Mohmand had also reduced the size of the Navy’s Aegis fleet which used to have a ship positioned at the mouth of the Potomac River. It was there to protect Washington D.C.

While some missiles were brought down, others continued on towards their targets. The USAF CAP (combat air patrol) fighters were able to take down some, but they weren’t able to take down all the missiles. The Navy was able to sink most of the cargo ships before they could land their troops. However, some had been able to launch their missiles before they were sunk. In the confusion of the missile launches, a handful of the cargo ships were able to sneak past the navy’s ships and submarines. Each ship was loaded with twenty-five thousand crazed fighters looking for revenge against the great Satan.

President Jackson was woken when his bedroom door was pushed open by two Secret Service agents who grabbed him. “Mr. President wake up, we’ve got to go right now.”

“Huh? What’s going on?”

“Missiles incoming, sir, we’ve got to go right now, we don’t have much time.”

Jackson said, “My wife and son…”

“We’ve got them covered, but we have to get you to the bunker right now.”

The President dressed in his PJs was pushed half asleep to the elevator which took him to the underground rebuilt shelter. Once he arrived, one of the agents brought him a few changes of clothing when they felt the White House above them shake. The President smelled smoke. “The House? I thought this bunker was over pressured.”

“We’re starting the overpressure right now. The pumps were slow in starting.”

“Where are my family?”

“On a bird on the way to Raven Rock.”

“Thanks. Now get me Admiral Wright and show me what’s going on.”

Chapter 16

Thirty-nine missiles managed to slip past America’s defenses and explode over/on American cities. Washington D.C. was struck with eleven missiles, four struck the White House, three struck the Capitol Building, one hit the Washington Monument. Two of the missiles landed in the river, and one landed in the center of the Pentagon breaking windows and doing very little other damage. The same couldn’t be said for the other targets.

Fifteen missiles struck New York City, luckily six of them landed in Central Park, three struck Wall Street, and three struck empty office buildings, the major disaster was four-hit apartment buildings full of sleeping people. Thousands were killed, three of the buildings collapsed killing more than the missiles did. The collapsed buildings blocked the streets they also destroyed restaurants and a movie theater.

Five missiles struck central Boston. Three hotels that were filled with guests were hit and destroyed, over nine thousand people died.

The missiles which did the most damage struck the Groton Submarine Base. A missile struck and heavily damaged the submarine school, one destroyed an old Los Angeles class boat tied at the dock which was used for training, the boat sank in shallow water, what was above the water burned. One Virginia class boat which was being loaded for a mission was also struck, this caused the most damage. Her torpedoes exploded which broke the containment around her reactor. This damage spread radioactivity around the base. Alarms screamed at the base which woke the locals, forcing them to leave their homes as soon as possible. Many didn’t believe the alarms until police raced through the town with their loudspeakers telling everyone to get out of town as quickly as possible.

Four stuck Norfolk’s naval base where the USS Lexington, the first in a new class of aircraft carriers had returned to port after a three-week shakedown cruise. The missiles struck the massive flight deck, without the crew to turn on the defensive systems the carrier sustained significant damage. Missiles had penetrated the ship’s flight deck and exploded inside the 1,200-foot-long ship.

Due to the holidays, there was only a handful of the crew left on the ship. The mess chefs were going to prepare a special Christmas meal for those left on the ship when the missiles struck. The mighty ship shook from the explosions. Fire alarms screamed through the ship. The sleeping crew woke, donned their uniforms and raced to their damage control positions. Fires raged through the ship, there wasn’t enough crew to fight the fires, the officer of the day, OOD, felt sick, he looked at the monitors showing the fires, he called the base for assistance, only to learn the base was dealing with two missile strikes and fires they didn’t have anyone they could spare.

The OOD shook his head and silently shed a couple of tears knowing his career was finished in the Navy when he picked up the 1MC, (internal loudspeaker) “Abandon ship, repeat, abandon ship, this is NOT a drill, abandon ship!”

The crew was surprised, yet they’d been trained to follow their orders so they left the ship as quickly as they could. Automatic fire suppression systems continued to attempt to deal with the fires. The OOD thanked God the ship wasn’t carrying any weapons and no jet fuel since, on her shakedown run, she didn’t handle any aircraft. The OOD pressed the emergency circuits to flood the reactors, so they didn’t overheat. His emergency action caused the control rods to stop the nuclear reactions. His action saved the town and the surrounding area from deadly radiation. The base commander praised the young OOD for his quick thinking, “Son, we can rebuild the ship or build another. I have four hundred people on the way to fight the fires. Your quick action of flooding the magazines, fuel tanks and the scramming the reactors and flooding them most likely saved the area from a massive problem. I want you to get some rest and report back to me in six hours,”

The young OOD thought his career was finished, he smiled, snapped to attention and replied, “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

“Son, when you return, change your uniform, that one reeks of smoke and is singed.”

“Sorry, sir. Yes, sir.”

After he left the captain smiled to himself. Now if we can save the Lex and the base, we’ll be able to smack those assholes. How the hell did we get hit by a missile attack?

Two of the missiles which struck Atlanta destroyed the CDC and cracked open a safe which held infectious diseases. One missile hit a church filled with five hundred people attending Christmas morning services, only one hundred survived the attack. They had thought they were unlucky since they’d arrived late and had to sit in the parking lot to listen to the priest. It was being in the parking lot that enabled them to survive when a missile crashed through the roof of the church exploding inside of it.

The American people and media demanded the President get revenge on the Caliphate. Thousands marched in the streets demanding revenge. Every broadcast carried similar stories about revenge.

President Jackson and his family had been taken to a revised and extra hardened shelter, he prayed the secret was still secret. The shelter had been expanded and built under the Greenbrier Resort in West Virginia. The bunker was built in the 1950s at the same time an addition was added to the hotel. When the hotel above the bunker went bankrupt in 2009, the secret was out. The hotel ran tours of the bunker for a few years before, in 2021, after announcing the hotel discovered black mold in the bunker and had to cease the tours and seal it. What no one knew was that DHS purchased the bunker and reinforced and expanded it. New underground extensions had been dug, the walls strengthened, and new air filtration systems added.

A new tunnel entrance five miles from the original bunker had been built, so people arriving at the bunker weren’t seen by others. The entrance tunnel started in a cave surrounded by a forest making tracking the comings and goings difficult.

President Jackson and his family were surprised at the conditions in the bunker. They thought they’d find accommodations dating from the 1950s. Instead, they were surprised to discover the bunker had been completely remodeled and updated.

The first family quickly settled into their new surroundings. Swarms of workers worked around the clock to clear the rubble and rebuild the capital and the White House. President Jackson decided to leave the rubble of the Washington Monument as it was. It would be a reminder of the attack. It would be a monument to those who lost their lives. He ordered the building of a replacement monument after the capitol and White House were rebuilt. Both buildings were hardened from similar attacks while being restored.

Before things had a chance to settle back to normal, five Caliphate cargo ships, all flying South American or Korean flags docked at the Port of Newark, New Jersey. The cargo containers were loaded onto trucks, they were sent through scanners to make sure there weren’t any radioactive materials in them. Once cleared, they were allowed to go onto their destinations. Some people hadn’t learned their lessons from the west coast. They thought the attack was the missile attack and it had ended.

In the middle of the night, the cargo containers were opened by Caliphate operatives and supporters. Each container held fifty armed men, each carried an AK 47. The armed men climbed into the trucks supplied by their supporters. They were taken to areas where they could rest and recover from being cooped up in the containers. They planned to begin their attacks at dawn when rush hour started.

One hundred of the containers held Caliphate soldiers. As the rush hour traffic began entering New York City began, the soldiers struck. They began firing their AK 47s into the line of traffic lined at the entrance to the Lincoln tunnel. A few attackers kneeled and fired RPGs into the tunnel causing roaring fires which sucked the oxygen from the air in the tunnel. The NY/NJ, Port Authority police, ran into a wall of bullets and RPGs. They managed to get a call out for urgent assistance needed from every SWAT squad available.

Some attacked the NY/NJ Port Authority Bus station. Others stood on Fifth Avenue firing into the crowds. Six others carjacked three taxis which one drove while the others fired out of the taxi’s windows. The New Jersey State Police rapidly deployed armored vehicles which the Caliphate soldiers attacked with swarms of RPGs which were able to disable most of the armored vehicles.

Sixteen Caliphate soldiers took up positions in the parking lots at JFK, and LaGuardia airports, while some began to launch shoulder-fired missiles at the airplanes taking off and landing. They were able to shoot down nine planes before being killed by the local SWAT teams. Another Caliphate team attempted to destroy the Lincoln Tunnel with RPGs, but they were shot by three Port Authority police officers who got lucky when they saw the Caliphate soldiers kneel and pick up the RPGs.

One RPG was launched into one of the tunnel’s tubes before the attackers were killed. The rocket struck the roof of the tunnel, the blast blew a huge hole in the ceiling, the rocket’s warhead’s blast fell on cars and trucks, many of which caught fire which created a small fire storm in the tunnel. The fire storm sucked the air in from outside of the tunnel. The rushing air fed the fires which expanded through the tunnel. A huge blast of flames shot out both sides of the tunnel catching additional vehicles on fire. The fire spread to stalled traffic and even into two parking lots in the New York City side of the tunnel. The three police officers emptied their 15 round magazines into the three attackers, but the damage had been done.

As the police officers moved closer to the opening of the Lincoln Tunnel, they were attacked by two squads of Caliphate soldiers who had hidden in two of the other tubes. They killed the police and shot up every vehicle that was lined up trying to enter the New York City.

As soon as the Caliphate attacks began, the first family was taken in a stealth helicopter to the secret bunker in West Virginia. When the First Family entered the bunker the Secret Service sealed it so no one could gain access and the bunker was over pressurized to keep the outside air out in case weapons of mass destruction had been used. The Supreme Court justices and members of Congress were taken to different shelters around Washington, Maryland, and Central Virginia

.

President Jackson shook his head telling Admiral Wright on the secure line, “This shit is going to end right now. These constant attacks are driving me crazy. Every time we think we’ve smashed them back, they pop back up and hit us. What are our options?”

“Sir, are all options on the table?”

“We can’t use weapons of mass destruction. If we do they’ll respond in kind, and the Russians and Chinese might openly support them by attacking us. I don’t want to start a third world war.”

“Sir, we’re already in a third world war. We’re living in another Crusades. If we don’t destroy them now, we’ll be fighting them in every generation. We have the technological advantage now, we should use it.”

“Please forward me your ideas. Admiral, our people are running out of patience.”

They were interrupted by reports of the Caliphate’s new ground attack. The President angrily said, “That’s the straw that broke my back. I want this ended NOW, let me repeat that, NOW.”

“Yes, sir. The staff has come up with a list of actions and suggestions: 1) Massive bombardment from space. We will have to move additional battle stations to cover them or launch the four we have in reserve. 2) Aerial bombardment, except for the few B21 and two prototype B22 bombers we have, we’d have to expend thousands of anti-radar missiles to take down their SAMs. 3) An EMP attack, however, if the EMP spreads into Russia, they will respond. 4) Embargo, but they have large land borders which we couldn’t seal. 5) Sink all of their ships we find in port or at sea, a major problem with this plan is they’ve reflagged most of their ships and mixed the cargo they carry so we could be screwing with other country’s goods. 6) Pressure our allies to stop all food shipments, but Russia will most likely still send them food. 7) Invasion, we don’t have the forces to perform an invasion like in World War 2, and we’re not sure we’d find a friendly population when we did land. 8) Nuke, you’ve already ruled weapons of mass destruction out. 9) Computer hacks to bring their infrastructure down…”

“Wait, I like the last one. Can we do it, so they don’t know it’s us?”

“Yes, sir. We’ve gotten very good at hacking and inserting worms into people’s systems.”

​“Go ahead with number 9, the computer hacking or whatever number it was, and stop those armed bandits from killing any more of our people. You may also drop some more darts on their key infrastructure. Make them pay.”

@@@@@

Air Force C17s flew over the three New York and New Jersey airports. Four Delta Force squads planned to surprise the Caliphate attackers. Their plan was to drop on the heads of the attackers. The first squad to land were surprised when they landed at the Newark International Airport and found it free of any Caliphate soldiers. The Delta soldiers checked the terminal, they radioed in to command the airport was free of the Caliphate.

The Caliphate squads who were going to attack the Newark Airport had very little experience driving, they had cut off a tanker truck filled with gasoline. The tanker jackknifed and rolled over crushing the Caliphate’s soldiers. The tanker split, spreading gas over the New Jersey Turnpike, a spark ignited the gas into a massive fireball which consumed all of the evidence. The RPGs in the Caliphate’s car exploded when the burning gas reached them. The explosion spread the burning gasoline onto stalled cars. The fire closed the Turnpike exit going into the airport for three days.

The Delta soldiers came floating down under dark parachutes. They were loaded with as many magazines as they could carry and holding the newly issued short barrel rifles chambered in 6.8 mm. The new generation of silencers were so good the shots from the rifles sounded like soft poofs.

Some of the troops pulled their rifles around so they could hold them in their arms as they dropped closer to the mess on the ground. They were happy for the heavy cloud cover and the rain which masked their descent into the battle between the police and the Caliphate. The NYPD SWAT teams were fighting the Caliphate troops which had managed to shoot their way through the tunnel to the City.

The Delta troopers used full-color IR and night vision that was slaved to the sights on their rifles. They began firing before their feet touched the ground. They took the Caliphate soldiers by complete surprise. Their troops started falling without knowing what had hit them. The Delta squads’ rifles were silenced so their targets couldn’t hear them. The Caliphate soldiers noticed something was wrong when bodies kept falling over dead without any sounds or tracer rounds. They had no idea who was shooting at them or where this new threat was.

