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THE MANUSCRIPT




Two million dollars in a
black bag.

The meaning