When the Delta squads were ten feet above the Caliphate soldiers, they radioed the defenders to stop shooting so they wouldn’t be hit by any friendly rounds. The Caliphate soldiers didn’t realize the defenders had stopped shooting until it was too late, and Delta was on top of them, killing everyone they found. A few of the Caliphate attempted to surrender. They threw their AKs away from themselves and raised their hands. They were surprised when the Delta soldiers smiled and told them in Arabic to tell Allah hello as they were shot between their eyes.

President Jackson sent the Army Corp of Engineers to assist the Port Authority of New York and New Jersey to assess the damage to the tunnels, bridges, airports, and mass transit stations. As quickly as the damage report was submitted, construction crews began arriving to begin repairs. It took the various construction crews three months to complete the repairs at the tunnels. During those three months, the Navy and Coast Guard ran ferries for the shiploads of people who commuted between the New York City and New Jersey.

Three of the Caliphate attacks were spoiled when they were stopped for speeding. They made the mistake of shooting at the police who called for assistance. Due to the state of war between the Caliphate and America, SWAT squads were always on alert, and they arrived to fight the Caliphate.

Sixty Caliphate troopers got lost, and by the time they arrived at the Boston tunnel, the police and four SWAT squads were waiting for them. The Caliphate soldiers never made it to their attack positions. They were wiped out to a man.

Four containers had been dropped off at the wrong location, behind a closed Sears store. With no one to open them, the soldiers trapped inside died from the lack of water. The containers were discovered two months later when some local kids playing tag on the containers complained of a strong horrible smell coming from them. The police opened them to a scene from hell. Badly decomposed bodies piled up against the locked doors.

@@@@@

​President Jackson woke in the bunker thinking he was going to have a good day. The military had finally gotten access in/out of New York City functioning again when he received an official notice from the House of Representatives that the large number of Muslim members not only strongly objected to him being President, they believe he committed murder against President Mohmand and wanted to file formal charges against him. They notified him they were filing a motion to impeach him for illegally taking over the office of President, pushing the country into an illegal war, committing first-degree murder, and for using weapons of mass destruction. He reviewed the official notice three times when his secure phone rang. He saw it was his security chief, BB calling. “What’s up?”

​“Mr. President whatever you do, please do NOT allow anyone into the bunker or sign for any documents…”

​“Ah, you mean the impeachment?”

​“You know?”

​“Yup, they were nice enough to send me an official copy. Who are they trying to send here? I thought this was a secret bunker.”

​“The Speaker told them where you were…”

​“That SOB. Remind me when this is over to give him what he deserves. Who are they trying to send?”

​“Their Master of Arms to hand you the order to appear and the West Virginia State Police with a warrant for your arrest. I got tipped off by a friend in the Capitol Police. They were asked to send a squad to arrest you.”

​“It’ll be a cold day in hell when I allow them to arrest me. I can’t avoid the impeachment, but I don’t have to allow anyone into a sealed secure bunker. Send some additional Secret Service agents over here. Plus, I’ll ask Admiral Wright to send a few squads of Marines.”

@@@@@

​Five State of West Virginia police cars arrived at the golf course. They didn’t know where the entrance to the bunker was, so they went to the main entrance. They took up positions around the main doors. Each was dressed in their riot gear. Each held either a shotgun or an old M4 assault rifle. When the House’s Master of Arms arrived, he was surprised to see the police standing guard. The police captain held up his hand to the House representatives, “Hello, may we help you?”

​“Show us where the President is.”

​“President of what company? I’m sure there are a number of them inside at the local community meeting. Who would you like us to ask to get out?”

​“Don’t play stupid West Virginia games with us. You know damn well we want the President.”

​“Yes, you said that, and we asked which President.”

​“The damned criminal, the President of the United States. Where is he?”

​“I’m sorry, we don’t know. We’re here to support the local community leaders.”

​“Don’t play games. You’ve seen our papers. I’m the Master of Arms for the House of Representatives. I have official business with the criminal President. I want to see him as soon as possible.”

​The West Virginia Police Captain shook his head while looking at his other officers, “Anyone know where the President is?”

​One of the officers laughed, “I assume in the ruins of the White House or one of his secret bunkers. You know those locations like Mount Weather or Raven Rock we’re not supposed to know about? Whoops did I just let slip the name of one of his bunkers?”

​“Drop the corn, where is he?”

​“I’m sorry, we don’t know where he is. You’re from Washington, don’t you know where he is?”

​The Master of Arms laughed, “You’re so full of shit. We both know he is around here someplace. Show me where he is.”

​“I can’t tell you where he is if I don’t know.”

​The Master of Arms pulled his sidearm only to see a group of shotguns pointed in his direction. “I’m sure we can work something out. I’m a peace officer, the same as you.”

​The WV captain leered at the Master of Arms, “You’re not like us at all. You’re a member of the party which attempted to destroy our country. If I were you, I’d get back in my car and get out of West Virginia as quickly and legally as possible. It would be a real shame if one of my troopers had to pull you over for a broken taillight.” The captain smashed one. “Like that. Or a broken windshield.” The captain shot the windshield. “All infractions of our laws. If one of my people did pull you over for these infractions, we’d have to hold you until we could confirm your ID and your car was repaired. You’d be placed in general lockup since D.C. cut funds to the police forces, our cameras don’t work anymore. Yup, it would be a real shame. Now get out of here before one of us thinks you pulled a weapon on us and we return fire. This isn’t the House or D.C. Your ID means nothing out here in the real world.”

​“Captain, I will be back and with the FBI.”

​“Please do, we all look forward to seeing you again.”

​As the Master in Arms pulled away in his broken car, the captain motioned for two officers to follow him. He was reportedly raped and beaten to death in a holding cell three days later. The body was cremated, and the ashes sent to the Speaker’s office with a note, “We don’t appreciate you in West Virginia.”

Chapter 17

​The Pentagon had a secret black site filled with hackers whose sole task was to attack America’s enemies through their computer networks. The department was only known as Task Force 98. (TF 98) There wasn’t any description of them in the budget. Even in the “black budget,” all that was listed was black site TF 98. No one in the House or Senate really knew what TF 98 was or what they did. The defense budget had so many pages most members of Congress never read the entire document, this allowed the DoD to bury a lot of items in their budget.

After receiving the go from the President, their commanding officer, General John Scott, smiled. He issued the order to his people who were well prepared for the task ahead of them. General Scott’s order was simple and to the point, “Create havoc in the Caliphate.” One hundred pairs of hands flew over keypads. Some operators wore headsets which took the impulses from their brains and converted them into binary data fed directly into the servers.

Within minutes the Caliphate knew something was wrong. The first item to reflect that something was wrong was their traffic lights. They began flashing red/green/red/red/green/red. Cars and trucks couldn’t make it through an intersection without being caught in the wrong light. As a high percentage of the cars and trucks in the world were fifth-generation autonomous driven and programmed to go and stop at intersections based on the traffic lights. They stalled not knowing what to do. Their AIs became so confused their logic circuits burned out. The stalled cars gridlocked the Caliphate’s streets.

TF 98’s second target was the Caliphate’s power grid. They flashed it on and off so quickly that circuit breakers blew. Generators failed from being spun past their red line, stopped, and spun up again. Transformers blew from massive voltage spikes. Within minutes, the Caliphate which had survived the EMP attack was entirely in the dark.

One of the TF 98’s most enjoyable tricks was to take all of the Caliphate’s web searches and direct them to porn sites or to verses in the Quran which they’d rewritten to confuse the Imams. TF 98 took control of the giant electronic billboards which now displayed porn and the modified verses of their holy book.

Sewers in the Caliphate quickly backed up, freshwater plants experienced equipment failures, the part numbers of the equipment had been changed so nothing could be repaired. The Caliphate operated fifty large desalination plants which provided clean water to Egypt, Libya, and all of Central Africa, plus the small areas of livable Saudi Arabia. TF 98 bypassed the desalination process, sending salt water as clean water, millions came down with dysentery, millions of acres of crops died from the salt water.

President Jackson smiled and laughed after reading each line in the TS progress report from TF 98. He thought to himself, damn, we’re getting a bigger bang from TF 98 than we did from all of the weapons we dropped on them. This has turned out to be an excellent investment. I’ll have to funnel more funds to them. I hope they’re prepared to block the Caliphate’s counter strike as it's only a matter of time before they realize we’re behind their troubles. Maybe we should screw up their oil production. He was interrupted by Randy, his CoS, “Sir, may I see you a moment?”

“Sure, what’s up?”

“We’ve lost track of two containers of Caliphate soldiers. We’ve interrogated the troops we took alive, we injected them with the new truth serum. They told us everything they knew, how many containers, how many people per container, their arms, etc. We can’t locate two of them.”

“What about the ones that got lost and their people died while trapped inside?”

“Those are in our accounting.”

“Shit. I knew this was going too smoothly. What was their target?”

“That’s the other problem, we don’t know. Each container had their own target which they didn’t share with the others. The soldiers we captured don’t know the other targets. Believe me, if they knew, they’d tell us. They’ve sung like canaries, they told us everything they knew.”

“Shit! They could be anywhere. Are you sure we’ve counted correctly?”

“Yes, sir. I can show you the spreadsheet. We’re missing two of them. Given the number of containers that come into the country every day they could be anywhere. The other horrible news is the soldiers believe they were the point of a much larger invasion planned to enter the same way.”

“Now you’ve really ruined my day. Let’s get the war cabinet on the secure line so we can discuss our options. Did they have any idea how large an invasion it was going to be?”

“Yes, sir….”

“Randy, spit it out.”

“Over 10 million men.”

“How the hell are they going to get 10 million people into our country without us knowing about it? Are they trying to start a third world war?”

“Sir, even if only tenth of what they told us is true, we’ll be facing one million which is larger than our standing military.”

“Get our favorite militia leader online with the rest. We’re going to need all the help we can get. It’s time to tell our people to load their weapons. I’m sure somewhere there are warehouses full of the weapons we took from our people. Let’s give the people the means to defend themselves and enough ammo to count.”

“Sir, can you do that? Won’t people want their own weapons back?”

“Most likely, however, we don’t have the time to check serial numbers and ensure everyone gets their own weapons returned. If I were a citizen, I’d be happy getting a similar weapon back, an armful of magazines and thousands of rounds of ammo. Make it happen. I’m canceling Mohmand’s national emergency and declaring my own to defend the country from an invasion. All prior gun laws are overridden, no permits for short barreled rifles or silencers are required. Our most important goal is to again turn our people into an armed national militia to defeat the invasion.”

@@@@@

The Sheikh was furious. He knew the Americans were behind their problems they were having with their systems. Every one of their systems had crashed and caused massive damage to their infrastructure and day to day life. He ordered General Saladin to launch their main invasion before the Satan did any more damage to their systems. General Saladin asked his leader, “If we load the ships now they are sure to see us…”

“I don’t care! We need to take pressure off of our systems. I was informed this morning that most of our networks’ nodes and servers will have to be replaced. We need to change our people’s focus. If we don’t, we’ll lose the war because our own people will turn on us.”

“Yes, sir. I will get the invasion fleet moving.”

@@@@@

Cargo ships loaded with the Caliphate’s invasion army left every one of the Caliphate’s ports. They’d leased cargo ships from every company they could get them. When they couldn’t lease enough ships, they loaded people on everything that floated. They’d cleaned out oil tankers which they loaded with people, thousands of ships made their way towards America. These ships were seen by America’s spy satellites, each ship was marked and tracked. Their projected ports of entry were identified as were the most suspected targets in a twenty-mile circle from each port.

The wall-sized map in the bunker showed the coastlines covered in red circles. He looked at the full image of Admiral Wright in the Pentagon’s war room. “Admiral, I’d say we’re screwed if those ships are packed with people, how do we cut them down before they reach our shores? How do we prove what those ships are carrying before they reach our shores and begin killing our people?”

“Sir, one idea my people have come up with is using the overheads with IR. If the ships reflect a higher temp then normal that means they have bodies on them, then you will have to make the decision on what to do. There are a hell of a lot more ships then we thought. We’ll need to use every resource we have, Air Force, Coast Guard, and Navy in order to cut them down.”

“Let me know as soon as the birds report what they see. Get every weapon system that can sink ships in place.”

“Sir, you’re going to have to either ask Congress to declare war or you’re going to have to declare a national emergency.”

“I know, based on the numbers of Muslims still in Congress I don’t think they’ll vote for a declaration of war which leaves me with a national emergency. We both know they’ll try to override my declaration. If they succeed and have the votes to overturn my veto, then we’ll have to wait until their first ships unload their troops and begin killing our people, God help us.”

“Sir, he will. He’s supported you so far. He won’t let us down now. Remember you have 60 days under the War Powers Act, Congress started counting with your first attack against the Caliphate, so we’re running out of time. Sir, what are ROE?” (Rules of Engagement.)

“Stop the invasion. Use any force up to nukes as your commanders see fit.”

“YES, SIR!”

Millions? I bet the assholes in Congress won’t believe our intel and will fight me until it's too late to stop half of their damn ships. Then, the media will blame me for not defending the country. Why did I want this crazy job? It’s a no-win if I ever saw one. I don’t care what Congress or the media says. They can call me a dictator all day long, and I won’t care as long as I save our country.

@@@@@

Two hours later, Admiral Wright shook his head looking at the images from space of the hundreds of ships working their way to America. Damn it, they’re not loaded with cargo, they’re loaded with people. The information their captured soldiers told us is true. Well, I guess I better give the bad news to the President.

The Speaker of the House laughed after the President’s call. He looked at his supporters, “First he’s hiding. Then he wants us to believe we’re about to be invaded. I told him the House will never support a Declaration of War and if he issues a national emergency, we’ll vote against it. I counted heads I believe we have the votes in the Senate to override his veto. He’s so full of crap it’s not funny. I want the media on his ass within an hour.”

After taking an unofficial headcount, the Speaker called the President to officially tell him he wasn’t welcome in the House to deliver a false declaration of war and his phony national emergency would also be voted down and they had the votes to override his veto.

President Jackson called Admiral Wright, “I believe it’s the perfect time for you to have a series of war games and to load all of our ships and planes with their full war loads. I’m going to sign a declaration to federalize the National Guard and activate the reserves and begin recalling the recently retired. Do you have any other ideas?”

“Sir, it would be a shame if NORAD (North American Air Defense) got some strange hits and had to close our air space except for military planes so they can figure out what’s going on.”

“I like that, please issue that. Anything else you can think of?”

“Might be a good time to place our strategic forces on alert and seal our borders.”

“All great ideas, accepted. I’ve called a meeting of three hundred militia leaders to coordinate their efforts with the military.”

“Agreed, we’ll take all of the help we can get.”

Chapter 18

True to the Speaker’s word, the House voted to refuse the President to address the House so he could lay out his case for a declaration of war. They also voted to turn down his national emergency. While Congress played games, the Caliphate’s invasion fleet drew closer to America. Since they were old ships, they could only make 8 knots. The Democratic Senate also voted to turn down the President’s declaration of a national emergency. They too overturned the President’s veto while the media mocked and made fun of the President. The media called the President a warmonger and that he was suffering from Islamophobia. The media used the same talking points. All mocked him. They made and displayed cartoons of him. The Caliphate media added their support to America’s media, surprising no one.

President Jackson was pleasantly surprised when the British Prime Minister offered to lease America four of their submarines. The terms of the lease were the American Navy would have to place a naval officer on each leased boat and would have to pay for any damage and for any weapons used. President Jackson quickly agreed. Four submariners were flown to England where they boarded the newly leased boats. As an added surprise, the British also leased America one of their aircraft carriers as long as America supplied the planes, pilots, and weapons used. The HMS Queen Elizabeth had been visiting Norfolk when the offer came. She docked and changed flags to the captain’s bemusement.

America surged every ship and submarine that could be put to sea, even some which were in dry dock and were quickly refloated, armed, and returned to sea. However, since many of the ship’s crews weren’t close to the ships when they were ordered to sea, many left their docks with whatever crews they could find. Some ships left with Marines as deckhands.

A third of the governors formally protested the federalization of the National Guard. The media quickly took their side claiming the President lacked the authority to call up the Guard. The governors took their case to the Ninth Circuit Court which surprised everyone when they sided with the President. The late-night program hosts spent their entire hour program mocking the President, as did the morning entertainment programs. President Jackson smiled towards his wife over their dinner, “The first time one of those ships docks and unloads thousands of crazed fighters who begin shooting at everyone they see we’ll see how funny they think it is.”

“Honey, we both know they’re still going to blame you for not protecting them. On the one hand, they hate you until they need you, and then it’s still your fault for not protecting them from themselves. Forget about them, you’ll never win them over. Do what you think is best to protect the country which is your most important mission.”

“And if they don’t attack?”

“You know they will, anyone, even a blind person can see what’s coming. Make sure you've issued your warnings and tell everyone what your intel said. Then when it comes, you warned them, and Congress laughed at you. There’s nothing else you can do since they turned every one of your requests down.”

“Thank you. I’m doing everything I can and some things I know will be later claimed to be illegal.”

“They’ll only be thought of illegal if the invasion doesn’t happen. If it does, no one will remember anything you did without Congress’ permission. All of the public and private hearings which come later will show you attempted to warn the country, you attempted to prepare the country and were fought at every step. Enjoy your meal, there’s nothing else you can do.”

“I am…”

“I know you are. You need to get some rest. You’re worrying yourself crazy When the invasion comes, the country is going to need all of your attention.”

@@@@@

The Israeli Prime Minister had a thought that he might be able to help his close friend in America. He ordered his Defense Minister to sink one of the Caliphate’s cargo ships carrying warriors. “Make sure you hit a ship loaded with people and not cargo. Record the entire attack and the debris on the surface. It would be perfect if you could arrange for the cargo ship to slowly sink so we could get images of their troops trying to abandon the ship.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll have one hit in the morning when the sun is at a perfect angle to aid the recording.”

“Excellent. Good hunting. Make sure our planes safely return.”

@@@@@

Two Israeli F35s swooped over three of the Caliphate’s rusted away, barely floating cargo ships which had recently left Libya. The fighter’s IR sensors showed the ship’s cargo containers were packed with bodies and not cargo. They radioed permission to fire, after quickly receiving it, one F35 circled overhead to record the event while the other lined up on two of the cargo ships. The Israeli fighter launched four air-to-ship missiles, two at each ship. The missiles struck both ships at the water line. Each ripped a huge hole in the thin cargo ship’s hulls allowing tons of water to flood in. The ships began leaning over as the water began filling the cargo compartments.

The second F35 was rewarded with perfect recordings as thousands of troops began jumping off the ships, life rafts were quickly filled, and still, people jumped off the boats. The second F35 pilot wondered how many people had been on the struck ship as thirty minutes after the missile strike people were still jumping into the ocean. The pilot radioed to the first F35, “How many people were on those scows?”

“I don’t have any idea, but they’re still coming, they’re all wearing army uniforms. I hope you’re capturing this.”

“I am, I am. Damn, I’m glad they weren’t coming to Israel. I wonder if even America will be able to stop them.”

“I’m going to hit the third ship. I know our orders said we should sink one, but these targets were just too good to pass up. Have you got your cameras going?”

“Yup, I agree with you. I don’t see any reason to bring back unused missiles after all the birds are American so we’re doing them a favor of using them this way.” Both pilots laughed. The shooting F35 fired his last two missiles which struck something inside the ship which exploded in a massive fireball which consumed the ship. Thousands of people were thrown into the air. The shock waves killed thousands of people who had already been in the water. The Israeli videos were shown on Fox News and social media sites within the hour. The American media claimed the President made a phony recording and there wasn’t any invasion force. The media wanted Israel condemned for striking unarmed ships in international waters. They ignored the numbers of army uniforms in the water. Many of the American media didn’t even show the images of the thousands of army uniforms in the water. What they didn’t see, wasn’t there. The media increased their blaming of the President and his lackey Israel.

@@@@@

The Caliphate made a severe mistake when an American P8 antisubmarine plane overflew a group of five old rusting cargo ships in the North Atlantic, someone on the ship fired a shoulder-fired anti-air missile at the P8. The P8 was able to decoy the missile through the use of decoys and a series of sharp turns. An attack on an American warplane was an act of war. Hence the President gave the military the go-ahead to attack the fleets of cargo ships. All thirty nuclear-powered attack submarines which hadn’t done any cargo ship hunting since the Second World War proved their skills.

The modern Mark 48 heavyweight torpedoes were designed to sink Soviet double-hulled nuclear submarines or warships. The thin-hulled old cargo ships were easily snapped in two when the torpedoes’ 650-pound warheads exploded under the cargo ships’ hulls. The explosions snapped the ship’s keels, breaking the vessels into two sections. All five quickly sank. The surface of the water was filled with tens of thousands of army uniforms, proof no one wanted to see of an impending invasion. The attack submarines took detailed images which were never played on American news programs.

Due to the Mark 48’s long range and the reprogramming of the submarine’s Tomahawk cruise missiles cargo ships all over the Atlantic and Pacific were attacked and sunk. A single American submarine could strike over twenty targets. The fifth and later versions of the Virginia class attack submarines had been extended so they could carry 28 cruise missiles in vertical launchers, these plus their load of torpedoes enabled each boat to strike over fifty ships.

Even with every submarine attacking every target they could target, and America’s aircraft carrier launched fighters armed with air-to-ship missiles, which struck every cargo ship they could reach, hundreds were sunk, and still, hundreds more continued their way towards America.

The world’s media used commercial satellites to show ships burning and sinking, the media claimed this was outright murder, and the President should be tried as a war criminal. The Caliphate even filed charges with the UN and World Court against the President.

Waves of bodies floated in the oceans combined with the debris from the sunk ships. The blue/green ocean was filled with bloody, soggy, bloated Caliphate army uniforms. There were a few groups of cargo ships which were smarter, they hid under low clouds, they used jammers to mask their positions, some changed their names and flags, so they appeared to be other ships. A number of cargo ships broke away from their assigned groups and sailed as individual ships so as to not draw attention to themselves.

The tankers were left alone. The Americans assumed they were carrying fuel or other chemicals, so they weren’t attacked. One of the Caliphate’s plans was to destroy LNG ships in port hoping their resulting explosions would destroy the ports, injuring any police or defenders. General Saladin knew that LNG ships were some of the best-protected ships afloat. They had double hulls, and the LNG was carried in double shells. A colossal explosive would be required to breach the ships, open the LNG domes and ignite the gas in the atmosphere. The general’s plan was to use antitank missiles to breach the ship’s hulls, followed by additional antitank missiles to breach the domes, once the gas began to leak, his instructed his holy warriors to attack the ships with thermobaric missiles which were designed to explore caves and destroy massed groups of soldiers.

General Saladin used the Caliphate’s money to purchase two mega yachts on which they positioned soldiers, dressed in bathing suits or shorts armed with the missiles. Due to the attack on the cargo ships, the general’s war plan was thrown off its timing. Unfortunately, one hand didn’t know what was happening to the other. So, the attackers charged with blowing up the LNG ships went ahead as if the cargo ships were only hours from the port instead of most weren’t ever going to make port meaning the follow-up attacks at the ports wouldn’t happen.

Six soldiers fired antitank missiles at a giant LNG ship at the port of Neptune, Massachusetts ten miles offshore which would strike fear into New England. Their second target was Fort Charles, Texas, which would also hamper the ports and refineries at Houston. Houston was the center of America’s refineries. The General knew if he could damage the refineries or even close them for a short time, America could run low on fuel to fight the invasion.

Six antitank missiles struck the two LNG ships, these were Russian missiles which had been designed to defeat the latest tank armor. The missiles easily broke through the ships’ double hulls. Six additional missiles were aimed at one dome, the missiles cracked the LNG dome, allowing the LNG to shoot out of the cracked dome. Due to the low temperature of the LNG, it looked like a white fog blowing out of the dome. The next volley of missiles were the thermobarics which did what they were designed to do. They ignited the leaking LNG gas; the resulting explosions killed the soldiers and destroyed the mega yachts when the blast waves washed over them. The LNG exploded like small-sized nuclear weapons only without the radioactive fallout. The blast waves destroyed pipelines, and cities, over fifty thousand civilians were killed in the two blasts. The refineries close to the ports in Houston were damaged, many were set on fire forcing them to close.

The LNG explosions shocked the country. The media instantly began screaming for the President’s head for not protecting the country. President Jackson’s Press Secretary was bombarded with questions asking what he was doing to protect the country and why he hasn’t done more to protect American lives. Janice White, the Multi-Media Secretary, smiled while replaying the media’s own recordings saying there wasn’t an invasion and the President had made the entire story up. She played their own words back to them at them and then left the office with the media having to watch themselves in 3D in front of them.

She then played the President asking the Speaker of the House for a declaration of war against the Caliphate and being laughed at. She played the recordings of the late-night television hosts mocking the President. These were followed by the lifelike recordings of the LNG explosions and blast waves destroying everything they touched. Images of American towns and pipelines burning. Images of dead Americans were broadcast with the President warning of the upcoming invasion and the media laughing at him.

President Jackson wondered how many additional ships the Caliphate had on the oceans still coming towards them. What the President and the Pentagon missed were the Caliphate soldiers massing along the American/Canadian border. The Sheikh knew the odds were excellent the Americans would figure out his trick with the ships which was one reason why they were packed with untrained men, their best soldiers had been flown into Canada, their weapons smuggled in via diplomatic cases. The government of Canada didn’t care what the Caliphate did as long as they didn’t create trouble while in Canada. The last five Canadian Prime Ministers had been very sympathetic to the Caliphate.

Twenty of the American submarines had shot out all of their missiles, they had a 79% hit rate. Some of the Caliphate ships had Russian close in anti-missile systems installed. The core Harpoon 3+ and Tomahawk missiles launched by the Americans had been in use for over seventy years, their guidance and flight profiles were well known and easy to shoot down or in some cases decoy away with the Russian equipment.

The most successful American weapons were their torpedoes which were very difficult to decoy from the cargo ships. Almost every Mark 48 had been updated. 98% of every Mark 48 fired struck and destroyed a cargo ship.  Those that failed either failed from a failure in their electronics or they passed through the thin hulls of the cargo ships and out the other side before exploding. They had been designed to fight double-hulled submarines, not thin hulled commercial ships. The submarines made mistakes in not targeting their Mark 48s to explode under the hulls instead of striking the hulls. Most of the American submarines carried a limited number of torpedoes, only a few of the newest Presidential class carried a large inventory and had eight tubes.

The American Navy was pleased it was sinking the Caliphate’s cargo ships like shooting fish in a barrel. They didn’t know the Caliphate had a secret weapon. They had purchased the plans for the American’s Ford-class aircraft carriers. They also purchased Chinese anti-carrier missiles which they targeted at the bow area which is where the large capacitors had been placed for the ships’ electromagnetic airplane launchers.

Six missiles out of two hundred launched managed to get through the American missile defenses and strike two of the carriers. Only one of the missiles hit the bow area, the other five struck the sides or towers. The one missile which hit the bow area caused a massive explosion when the large capacitors exploded due to the massive release of energy.

The entire bow area of the USS Ford was a smoking hole. The only thing that saved the ship was the automatic fire suppression systems and the fire-fighting efforts of the crew. The second carrier struck was also taken out of service due to the holes in its flight deck. America was now down to only four carriers. The three that had been mothballed by Mohmand were being worked on 24/7 to be placed back in service.

America was losing and President Jackson was being blamed for losing the war. Congress began holding hearings about the President’s mismanagement of the war when the Caliphate’s soldiers crossed America’s northern border. Over one hundred thousand trained soldiers crossed into America. Most passed through thinly manned checkpoints, the few border agents at the crossings were quickly killed before they could sound the alarm. Some of the invaders stole the border control agent’s vehicles and uniforms. The real invasion had started, invader’s feet had touched American soil for the first time since the war of 1812.

Chapter 19

Every incoming report was filled with bad news. The war rooms in the Pentagon and the President’s bunker’s monitors flashed with warnings and reports of disasters. Every ten minutes, the charts which displayed the numbers of Americans wounded or killed grew in front of the President. The chart continuously had to be resized as the numbers jumped upwards. The President stared at the map while his cabinet virtually joined him. “Look at this mess, every couple of minutes the numbers grow. They caught us with our pants down by crossing at the northern border…”

Admiral Wright interrupted the group saying, “Mr. President, I don’t want to interrupt you; however, we have reports of twenty thousand wild-eyed Caliphate invaders spreading out from the Port at Oakland. When the National Guard attempted to respond, they found lines of people protesting our handling of the war. They demanded we use nonlethal means of stopping any imagined invaders. The locals have formed a protective shield around the Caliphate invaders. The local commander is requesting instructions.”

“Hit them with gas, all of them. If the locals are protecting the invaders, then they should also be considered part of the invading army by providing comfort and aid to enemy. They are guilty of treason, treat them as such,”

The Admiral could be seen typing the President’s orders, ten minutes later a CNN reporter appeared over the conference table, “I’m here at the Port of Oakland where the American army or someone has attacked the peaceful protesters and us reporters. Yes, they attacked us reporters! If you see my face, you’ll see my eyes are closed, we’ve been hit with some type of gas. Oh my God, we’ve been gassed by our own government like the Nazis did. We’re all going to die. I have to go now because I’m going to die…”

The reporters at CNN’s news desk in Atlanta took over the broadcast, “You’ve just seen our reporter on scene reporting the American, yes, our own country’s army has declared war on its own people. We believe this is cause enough for the Congress to impeach the President whether he appears in person to face the charges against him or not. The President is attempting to block our First Amendment rights…”

BB, the President’s security chief laughed, “Notice it’s always about their rights, never a word when Mohmand crushed the 2nd, 5th, and 14th amendments. Of course, they were silent then because they supported him. In the middle of an invasion, they want to waste time on a trial. An invasion they said was a made-up crisis. I hope they are enjoying their made-up crisis; the American people should hold Congress and the media to account for not allowing us to prepare for this mess.”

President Jackson waved his hands to stop BB from continuing, “That’s spilled milk. We don’t have the time to waste on talking about what and who did what. We have to stop the current invasion. Admiral, how many additional ships are due to dock?”

“Sixteen within the next three days.”

“Sink them. I don’t care if they’re real cargo ships or not. Announce our airspace and sea lanes are closed. Extend our maritime security zone out to two hundred miles, same with our air space. Close all of our borders. How many troops can you move from the major ports to respond to the northern invasion?”

“Sir, not enough and not quickly enough. I’d like permission to hit their bases with the ‘fingers of God.’”

“Admiral, what if those bases are our towns with our people in them?”

“Sir, its war…”

“NO. Find another way, and while you’re finding ways, I want to smack the damn Caliphate. What do you suggest? No nukes unless they use them first.”

“EMP attack. We have conventional weapons which create massive EMP bursts. The war staff suggests hitting the Caliphate with overlapping EMP warheads. In order to ensure they arrive and aren’t shot down by a Russian missile, we suggest using one of the new Tridents which can avoid the Russian anti-missile-missiles.”

“Admiral, wasn’t I clear when I said no nukes?”

“Sir, we have four Tridents armed with the EMP warheads we can also arm one of the two Ohio class cruise missile boats with EMP armed Tomahawks. The Tomahawks also need their guidance package updated so once over their targets they climb, the EMP needs to be high in order to spread. The current cruise missile EMP warheads were designed to hit an airport or power station, a localized target. The generated EMP is strong enough to set them back a couple of hundred years. Nothing electronic will survive. The EMP is stronger than if we’d exploded nukes over their heads.”

“Launch the Tridents, when they’re in the air I’ll call Russia so they know we’re not using nukes, even if they warn the Caliphate it will be too late. I’d like the EMP to wash over a bit of Eastern Russia, is it possible?”

“Sir, how far East?”

“Oh, maybe touch Moscow? I think they need to understand we know they helped the Caliphate and we don’t appreciate it. Once they explode, send a message from me saying, whoops bad guidance, and we’ll be happy to compensate them after the war. Also, release the statement, so the world knows how sorry we are.”

The cabinet laughed. “Admiral, how long till you can launch?”

“Mr. President, we can launch as quickly as it takes for you to enter your codes in the launch computer since they’re Tridents, they need your release.” An Air Force major placed the computer on the conference room desk. Most of the cabinet had never seen the ‘football.’

Once open the President looked into the display, “I am President Jackson, my authorization code is 12-10-49-alpha-omega.”

The computer generated a face asking, “Mr. President do you confirm you would like to authorize the release of weapons of mass destruction?”

“I, President Jackson do want to authorize the release of selected and only selected weapons. All other weapons of mass destruction shall remain on hold and ready to be deployed.”

“Please state the weapons you wish to authorize.”

Admiral Wright slid a note in front of the President. “Four Trident missiles, numbers 1, 2, 3 and 4 from the submarine USS Columbia.”

“Trident missiles numbered 1 through 4 from the USS Columbia have been authorized. Is there anything else?”

“Not at this time.”

“Have a pleasant day.” The face disappeared. President Jackson said, “Have a pleasant day? I may be destroying the world, and the damn computer tells me to have a pleasant day?”

“Sir, it's better than saying, by the way, you just started the war to truly end all wars and life on the planet.”

“You do have a point there. How long?”

“If you look at the main monitor, you’ll see the missiles breaking the water. Once they reach ten thousand feet, the message to Moscow will be sent.”

“Does the Caliphate have anything to stop them?”

“Not these warheads. Their guidance is controlled by a very advanced AI, and when the warheads begin separating from their base, they will begin jamming and releasing decoys. Then, as they begin zeroing in on their targets, they will zig-zag making any ground-based laser or missile difficult to target. Their final defense against lasers is they are coated in a very reflective material until they begin entering the atmosphere and the heat generated would block lasers.”

“I’m impressed. How long until they reach their targets?”

“I’ll put up the counter, less than nine minutes. Each missile had ten warheads so the Caliphate in Europe will receive forty explosions. The USS Ohio will be ready to launch against the Caliphate’s North African territory in thirty minutes. Indonesia will take a little longer as we have to install new missiles in a Columbia class boat.”

“I want them hit with something.”

“We could destroy their major bases from space…”

“Hit them and also their parliament or whatever they call it. I also want their power stations hit. If we can’t hit them with an EMP, we can destroy their stations, so they’re in the dark.”

“Sir, we have one other weapon that was in development. It’s currently a very black project and was deemed illegal, but somehow it continued in development until we were able to build a dozen of them.”

“You have our full attention. Go on, no one here is going to hold anything against you.”

“It’s called a dazzler…”

“A laser generator to cause blindness? Now I understand why it was deemed illegal. Oh my god, that could be deemed a crime against humanity.”

“Sir, the DoD’s legal department said if we issued a warning first and people rejected the warning then it’s not a crime because they were warned to take cover and not look at the bright lights in the sky.”

“Holy shit. Admiral, what other crazy weapons have the white coats in the basement labs developed? Disrupters? Photon torpedoes?”

“You know about the rail guns they were ready to deploy when Mohmand canceled them, he also canceled the particle beam development.”

“Christ Admiral. I thought I reinstated the rail guns. Leave the particle beams for now. I was joking, but I see you weren’t. We’ll have a little chat after we win the war. I need to get advice on the dazzlers. I’d like everyone’s comments.”

While the discussion went around the table, the countdown clock struck zero. Everyone turned their attention to the wall-sized display. They watched the view from space as lights and motion across the European Caliphate came to an abrupt stop. They also smirked when Moscow went dark. The new Transportation Secretary smiled, “There goes a few hundred billion in solar cells, and electric cars all computer operated and now all dead junk. Green power worked so well for them in the end, their green just turned brown.”

Their attention was pulled to the ‘Hot Line’ which began flashing, an image of the Russian President appeared in the conference room. “Mr. President, one of your damn missiles missed its target, it struck eastern Russia. You just caused billions of rubles worth of damage. What have you to say for yourself? It better be good, or I will release my weapons against you.”

President Jackson smiled, he leaned forward so he could be clearly seen by his counterpart, “Hello Mr. President, how nice of you to call. I saw one of our missiles lurch off target and what caused it? Could it be one of your lasers? Could it have been one of your ground to space missiles? We found it very interesting that the Caliphate is using all Russian weapons. Let me tell you that my missiles are all on a hair trigger. If you begin your preparations to launch, or one of your missile boats, all in port, begin to move, we will destroy Russia. By the time your boats can prepare their missiles or open their silo doors our space-based weapons will have already destroyed your bases and boats before our nuclear missiles arrive. You made a huge mistake assisting the Caliphate in their attack on us. I’ll tell you what’s going to happen, you’re going to stop supporting the Sheikh, or since I’m a little tight on time, I’m going to pound your country back to the stone age. It’s up to you. I’ll be happy looking at your financial claims after I crush the Caliphate. What would you like to say?”

“I’ll destroy you! You can’t dictate to Mother Russia…”

President Jackson nodded at the Admiral who tapped instructions on his secure tablet. The President said in an icy voice. “If your military looks in the sky you’ll notice a fiery tail falling from space towards the mountain where your strategic command bunker is located. Keep threatening me, and I’ll take out all of your bases.” The President cut the communication. In space, a dart was released from its silo. It fell through the atmosphere targeting the Russian’s command location. It was inside a mountain similar to America’s NORAD command. The dart flashed through the atmosphere and cut into the mountain. The dense depleted uranium dart cut through the rock of the mountain until it reached the hallowed-out command area. The kinetic energy was released when it arrived in the open space of the command center. The explosion destroyed the Russian center, flames shot out of the hole that the dart dug through the mountain like a blow torch.

Chapter 20

The Sheikh’s bunker, like all of the Caliphate’s others, went dark when the multiple EMP explosions covered their territory. He asked his staff what had happened. The staff was confused, and they couldn’t figure out what happened because all of their computers had died. The Sheikh began to panic. He looked around the command room, “What happened? Why did all of the computers die at the same time? I thought we were deep enough that nothing could touch us. What did the Satan do? Did they use nuclear weapons?”

The Caliphate’s on-site military commander shook his head, “Sir, they did NOT use nuclear weapons. Nukes have a distinctive signature. None of our sensors registered the signature of a nuke before we went dark.”

“Then what the hell did they do?”

“Our best guess is they used an EMP weapon.”

“A what?”

“A weapon which generates a pulse similar to a nuclear weapon, but which could also be stronger and tuned to destroy shielded weapons. They appear to have blanketed Europe. Just before we went dark, we got a flash of Europe going dark, then we did. Our best guess is the EMP was carried into the bunker through our cables from the top side.”

“How long until we get back online?”

“Sir, we can’t reboot our existing system. We will need to change all of our computers and networks.”

“Then change them!”

“Sir, it's not that easy. We don’t have spares for all of our systems down here. We have to return to the surface and then we’ll be at risk. Anything we had stored on the surface is also most likely fried. We may not be able to repair our networks. They may have blinded us until we can purchase new systems. Sir, once on the surface, we will be at risk, the Americans will be able to see us, they’ll be able to target us on the surface. There won’t be anywhere to hide.”

“Then we remain down here? In the dark, without any communications?”

“Sir, we can’t remain here. We’ll run out of air. Our scrubbers are down, and we’re going to run out of oxygen. The increasing amount of C02 will make us sick. We don’t have a choice. We’re going to have to return to the surface.”

“So, if we return to the surface, we could be targeted, and yet we can’t remain down here. So, we have no option but to return to the surface am I right?” replied the Sheikh.

“Yes, sir. We’re out of options.”

The Sheikh attempted to walk around the conference table, the dim emergency lights didn’t provide enough light to cut through the many shadows in the room. “How do we remain safe up there?”

“Sir, we can’t be one hundred percent safe any longer. We invaded the Great Satan, and they are striking back. Remember their technology is much further ahead of ours.”

“Have they turned off all of the lights across the Caliphate?”

“We don’t know, we have no communications.”

@@@@@

Six hours after the Trident EMP warheads exploded over Europe, twenty modified Tomahawk missiles were launched from the USS Ohio their modified flight profile sent them on a low approach towards the land area until they reached their targets, then they climbed and exploded. The resulting EMP explosions swept across North Africa turning off all communications and computer networks.

The remaining part of the Caliphate, Indonesia, thought itself lucky until bright flames fell from the sky destroying every one of Indonesia’s power plants. A day after the American attacks began, the Caliphate was in the dark. The only small areas which still had power were in the Middle East, they went untargeted due to the risk of the EMP touching Israel. President Jackson informed the Israeli Prime Minister he could deal with Syria and the remains of Saudi Arabia, Iraq, and Iran. Much of the area was still suffering under dense fallout clouds of deadly radiation.

The Israeli Prime Minister agreed and ordered squadrons of F35s armed with their own version of directed EMP bombs to be dropped over Syria, Iraq, and Iran. Within two hours of the order, only small pockets of the Caliphate had electrical power. The people of the Caliphate were confused, scared, and panicked.

People took to the streets demanding their power and water to be turned back on. When the Sheikh climbed the ladder, his emergency escape method to the surface, he was sweaty, out of breath and shocked by what he saw. Berlin was dark, people screamed for help and for their power to be turned back on. Only bicycles moved through the city. As all vehicles had been converted to electric and battery powered clogged the streets. They were dead where they were when the EMP attacks happened.

The Sheikh used the fiber communications network to speak with his military commanders, all informed him they’d lost all contact with their invasion forces. General Saladin reported, “Sir, the Americans even exploded their damn EMP weapons over the oceans knocking out all communication with our ships. We had reports that a few of our vessels managed to land their troops in America before we lost all contact.

“Our forces in America and Canada can use their comms devices. However, we can’t receive their signals. We don’t have any idea what’s going on over there. The Americans were much quicker to react then we had projected, they sank most of our ships.”

“How many managed to dock?”

“Our best estimate was less than twenty out of hundreds.”

“They are truly the Satan. Only Satan could have seen our plans and reacted as quickly as they did. Will our long-range weapons function?”

“We are testing them. It will be a couple of days before we know one way or the other. Sir, we have less than fifty nuclear missiles. The French destroyed most of theirs when they realized we were going to take over Europe. England was able to fight us off, and they deported our people as we were close to conquering most of Europe.

It was so easy to take over Europe. The fools opened their borders, allowing us to swarm in. We outbred them so we could vote our own people into office. Once we held the government, it was simple to convert Europe to be the central location of the Caliphate. They were blind to the enemy they opened their doors to allow inside. They invited us in and once in, we never left.”

“Yes, yes. I know our history better than anyone. Had it not been for that damned Jackson, we would have also conquered America. Then using their weapons, we could have conquered the world. We were on the cusp when Mohmand rushed the conversion process. The power went to his head, it cost him his head and us the world. No matter, Allah will guide us to rebuild and, in the future, conquer the world. It will only take us a little longer. In the end, no one can stand up to the power of Allah. Now tell me what can our fifty missiles do to the Americans?”

“Sir, if we launch them, we’ll be destroyed. While we have fifty, they have hundreds plus their submarines and bombers. If we used our missiles, we’d be quickly destroyed. I urge you not to use our weapons of mass destruction,” said a very worried General Saladin.

A very angry Sheikh yelled, “General, damn it all. Look what they did to us. Didn’t they use such weapons against us? Since they fired first aren’t we free to respond in kind?”

“Sir, if we had EMP weapons we could respond in kind if we managed to get our missiles past their defenses. The Europeans didn’t have anti-missile defenses like the Americans, Russians, and Chinese. They relied on the Americans to save them.”

The Sheik laughed, “That didn’t work out so well for them. Tell me what we can do to get our revenge on them.”

“I am working on a plan where we send a few of our nukes into America. We will explore them next to their few remaining nuclear plants. The combined radiation will spread across their country. An added benefit will be they won’t be able to blame us. A large percentage of their people will believe their nuclear plants exploded. We can help spread that story by planting the story in their media and spreading cash around.”

“I like it very much. You have my permission to go ahead with this plan. How long will it take you to explore them?”

“It will take us a few weeks to remove the warheads from the missiles and then we’ll transport the weapons to America via our submarines. We can’t rush the attack. The Americans will be watching for us to strike back. I suggest we allow a few months…”

“MONTHS?”

“Sir, please let me continue. The Americans will be waiting for us if we rush the attack. Their attack submarines will be waiting for our boats. They will sink our boats before we can get close to their coasts. We have to allow time to pass. We have to make them think we’re running around chasing our own tails after their attack. When we don’t do anything to strike back. They’ll begin to lower their defense status allowing us to slip our weapons into their country.”

“General they don’t have many nuclear plants left. Are you sure your plan will spread enough radiation across their country?”

General Saladin nodded, “Sir, many of their plants that have been closed still have their cores in them. Two of our major targets will be their Pantex lab in Texas. That’s where they disassemble old weapons and assemble new ones. Our other special target is their nuclear lab in Oak Ridge Tennessee. Both of these targets will spread tons of radiation. We’re also altering our weapons to make them into very dirty weapons which means they will spread much more radiation than normal.”

“Excellent. I like it very much. If you say we will have to wait months, then we’ll follow your plan and wait.”

@@@@@

Hordes of invaders crossed into America from Canada killing everyone they met. Entire small towns were wiped out as the invaders moved south. The invaders selected states that had been liberal and thus would have less armed citizens to fight them. The invaders swarmed into New York, Michigan, Washington, and Maine. They were surprised when they were met in Maine and northern Michigan by thousands of armed citizens and heavily armed militias. The story of a gun behind every blade of grass was becoming a reality.

The upcoming battle was going to be a mismatched. While the Caliphate soldiers were trained and highly motivated, the Americans knew the geography and were fighting for their families and homes. Most of the American defenders were average citizens, some were police officers and a handful of vets with the local militias who wore mismatched camo thinking they were in charge because they were organized. After heated discussions, sometimes with the militia leaders being knocked down in fist fights. The vets took over the leadership and organized hasty defenses.

The Americans were usually outgunned. The vets organized what they called a fluid defense. Hit the invaders, fall back, hit them again, and fall back. When the invaders were looking for a frontal attack, hit them in their rear to keep them off balance. The American defenders lost people, but they also took their toll on the invaders. The Americans wore the invaders down. Every engagement with the defenders cost the Caliphate people they couldn’t afford to lose. The Americans relearned the tricks their forefathers had used to defeat the British. They struck at night, they set hundreds of booby traps. Many were reminiscent those used by both sides in the Vietnam War. They also planted hundreds of IEDs, a trick learned from many years fighting in the Middle East. As a last effort, they burned the land behind them so the Caliphate couldn’t live off the ground. Every store and home that may have food was burned, crops were burned, every person in the path of the Caliphate invaders was forced to leave so they couldn’t be used as hostages.

The invaders weren’t given food and water. After all, they were invading America, a land where every house had access to fresh water and most likely had weeks of food in it. Why carry something they could easily find. The scorched earth retreat hurt the Caliphate invaders since they were left without water. Every night was a nightmare because the damned Americans either sniped them or threw Molotov Cocktails which burned them. The Americans who hunted were very deadly snipers. They shot the Caliphate’s officers first hoping to leave the invaders leaderless. The American defenders quickly learned their tactics were wearing the invaders down.

The Americans watched as small groups, sometimes one or three men snuck away in the middle of the night, they pulled their uniform shirts off and either attempted to blend in with the Americans or they attempted to make their way back to Canada. Most never made it very far, the American hunters quickly killed those who tried to get away from the blood bath.

Due to the very spread out regions the Caliphate invaded and the still limited number of American troops, General Wright decided to spread his troops around. He sent them to support those successful defenders. Paratroopers landed among the defenders in the morning’s early hours. The soldiers brought with them automatic weapons, additional ammo, and cases of MREs. The invasion was one time a President was pleased his citizens had ignored federal law. Many of the gun owners had refused to turn in their weapons, thus allowing them to stop the Caliphate’s invasion, except in the Northwest where they were welcomed. A citizen army was the reason the country’s founders had the foresight to write the Second Amendment. They knew that one day the citizens of the country might have to defend it.

While the average citizens were fighting the invaders with whatever weapons they had, DHS opened their massive warehouses full of confiscated weapons. Every citizen who wanted a weapon was armed, there were options of ARs, AKs, semiautomatic hunting rifles, and various AR and AK pistols. Each also received twenty-five magazines and five to eight thousand rounds of ammo. Some complained they received a different weapon then that which was illegally taken. They were told to take was offered and go or not take any weapon and wait years for a court to respond. Only a very small number of people decided to wait for a court case, almost everyone else just smiled and accepted a weapon and ammunition.

Thousands of retired vets fought alongside the militias and regular troops. Both sides had mortars and machine guns. The weapons which broke the invader’s backs were the American attack helicopters and ground attack aircraft. The cost of slowing and stopping the invaders was entire towns being destroyed. Dense smoke covered the border between America and Canada. Tens of thousands of refugees streamed out of the cities caught in the middle of the battle.

An aspect unforeseen by the President was, in Washington State, the invaders were welcomed by citizens holding welcoming signs. The locals not only welcomed them, but they also offered to feed and house the invaders. The American media also welcomed the invaders which upset three-quarters of the population. The media refused to report the invasion. Various reports flowed from the front that the Caliphate soldiers were an invading force and killed Americans. The President begged the population not to welcome the invaders, he asked them to kill the Muslims. Pictures and videos of the atrocities committed by the invaders started to be posted on social media, Facebook and Twitter attempted to block the posts until the Ninth Circuit Court of Appeals ordered them to allow the posts.

When the bulk of the Americans saw the posts, they became outraged and demanded the President do something while they still blamed him for not protecting them from the invasion. Even the Speaker of the House who attempted to impeach the President changed sides and accused him of not protecting the country.

President Jackson said there was no reason to toss blame back and forth as this was the time for the country to come together and fight together to save the country. Many agreed with him, but many were outraged so many people hadn’t turned in their weapons. The media called these people criminals until the President told them to shut up or be arrested for siding with the enemy. The press was shocked and increased their call for the President’s impeachment. President Jackson responded by having ten ‘talking heads’ arrested on air for giving aid to the enemy.

The other reporters might have been slow to support the war, but they were very quick to catch on to them either shutting up or being arrested. President Jackson had the detained reporters dropped behind enemy lines to show them the Caliphate soldiers they supported weren’t their friends. The female reporters quickly learned their mistake when the Caliphate troops raped them, and the men were usually outright killed when they attempted to walk into the Caliphate soldier’s camp to report on them.

The reporters’ body cameras were networked which allowed everyone to see what the Caliphate was really about and how they treated American citizens. People saw the cruelty, the beheading, the torture, and even crucifixions. It was the crucifixions which grabbed middle America. They were shocked and sickened. Middle America which had never been a supporter of the Caliphate quickly asked what they could do to defeat the savages.

Chapter 21

President Jackson’s most significant problem was how to deal with the invaders in the Northwest. The invaders were being supported by the citizens, many even drove the invaders to the other locations they wanted to go. Caravans were formed to drive the invaders into Oregon and then into California. The Caliphate invaders were happy. They thought their invasion was going to be a walk in the park. They hadn’t run into any issues or anyone who opposed them.

@@@@@

General Saladin’s plans were slowed to a crawl with the absence of power and computers. His staff managed to get the nuclear devices on the Peruvian flagged ships which were going to leave from the Philippines. None of the workers knew what was in the crates they’d placed on the ships. The ships had their top sides rebuilt with plywood to look like different ships. The general’s plan was once they had entered the northern Pacific and were under dense cloud cover the crews would tear the wooden coverings off the ships, and their flags changed. The general prayed such a cheap trick would confuse the Americans.

The trick worked to confuse the American spy satellites because the image computers missed the change. The NSA’s AI was good, but even it didn’t take note of the change and report it. The ships were able to dock at the Port of Long Beach without any issues. The devices were in lead-lined creates which enabled them to slip past the DHS gamma checkers at the dock. The devices were placed on trucks and taken to their destinations. One of the closest destinations was the Diablo Canyon Nuclear Power Plant located in San Luis Obispo County which was between LA and San Francisco.

There were four other locations in California where radioactive material was stored in reactors which had been shut down and the material stored in concrete bunkers. Saladin planned to park his large nuclear devices close to a few of these sites. He knew the prevailing winds blew west to east so the radiation would be blown from California across the country.

The truck drivers didn’t know what was in the large crates they were carrying. To them, they were regular shipments. In order to generate as much fear as possible, the general planned to have the devices explode at different times. The devices in the crates were coated in highly enriched uranium and sodium which would increase the radiation released, combined with the radiation from the nuclear fuel stored in the reactors.

The general also knew his invading force may be destroyed in the explosions which didn’t bother him. He considered his forces as disposable. His only goal was the destruction of America. He considered his invasion as a diversion from the nuclear devices.

The first delivery was being unloaded at 8 in the morning. The manifest said the crates contained spare parts. The truck was directed to drop the crates off in a warehouse behind the reactor building. The sensors in the container registered it was bring being moved off the delivery truck, and when it was level again, the weapon exploded.

A blinding white light flashed from the scene, anyone looking in the direction of the explosion went blind. The light was followed by a massive thermal pulse hotter than the sun. The pulse torched anyone outside, their bodies were turned into carbon ash, some of their bodies were burned into the concrete they had been standing on. Buildings within a five-mile circle were turned to ash. Thousands of cars stuck on the California highways were torched, and those close to the explosion were vaporized. A blinding flash of radiation was shot from the explosion, the flash was high enough to kill anyone exposed to the pulse.

Since the explosion happened on the ground, it dug a massive hole and vaporized the reactor. The land around the exploding device was sucked up and turned into radioactive fallout. The fallout was picked up by the wind and spread over an area of hundreds of miles. Everyone had forgotten about the Cold War civil defense warnings about nuclear fallout. Anyone outside received a massive and deadly dose of radiation from a combination of the Caliphate weapon and the stored nuclear material next to the reactor building.

The President was holding a meeting with his Secretary of Homeland Security when the Secret Service burst into the makeshift office. “Mr. President we have a Pinnacle Nuke flash alert!” (Nuclear explosion event)

President Jackson stopped speaking mid-word, “Where, when? Whose?”

“Sir, there was an explosion in California at a nuclear reactor. Something is very fishy, as you know reactors can’t explode. We tracked a shipment that was delivered to the site just before the reactor exploded. We believe the delivery was a nuclear device and it exploded at the site to confuse us.”

President Jackson looked across his desk at the Secretary. “Find out how many other deliveries were on that ship, locate them and stop them before they are delivered. I want to know who’s weapon it was so we can respond. If we were attacked, it’s the same as them hitting us with a nuclear bomb. Get medical support to those people.”

The President looked at his monitors, he watched the reporters all saying the same thing, and maps appeared showing the fallout cloud spreading across Northern California and into Nevada. Weather people discussed where the cloud would spread next and how deadly it was.

“We have to get aid to those people. Get a plane up there to check on how radioactive that cloud is and what the materials in it are. We have to determine the half-life of the fallout. Damn it. The materials in the cloud can give us a pretty good idea where it came from. Most people don’t know that the enriched material in nuclear weapons can tell us where they came from.

@@@@@

The Pinnacle Nuke-Flash report went out across the military’s secure network. Navy planes tailed long thin wires behind them which transmitted a code to America’s nuclear submarines that a nuclear explosion had taken place on America soil and to prepare for nuclear war. America’s strategic Air Force bases began loading nuclear weapons on the B2 and B21 bombers. Land-based missile crews locked themselves into their capsules buried underground, they ran checks on their missiles, and prepared them to fire.

President Jackson ordered the Army and National Guard to set up MASH units and provide as much assistance as possible to the people in the affected areas. America was on full alert for nuclear war.

Two hours after the explosion, a second explosion happened in Southern California at Del Mar, north of San Diego. Like the first explosion, the nuclear device exploded next to an inactive reactor which still had its fuel in it. The concrete done over the reactor was vaporized along with the rest of the reactor and area. Marines on maneuvers at the north end of Camp Pendleton were caught in the thermal and radiation flash. Within moments Camp Pendleton went on full alert. The two Navy amphibious ships that the Marines were using for practice invasions off the coast were vaporized in the explosion.

The President was again interrupted. President Jackson was furious. He slammed his fist against his desk. “Who is hitting us with nukes? I want to know whose weapons are here.”

His Secretary of Homeland Security suggested, “Sir, I suggest we secure all of the nuclear sites and not allow anyone from getting within ten miles of them…”

“Do it! Stop every truck that approaches the sites and backtrack every shipment. Use force to stop any truck that doesn’t stop. This ends right now. Am I clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

Six trucks were stopped by the Army, they discovered weapons inside of the crates which scared the troops. They reported their discovery to their headquarters. Experts from the Nuclear Regularitory Agency (NRA) flew their experts to inspect the trucks. They quickly discovered the devices were rigged to blow if they were opened the wrong way.

The NRA requested assistance from the military’s nuclear bomb experts, people trained to disarm special weapons. It took the experts four to six hours per device to disarm them. When they were finished, they stepped aside to allow the NRA experts to inspect the devices, two hours later President Jackson’s secure phone rang.

“Sir, the devices came from France.”

“France?”

“Yes, sir. They were taken over by the Caliphate. France had destroyed their missiles but couldn’t take apart the warheads before they fell to the Caliphate. They thought they’d deactivated them, I guess not enough to stop the Caliphate from putting them back together.”

“I never thought we’d get attacked by a former member of NATO, one of our friends. Damn it, I know some, if not most, of the French people, are still our friends. I don’t want to kill them. I have to respond, get me Admiral Wright on the line.”

A small conference was started with Admiral Wright, the Secretary of DHS, the AG, and President Jackson who looked at his friends, “I need advice what to do, my soul is telling me to respond, yet I can’t bring myself to kill people who were our friends. I know they’re suffering from our EMP attack, but they used nukes on us.”

Admiral Jackson replied, “Sir, they responded to our nukes with the nuke attack…”

“They planned to cover our country with radiation. They planned to painfully kill our people. I want to respond in kind so others don’t think they can get away with hitting us.”

The conference room fell deadly silent.

Chapter 22

President Jackson asked his friends to take two hours to come up with a plan to strike back at the Caliphate and to strike fear in them. While the President’s staff studied the problem, he studied a map. An idea began to form in his mind. He smiled and made a few calls to confirm his thoughts.

Two hours later, Admiral Wright was about to kick off the meeting, but he noticed a gleam in the president’s eyes. “Sir, is there something you’d like to say before we begin?”

“Thank you, yes. I thought we could cripple the Caliphate and strike back at them at the same time. I checked with the Secretary of Energy and the Israeli Prime Minister. Here’s a couple of my ideas, one we nuke the Saudi oil wells. That will cut the Caliphate’s oil supply by 85%, their other 15% comes from the wells in the North Sea, and while we can’t use nukes there, we can destroy them or damage them to such an extent the Caliphate can’t get any oil from them. I’ve asked the CIA to pinpoint the Caliphate’s enclaves in France and Germany. They’ve also identified where their leadership resides. I want to see if we can target those areas without too much damage to the people in the surrounding areas which used to be, and I pray you still are, our friends. We fought two wars to liberate Europe, we swore never again, but now it looks like never again is over, and we’ll have to do it again.

“I don’t want to land troops, we don’t have the army of the Second World War. I want to drop some special forces and lots of weapons into Europe. Maybe we’ll be able to teach the people who live there how to overthrow the yoke of Islam themselves. We can give them some help, the weapons, and the training, but this time they’re going to have to do it themselves. We’ve already cut their power off, find other means to make their lives horrible.”

Admiral Jackson looked very solemn, “Sir, one of our ideas was to place a quick acting virus in the Caliphate’s water supply. We can give the antidote to the special forces which will protect the people we want to save. Those without the antidote will get very ill, the flu-like disease will last around three weeks. Many will never recover.”

“You’re asking me to approve the use of biological weapons?”

“Sir, they are in the same class as nukes…”

“I thought we signed a treaty to destroy all of our biological weapons. Didn’t President Nixon order them destroyed? What happened?”

“Sir, he did, and we did destroy the ones we had at the time. There was a secret add-on to the executive order he signed. That executive order gave us permission to continue with the secret development of new strains. Some Presidents never learned of the project…”

“I think I can guess which ones weren’t informed. Will Russia and China know we used such weapons?”

“They might. We also plan to spread the rumor that our God protected his people and Allah didn’t save his people. Our Muslim experts believe this will scare many of their people.”

“How do you inject the crap into their water supply?”

“We had many plans. The one we settled on was to fly a few of the Raider bombers to drop special weapons whose cases will dissolve in water into their large reservoirs and we’ll use our special forces to insert the disease into their small ones. We suggest that after the disease takes hold in the Caliphate, you warn Russia to stay on the sidelines or we’ll hit them too. Our intel tells us China wants to be our friend and hopes you forgive them for their little issue with Hawaii.”

“Little issue?? That’s funny. Send back to them. I’ll be open to a meeting with their President after we settle our issue with the Caliphate, if, IF they stay on the sidelines.”

“Yes, sir.”

@@@@@

Three weeks later, small groups of American special forces troops either parachuted into the Caliphate or were dropped off by submarines. Once the special forces had established a safe zone, many times by killing the local Caliphate police and Mutaween, stealth cargo planes, something the rest of the world didn’t know America had, dropped crates of weapons and ammo. All of the weapons were those NATO used before the Caliphate. The SOF troops trained the non-Muslims how to shoot, how to attack, and evade. How to set ambushes, how to set booby traps, and how to destroy the Caliphate’s trains, airplanes, and warehouses.

Most of the citizens the SOF troops assisted begged America to come to their aid again. The officers told them, “This time either you’re going to throw the yoke of Islam off yourselves, or you’ll be slaves or worse. We can’t continue to throw our young bodies away if you’re not going to risk your own lives. Had your governments spent on defense and not allowed the Caliphate to swarm across your borders, then you wouldn’t be in this situation. We will help you, but this time the real work is going to be on your shoulders.”

One of the underground leaders of Paris asked, “When will you turn our lights on? Our people are suffering.”

“We can’t. The weapons used require your power plants to be rebuilt. Rebuilt from scratch. There aren’t enough parts in the Caliphate to rebuild all of the plants. We can help you learn how to live without power.”

A massive fight broke out with the people gathered around the SOFs throwing rocks at the Americans for turning their power off. The SOF troops fired silenced rounds at the feet of the crowd in order to slip away they dropped some gas and smoke canisters behind so they could move away. Their officer reported to their control officer at the Pentagon.

Admiral Wright was notified about the problems. He ordered the SOF troops to drop their canisters into the city’s water supply and then to slip out of the city. If the people in Paris refused to spend their own blood for their freedom, then let them sink in it. The SOF troops asked about the cure, they were ordered to give it to any level-headed leaders they knew so they could hand it out to their people and then follow their escape routes out of the Caliphate.

@@@@@

The Caliphate had spent over five billion dollars rebuilding the Saudi and Iraqi oil wells after the brief war with Israel. Over a hundred thousand workers and slaves died from the radiation and harsh conditions. They never saw or heard the new stealth bomber which flew over their heads. The bomber dropped small tactical nuclear weapons over the wells. The weapons were targeted to explode at twenty thousand feet over the wells.

The bomber was well away from the site when the nuclear bombs exploded. The yield on the weapons was only fifteen KT, which were very similar to the yield of those used to end the Second World War. The explosions destroyed the oil wells and fused the ground around them to cap off any leaks. The Caliphate’s primary supply of oil had just been cut. When the bombs exploded, six SOF force teams placed large explosives on the massive natural gas pipeline which brought gas from Russia into Europe. Russia supplied most of Europe’s natural gas.

The plastic explosives destroyed the Russian pipeline, the explosions caused a massive fireball from the burning gas. The fireballs lit up the sky to the horizon. Windows broke and cars were knocked over from the shockwaves. The Sheikh was woken by his security guards. “Sir, we’ve been attacked.”

“How, where? Nukes?”

“The Americans destroyed our wells in Saudi and Iraq. They also destroyed the pipelines between Russia and Europe. That leaves only our wells in the North Sea.”

“Are they enough to support us through the winter?”

“No sir, we’ll be 85% short, many of our people will freeze to death.”

“Guard those wells offshore, we can’t afford to lose them now.”

A guard ran towards the Sheikh’s room. “Sir, the North Sea wells just exploded!”

“How?”

“We don’t know. It could have been one of the Americans new stealth bombers or their new submarines which we can’t hear on any of our sensors. Either way, every well has been destroyed. Huge fires are burning out of control in the North Sea. In less than an hour we’ve lost all of our wells and our natural gas pipelines. We have no way to keep our people warm this winter.”

“Is there anything else that could go wrong? Get an assessment of when we can get the wells and pipeline up and running. Our people are in the dark, if they also begin freezing to death, they’ll storm our offices and overthrow us. They’ve done it before. The French overthrew their king, the Germans, well we all know about the Germans. I need a way to communicate with our people now that our communications are down. When can we get the power back on?”

“Sir, we don’t have the replacement equipment we need. We’ve asked the Russians to sell us the parts we need. They told us they don’t have the large generators in stock, and it will take them up to twelve months to manufacture new ones for us. They won’t begin until we pay them the outrageous deposit they’ve demanded, and they want it in gold. They said the Euro and our currency isn’t worth the paper it’s printed on.”

“Do we have that much gold?”

“All we have is needed to rebuild our grid.”

“Does that include repairing the pipeline?”

“No, they want an additional 400,000 ounces.”

“Are they crazy? No one has that much gold.”

A squadron of American stealth bombers flew unseen over the Caliphate, they dropped specially prepared packages into the Caliphate’s largest reservoirs. When the SOF forces received the message, they snuck into small reservoirs where they tossed small capsules of a bright green chemical into the water before they slipped away into the darkness. Most of the community leaders the SOF troops had met with attempted to apologize to the Americans by telling them the people in Europe weren’t used to fighting, and they didn’t grow up around guns like the Americans did. The Americans told the community leaders to hand out the small pills to everyone in their community, or they’d get sick. The Americans warned the leaders the pills should only be given to non-Muslims, or they’d return and kill them.

The community leaders didn’t understand but agreed to give the pills to their people. They left the meeting with the Americans in the dark shadows wondering what the American soldiers were talking about. They knew the Americans had technology more advanced than the Caliphate, but the ability to make them sick?

Their answer came two days later when most of the caliphate came down ill. The disease started with nausea, vomiting, followed by a high fever, chills and muscle aches. Most of the Caliphate was stuck in the bathrooms too ill to move. Images of sick bodies lying all over the streets of the Caliphate were shown to the American people who celebrated the President’s counter-attack. Without power to run the pumps, there wasn’t any running water to fill and flush the toilets. Some people filled the tanks with brackish water just so they could flush them. The lack of pumps also meant the sewage backed up into people’s homes adding to their misery.
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America's medical infrastructure was pushed beyond its limits attempting to care for those people caught in the two nuclear attacks. Even in the best of times, America only had a handful of burn centers capable of treating third and fourth-degree burns. The nuclear explosions left thousands of people horribly burned. Some were so badly burned they could only be given massive doses of opiates, most were euthanized since they couldn’t be saved. It was felt that putting them into a terminal coma was the best treatment for them. It was a treatment plan which officially didn’t exist.

The CDC authorized massive amounts of opiates to be purchased from the Central American cartels. The drugs were used to place the worst burn cases into painless terminal comas. The number of people who had received lethal doses of radiation greatly exceeded those with burns. Like the deadly burns, there was little medical science could do to help those exposed to massive doses. People’s hair fell out, and they bled from every orifice. They couldn’t keep any food in their stomachs. Then, like a miracle, they got better for a couple of days before they entered the final stage when their internal organs shut down. Millions died between their burns and radiation.

Even with the illness spreading through the Caliphate, America lusted for revenge, they wanted the permanent destruction of the Caliphate. Congress demanded the President appear in front of them to answer for his crimes of not defending the country and for the deaths of millions.

@@@@@

President Jackson’s CoS and good friend Randy spoke softly to his friend. “Sir, you’re going to have to return to D.C. and appear in front of the House. Avoiding it will only yield impeachment. If the House impeaches you, the Senate will most likely find you guilty and remove you from office. Both you and Mohmand who never got a chance to defend himself would be impeached, and then there’s the question of if he’d been impeached before or after you crucified him.”

“Isn’t there anything we can do to delay the process? We're still fighting a damn war. We wouldn’t be in our current situation had the Congress not ordered me to stop preparing for the war. They thought I was crazy until we were attacked. How many did we lose?”

“From all reasons, the invasion, nukes, everything?”

“Yes, do we have a final count?”

“Not really, the best estimate is we lost over twenty-five million, and we will lose another few million in the years ahead. Increased cancer cases and who knows what other diseases may surface.”

“How long do we have before we have to report to their hearings?”

“I can delay them a couple of weeks, but not much longer than that. Should I get the White House legal team prepped?”

“Yes, might as well. Damn Congress, I can’t wait to sit in front of them and remind them who called me a fool and who said the Caliphate was our friend. I think we better have an idea on the number of dead in the Caliphate because they are sure to ask and most likely also blame me for their deaths. Since there’s still a lot of supporters of Mohmand in Congress, I wouldn’t be surprised if they arrest me and turn me over to the World Court. See how long you can delay the hearing, say such a hearing would be giving comfort and aid to the enemy in a time of war. Maybe the media will pick that line up and realize the Congress is committing treason. If I have to go in front of Congress, I’ll go only with a heavily armed squad protecting me.”

“Sir, the media is bound to pick that line up and pin it on you. They hated you in your original terms, and they hate you even more now. First, they didn’t want you to prepare for an imaginary attack, and then they blamed you for not protecting the country from the war which arrived on our front door. You should prepare yourself for being impeached.”

“I hope they realize if they do impeach me, the Caliphate will think we’re without a leader and attack us again.

“I agree; however, we’re talking about Congress. They swore an oath to defend a document most of them never read. You should consult with your legal team; there’s very little I can do to delay them.”

“Randy, if I don’t mention it enough, I really appreciate everything you do. I’ll make sure in my testimony to say I alone was reasonable for all of my decisions.”

“Sir…”

“I mean it. If I’m going down, I alone will take responsibility for everything.”

Randy was correct, he couldn’t delay Congress more than a couple of weeks. Those weeks were enough for the combination of the militias and military to locate and kill most of the Caliphate’s invasion force. In some areas, the citizens marched against the defenders. They were peppered with eggs, and their positions told to the invaders. Some of the strongest supporters of the invaders disappeared in the middle of the night. No one knew what happened to them, but they were never seen again. While the invaders were being killed, President Jackson prepared for his appearance and, he knew, his trial.

Chapter 23

President Jackson arrived in Washington D.C. Congress had taken over the ballrooms of the Washington Hilton Hotel until the Capitol building was rebuilt. Security was very tight; the President was surrounded by eight Secret Service agents who were surrounded by twelve members of the military’s elite Delta Squad. The hotel lobby was closed. In fact, the entire hotel itself was closed for regular business. The only guests allowed to stay in the building were members of Congress or their staffs.

The ballrooms were surrounded by members of the Capital Police and Secret Service agents. The media was forced to accept only one ‘pool crew’ would be allowed in the hotel during the impeachment hearings. The ‘pool’ crew was different every day, and they had to turn to their entire recordings to the other networks who would decide what to broadcast.

Every member of Congress wanted to watch the hearings, so the curtains which separated the ballrooms were opened creating one giant room that was still too small to allow any visitors. President Jackson walked into the ballroom pausing to shake every hand outstretched to him. He also hesitated to answer the pool media’s questions. These delays angered the Speaker of the House. He slammed his gavel against the podium demanding order and that the President take his seat. The President ignored the Speaker’s anger and screaming. Jackson knew he would appear calm and friendly, not showing any fear and the Speaker would appear to be what he was, angry and extremely political.

The Speaker screamed and slammed his gavel so hard the head broke off. It flew across the room striking the representative from Texas in the face. The Texan stood and, with blood in his eyes, he looked towards the podium, “Apologize for that right now.”

“It was an accident, so I have nothing to apologize for. Sit down and shut up. In fact, a black eye looks good on you.”

The Texan smiled, “In the old days I would have called you out to a duel to settle our differences. I expect an apology or I will have my revenge.”

The Speaker yelled, “Security remove the representative from Texas, he has threatened me.”

When the Secret Service agents began moving towards the Texan, two of the President’s Delta soldiers moved to protect the representative. President Jackson smiled, “I need all the votes I can get. Mr. Speaker, you struck him. By the normal rules, accident or not, he is entitled to an apology. I will not allow you to remove him.”

“Mr. President and I use that title for the short time you will have it, I am in charge of this House. I make the rules here. Tell your agents to back off, or I will ask the House’s Master of Arms to remove both of you. We’ll then hold the hearings without you.”

“I see then you’ve admitted this is a show hearing, and my fate has already been determined, is that correct?”

“Mr. Jackson, you are guilty of crimes against humanity. I’ve led two committee meetings, we have the votes to impeach you…”

“Ah, so this is a show trial. In which case I don’t need to waste my time. I’m trying to fight a war. You can contact me through my legal team…”

“Sir, you will sit down and remain here until I tell you that you can leave. Am I clear?”

President Jackson laughed, “Mr. Speaker you are very clear. I’m sure the American people and the people around the world have just seen this is a show trial and no matter what my lawyers or I say, you’ve already convicted me. I won’t be part of your political games. You think that if you can remove me, then you’ll be President, but I have a little surprise for you. I finally appointed a Vice President this morning before arriving in D.C. The Senate has already voted to confirm him. Hence even if the Senate finds me guilty and removes me from office, you won’t become President.”

“You can’t! I’m next in line. The people want me to be President.”

“I suggest you read the document you swore an oath to defend. My successor is the Vice President, you become President if for some reason the VP can’t, or unless he failed to quickly appoint a replacement Vice President before something happened to him. If you want to be President, then run for it and win the election in the normal way.”

“Like you did? You murdered our President, you, sir are a murderer who has to pay for his crimes. Then there is the war and the millions of murdered around the world.”

“I wonder if the people know how much the Caliphate donated to your election? I think it was something over twenty million…”

The Speaker’s face turned dark red, he yelled, “Arrest him! He’s a murderer. He’s guilty.”

The media couldn’t believe the show that was playing out in front of them. They’d hoped for a good scene, but this was better than they’d expected. Most of the reporters and their editors cut the recordings so that it appeared that the President was the one who was started the argument. A camerawoman on the pool’s team had recorded the event on her new multimedia cell computer, she broadcast it live. Her video was confirmed by one being transmitted by one of the President’s staff which matched the pool video. People at first were confused about what to believe until the two full recordings began to work their way around the world. People slowly realized the Speaker was the criminal, that was supported by the media, and that he’d set up the President.

President Jackson surrounded by the Secret Service and the Delta squad pushed everyone out of the way as they made their way out of the Hilton. The President paused on the sidewalk to give a brief statement, “Anyone who saw the full recording will see for themselves that this was nothing but a show trial for the Speaker to kick me to the curb and for him to take over. Once he took over, he would again side with the Caliphate. America would have died. Is what you wanted? Did you want to again lose your hard-won freedoms?”

While the media and people gathered outside the hotel yelled questions, President Jackson leaned over to whisper to the lead Secret Service agent who he knew was very loyal, “Let’s change locations. Take me to site Y, I don’t think the Speaker knows about it.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll have your rooms and office cleaned out. Your family will be in the air within the hour.”

“Thank you. I’m sure the Speaker will figure out where I’ve been staying, and he’ll send his loyal people.”

The lead Secret Service agent smiled, he tapped the instructions in his small wrist tablet. A moment later, “Sir, everything is confirmed, your family is being packed as we speak, an executive jet is waiting to take them to site Y.”

“I’m going to trust you in who you share the information within the Service.”

“Sir, for now, I’m not going to trust anyone other than your personal team, I’ve already sent a request to the commander Special Operating Forces for assistance. They are going to replace the rest of the Secret Service.”

“Can the Service track us?”

“Your team is leaving all of their phones, computers, and trackers at the airport. Without them, the Service won’t know where we went. I hope you win because my agents are done for once we board the plane.”

“Please trust me…”

“Sir, we do, every member of your team is loyal to you. None of us want to see the Speaker turn our Constitution upside down. We’re fighting to break away from the Caliphate. We don’t want to rejoin them. If the Speaker is successful then I fear some of the States may not be pleased, I worry they may take things into their own hands.”

“I worry about that too.”

Chapter 24

After President Jackson left the Hilton, the Speaker took a vote to impeach the President for treason, murder, and other high crimes. Even with the videos, the Speaker was successful in passing the articles of impeachment. The Speaker sent the issue to the Senate for a trial which didn’t surprise the President or his new Vice President who continued to hold his position as Secretary of Defense, Admiral Wright. President Jackson thought appointing a military officer would scare Congress.

The Speaker sent the Master of Arms and fifty trusted FBI agents to arrest the President. Once they gained entrance to the shelter under the golf course, they found an empty bunker, one that left no signs the President had ever been there. The standby crew was surprised when the FBI agents burst into the bunker wearing body armor and holding new assault rifles. The standby crew stood when the agents pointed their weapons at them. The bunker’s standby manager said, “Hello what can we do for you?”

“We’re here to arrest the President.”

“I’m sorry, but the President isn’t here, we haven’t seen him.”

“We KNOW he was here.”

“Search the bunker except for the communications room which is off limits unless you have a TS/SCI level or higher security clearance.”

“We’re the FBI we can enter any room…”

“Only with the proper clearance, please show me your cards so I can verify them.”

“We don’t have time for that. Where is the President.”

“I told you, feel free to search, except for the communications room.”

“Who’s going to stop us? You?”

“No. But the armed military officers will.”

“What military officers?”

“The nine SEALs and four diplomatic security agents.”

“They’ll have to stand aside for us.”

The caretaker laughed, “Convince them, not me.”

The FBI agents attempted to enter the communications room only to be blocked by the SEALs who refused to allow them to enter the communications room. The FBI tried to get a judge to issue a permit to enter the room; however every federal judge the FBI spoke with surprised them when they turned their request down. The FBI and Master of Arms had no idea where the President was. They reported to the Speaker that the President wasn’t at the bunker, and they had no idea where he was. They also had to inform him that the Secret Service agents’ tracking devices had been turned off. They had no idea where the President was.

The Speaker smiled at the Director of the FBI, “Excellent, then we’ll try him without him being able to defend himself. We’ll win, and he’ll be removed from office. By the way, who is his new Vice President, we should get him here to testify.”

“Sir, the new Vice President is Admiral Wright.”

The Speaker’s face paled. “The Secretary of Defense? A bloody war hero? That SOB has our nuts in a vice. He knows damn well our base won’t accept a military officer being President and yet the man is a national hero. I hate Jackson, I wish he’d just die.”

“Sir be very careful who you speak to about that. Such words can be very condemning.”

The Speaker shook his head, he was even angrier then he was before the FBI agents came to see him.

@@@@@

President Jackson smiled when he heard about the Speaker’s outrage because he couldn’t be located. Very few people in government or even the military knew about the three ultra-secret shelters, sites X, Y, and Z were had been built in deep closed mines. President Jackson and his family settled into their new home, which just happened to be located under US Army Fort Hood. General Broad had a glowing smile on his face as he met the President’s plane on the runway. “Sir, welcome back to Fort Hood. We’ve made sure your accommodations are ready for you.”

“General, thank you. How are your people?”

“Sir, we’re ready to carry out any orders you give, we’re loyal to the Constitution and you.”

“Thank you. I’ll meet with you in a couple of hours, I want to get Janice and Robert settled. By the way, Robert is very excited about being here. He would like to know if he could get a ride in one of the tanks.”

“We’d be happy to give him a ride and let him fire a tank.”

@@@@@

The Speaker of the House asked his closest aides to see him in their newly installed SCIF. (Sensitive Compartmented Information Facility). “I know how we can turn the people against Jackson and get what we want. First, I want, I need your total loyalty.”

Each replied, “Given.”

“Good. Here’s what we’re going to do. It requires the full support of the media, which we have.”

After outlining his plan, the Speaker looked at his staff. Each had been shocked over the plan. His CoS said, “Sir, are you sure this is what you want to do? If this backfires, it will cost you, cost us, everything.”

“Every minute that goes on, he gains support. Every Caliphate body his damn militia and armed citizens kill only builds his support with his base and in the red states.”

“Listen to me, if we break his hold with his base, we’ll break his back and the back of his entire party. Once his support is broken, nothing will stand in our way to maintain our hold on the government. I’ll make sure even if this backfires the media blame him.”

The Speaker’s aides quickly agreed to support his plan. The Speaker gives each their assignment while impressing on them their mission must remain totally secret, even from their families.

One of his aides, a middle-aged African American woman, who had been loyal to the Speaker for years. She’d seen the circus in the Hilton Ballroom, and she had access to the real story of the war. She knew the Speaker had stopped the President from preparing for the war. She knew the real story and didn’t like it. She memorized her instructions and made plans to get the plan to the President.

The President had never been to the ultra-secret sites which had been built in case of nuclear war. He was surprised at the size of the shelter. He asked the general, “How the hell was this place built without anyone knowing about it?”

“Easy, we shoot enough artillery off around here to mask anything. What're a few more tracked vehicles with all of our tanks and APCs? No one suspected a thing.”

“How large is the bunker, they needed to take us on modified golf carts from the elevator to our rooms. I saw a massive kitchen, a hospital, and a school. You have a school here?”

“Mr. President, Site Y is large enough for all of us and our families to disappear.”

“What about the equipment?”

General Broad laughed, “Sir, there are garages where we drive the tanks in, massive elevators take them to the garages on the other side of site Y. There’s also a little surprise down here.”

“Really? I’d love to see a surprise.”

“Are you ready?”

The two, followed by two carts with armed security soldiers drove through the halls. They drove for over three miles. They came to a large cavern where the general flipped a switch lighting up a massive hall.

President Jackson got out of the cart, he was so surprised his mouth hung open. Oh my God! What the hell is down here?”

“Mr. President, did you ever wonder where the new tanks went, the missiles or all of the new equipment your administration purchased that disappeared to when Mohmand took office?”

President Jackson gazed on rows and rows of brand-new tanks, APCs, mobile missile launchers and crates of equipment. He saw containers that went from the floor to the thirty-foot ceiling marked MRE or medical supplies. They drove further down the garage and saw pallets crates marked M20 assault rifle. Across from the rifles, he saw stacked pallets marked 6.8mm ammunition. “I can’t believe this. I’d never have guessed.”

“We have enough equipment to fight a war. Why didn’t you ask us to take care of the invasion up north?”

“I wanted to keep my best powder dry in case they invaded in force at other locations. I knew the militia backed by our SOF could take care of the Caliphate’s northern invasion. My worry was the Sheikh would send hundreds of thousands across our Southern border. In that case, I needed you to stop them.”

“An excellent plan. I have to tell you I agree with your thoughts and how to use us. Do you still think they’re going to cross our border with Mexico?”

“My intel says large forces are massing in Mexico.”

“Sir, whoever is commanding the Caliphate forces is not a good general or the Sheikh is controlling his generals. In either case, the Sheikh should have invaded us from both borders at the same time.”

“I agree, it’s what I thought they would do. I think that we hurt them when we sank most of their ships loaded with their troops. They planned to strike our coasts and northern border at the same time.”

General Board nodded, “They should have also hit us in the south at the same time. We didn’t have the forces to stop a four-pronged invasion. Mohmand had damaged our forces enough they would have won. The Sheikh gave us enough time to prepare, which is a fatal mistake. He gave us enough time to strike him. They’ll never recover from the EMP and oil strikes. Sir, those were brilliant moves.”

“Thank you. I’d like you to use your drones to keep an eye on our Southern border. If you have to, you have permission to cross the border, if, remember, if you use the new stealth drones.”

“Sir, if we locate their forces?”

“If you can prove they’re Caliphate troops, then destroy them.”

“Sir, hit them on Mexican territory?”

“Yes. I’m tired of playing games.”

“Yes, sir.”

Chapter 25

Three days later the almost rebuilt Capitol building exploded. There were social media posts claiming the destruction was done by the American First Party. A right-wing political party which supported President Jackson. A person who claimed to be a leader of the AFP, whose face was covered was interviewed by CBS for the oldest broadcast program in the country, ‘Sixty Minutes.’ The interviewer said, “Do you take credit for the destruction of the Capitol Building?”

“Yes, we did it because we’re fed up with the Speaker and his party trying to tie up with the Caliphate again. Mohmand did so much damage to our country, we couldn’t allow the Speaker and his lackeys to return us to those dark days.”

“Thank you.”

After the broadcast, the Speaker sat in his sitting room sipping his favorite scotch. He smiled at the transmission that was better then he’d hoped. He’d just driven a nail through President Jackson’s heart and ensured his conviction in the Senate. He only had to find a way to remove Admiral Wright, and he’d be President. His dream was almost within his reach.

@@@@@

The Speaker’s aide began posting on social media that the Speaker was behind the destruction of the Capital Building. She said she had the proof and the American Freedom Party was something the Speaker had made up to discredit President Jackson.

A day later the aide stopped posting, and she stopped responding to her messages. Her phone went unanswered. Her friends noticed her newspapers were piled up which wasn’t like her. They went to the police to report their concerns. The police broke down the door to find her dead in her bed. Nothing appeared out of place. The coroner said she died of natural causes, a heart attack and quickly closed the case.

The county coroner didn’t want to upset his friends who’d paid him to dispatch the case as quickly as possible. They also made it very clear he was to sign off on the body so it could be cremated within six hours. The Speaker didn’t want anyone to find the small puncture mark on her neck where an intruder, an FBI agent had snuck into her home, injected her and stole back out.

President Jackson read the report, he shook his head, he knew something didn’t add up. The President asked the general if he had any intelligence troops he could send to D.C. to check the story out. Within an hour, two men and a woman left for DFW where they connected to a United flight to D.C. They used their DIA and TS/SCI cards to get entrance to the crime scene, the morgue, and the coroner’s office. They gathered what information they could and returned to Fort Hood where they met with the General and President Jackson. Their commanding officer, Captain Smithson said, “Mr. President, General, the summary is, we believe the aide was murdered and the coroner covered it up. We discovered the way someone got into her house. We discovered the coroner rushed all the paperwork. He didn’t even complete a full autopsy. We also discovered two deposits into the coroner’s bank account. Two payments, each in the amount of $75,000 each.”

President Jackson shook his head, “Do you think the FBI was involved?”

“Sir, if they were doing their job, they wouldn’t have allowed the coroner to rush his job or not assist the local police. We can’t prove they were in on the job, but we can prove they didn’t fulfill their obligation to justice.”

“I’m very sorry to hear that.”

President Jackson shook his head while swallowing his mug of coffee. “General, can you arrange to get their report leaked onto social media?”

“Sir, we can do better than that. We can hack the Speaker’s account and post the report on his page.”

“Oh, I really like that.”

“Do it.”

@@@@@

The Sheikh sat in his dark office wondering what else could go wrong. His people were in the streets demanding their power be returned. They demanded that they wanted clean water. They demanded the fires in their neighborhoods put out. Huge banners were carried through every significant street through the Caliphate. He sat in his office thinking, first their damned EMP, then they destroyed our oil fields our North Sea fields, and then they destroyed the pipeline between us and Russia. We’re out of fuel, natural gas, and electricity. What else could go wrong? Before he had an answer, Arafat entered the Sheikh’s office, “Sir, I’m sorry to inform you we have received a legal demand for two point one billion euros for the loss of the cargo ships.”

“Two point one billion, BILLION? That’s crazy! Those rusted scows couldn’t have been worth more than five million combined. I won’t pay. It's robbery. Tell them to go screw themselves.”

“Sir, we signed contracts whereby we agreed to pay for all and any damage to the ships. That included paying for the replacement cost if we lost the ships. That’s why the number is so high. We lost over 95% of them and the ones we didn’t lose still sustained serious damage. At the time I warned you, and you said it didn’t matter because after the invasion we could easily pay any damages by taking the funds from America. Sir, we have to pay.”

The Sheikh threw items from his desk against the wall, “What happens if we don’t pay?”

“Then they have the right to go to the World Court and garnish our assets.”

“Shit. I was just sitting here wondering what else could go wrong when bam you walk in with more bad news. Stall them as long as possible. We have to spend everything we can to restore some power or the small uprisings around our empire will grow out of control, and we’ll risk losing our gains.”

“Do you want to order the Mutaween to use deadly force to bring the people in line?”

“If we had communications with all of them, I would. The damn Satan’s attack screwed up us. Not only did we lose electricity, but we also lost all of our computer networks. Even the ones I was told were immune from any attack. Arafat remember this attack. It proves our so-called experts many times don’t know any more then we know, and many times less. We spent a king’s ransom on building our secure networks and lost it from a few American flashes in the sky. The current estimates are it will take us years to get back to where we were. Mind you, while we return to our baseline, the Satans will be growing stronger. Our only hope is our money was well spent, and that the snake of a Speaker will succeed and take Jackson down. The confusion of his downfall and the new election will delay their ability to finish us off.”

“Sir, what about the Russians?”

“Another lesson. Never count on anyone except the faithful. All of a sudden, they’ve informed us, that they can’t support us. It appears Jackson wasn’t happy with the Russians assisting us even if their help was under the table. The Americans used their cursed weapons on Eastern Russian up to and including most of Moscow. They’ve informed us they need all of their transformers and generators to restore electricity for their own people. They’ve also informed us they can’t sell us any natural gas because they’re going to need it for their own people. Look at this message their Ambassador left me this morning.”

“Sir, nothing? They can’t sell us any parts? They won’t rebuild the pipeline?”

“That’s right, and China has refused to respond to our calls.”

“How long will it take us to restore electricity to all ends of the empire?”

“My friend, that’s the terrible news. Here, read this report from our experts for yourself.”

“Ten years! Ten? Why so long.”

“Due to the unique nature of the parts, no one inventoried them. In order to build new generators and the rest of the parts we need electricity.”

“Wait, if we need electricity to make the parts, then how were they made in the beginning? This sounds like a circular formula or attempting to solve a formula with no constants.”

“When the world began expanding their electrical power, they had some electricity, but we have none. We will have to test every piece of equipment, and then build small generating stations so we can begin manufacturing the larger generators and other parts.”

“Sir, what will happen if the Americans hit us again when we’re building the new parts?”

“Then my friend, only Allah will be able to save us.”

@@@@@

The American population was shocked when their news broadcasts were interrupted with the Speaker’s hacked files. Copies of the Speaker’s discussions with the Sheikh, the images of the Speaker and the Caliphate making their agreement to bring down the President. Even the doctored documents used to smear the President.

Public opinion quickly changed from wanting to impeach the President to impeaching the Speaker and having him arrested. Before the broadcast was over, officers of the Capital Police entered the Speaker’s office, they served him and his staff with warrants for their arrest. They were led away in handcuffs to the boos of hundreds of Congressional staffers. Many of the staffers booed the Speaker and his staff, praying their records hadn’t been hacked. Four hundred staffers learned they weren’t so lucky. When they returned to their offices or to their cars, they were met with officers of the Capitol Police and members of the D.C. police.

The second major shock to the American people were the arrests by FBI field agents who had warrants for the arrest of the senior tiers of the FBI. The Director and his Deputy Directors were arrested and led out of the FBI headquarters in handcuffs.

President Jackson then appeared on everyone’s live broadcasts telling the American people they were lucky this time. The plot to bring a sitting President down and throwing America into chaos was avoided at the last minute. Jackson read a list of the people and their positions who were being rounded up and arrested.

The President then shocked the nation by looking directly into the broadcast cameras, appearing to look into the eyes of the public’s eyes. He announced that the Speaker and Caliphate had conspired to such an extent that even the voting machine software had been altered. Images of people casting test votes at existing machines for a Republican displayed the correct vote to the person voting. However when the voting machine was polled, it displayed a vote for a Democrat. The President told the American people this was the worst case of treason since Benedict Arnold, who less than one percent of the population had any idea what the name meant. A small window opened in the broadcast with the historical reference explaining the name the President had used.

“My fellow Americans, if these recordings hold up, then the AG is going to recommend either termination for treason or a complete brain wipe. These people have harmed the country and all of you! They planned to return us to the Caliphate. Do you remember the sufferings we all suffered under the green flag?” Windows opened in the broadcast reviewing the images of the bad times under Mohmand.

“We need to come together and work together to correct the problems we’re currently facing. We’ve set the Caliphate back at least ten years. This is our time to shine. This is our time to make the second half of the twenty-first century the American century. I am proposing to Congress we delay the elections for six months so we can recover from today’s announcement. We’ve never delayed an election before, but I felt that we needed time to pull together, set aside our differences, and all become Americans again. Thank you and may God bless the United States of America.”

Once the cameras were off, President Jackson turned to his new Vice President and still SecDoD, “Admiral, keep an eye on the Caliphate. As soon as they get close to rebuilding their grid, hit them again. I want them living in filth until their people say enough is enough and they storm the government offices to take back their own lives. I won’t order a mass invasion like we did in the Second World War. If the people won’t spill their own blood for a change, there’s nothing we’ll be able to give them which will last. They have to want it. They have to place their own lives on the line to fight back for their rights and freedoms. You can send weapons and specialists to teach them, but they will have to do the heavy lifting.

“I want to drop a few of the fingers of God on the Caliphate offices every time they rebuild one. Make sure their military isn’t able to rebuild, hit their bases every time they show any action. Neither Russia or China will help them. Israel is working to absorb most of their Middle Eastern oil reserves. The Caliphate believes Allah will save them, let’s see if their God can save them. I think that God protects those who protect themselves. We’re going to keep hitting them and making sure they’re never a threat to anyone again.”

The Admiral, now the Vice President, asked, “Sir do you think the Europeans will find the will to break free from the yoke of the Caliphate?”

“I know there’s some who will try, I worry about the average citizens who won’t. I really think Europe will revert to little fiefdoms and fall into a new dark age. One day, maybe twenty, fifty years from now Europe will be completely different. Had a few of us not stood up to them, we would have fallen under the Caliphate’s control and ended up as their slaves.”

“That would have been a really sad end to America.”

“All because our education system failed.”

“Sir, it didn’t fail, it was taken over by the wrong people.”

“Well said. We can’t allow that to happen again.” The President turned to look at his Secretary of Education, “Make sure parties and religions like the Caliphate can never again control us. Make sure every school teaches history, our real history!”

“Yes, sir.”

“One last item, I want a bill passed that outlaws anyone who follows Islam from holding office. I know all about the First Amendment, add an amendment to the Constitution if you have to. We should have learned by now the followers of Islam don’t assimilate, they invade, just look at what happened to Europe and us. We almost lost the country once, wasn’t that enough?”

“Yes, sir. Right after the elections I’ll bring it up to the new President, whomever he is.”

“I told you, I’m not running. It was a condition of my accepting returning to office.”

“Yup. Want to place a little bet on that?”

End of In the Year 2050 Book 2.
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Pax Romana

It’s Good to be the King. Book 1

The Changelings Book 1

Justin’s Journal

Project Xiangqi

Korean Crises

CALEXIT, Book 1, Secession

CALEXIT, Book 2, Politics as Normal.

CALEXIT, Book 3, If at First You Don’t Secede

America on Fire

37 Miles (Revised Edition)

37 Miles, Book 2, Patty’s Journey

My Story

A History Lesson (Short story)

2015 Second American Civil War, Book 1

2015 Second American Civil War, Book 2

2015 Second American Civil War, Book 3

2015 Second American Civil War, Book 4

2015 Second American Civil War, Book 5

By the Light of the Moon, Book 1

By the Light of the Moon, Book 2

By the Light of the Moon, Book 3

By the Light of the Moon, Book 4

Christmas Eve

The Shelter, Book 1, The Beginning

The Shelter, Book 2, A Long Day’s Night

The Shelter, Book 3, The Aftermath

The Shelter, Book 4, The New World.

The Shelter, Book 5, War

The Shelter, Book 6, Revenge

The Shelter, Book 7, Genesis

The Shelter, Chapter 2, a new beginning.

In the Year 2050, America’s Religious Civil War

In the Year 2050, Book 2

The Impeachment of President Obama

Silent Death

The Third World War

We Knew They Were Coming

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 2

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 3

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 4

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 5

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 6

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 7

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 8

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 9

We Knew They Were Coming, Book 10

Feel free to contact me at itabankin@aol.com with any questions or comments.
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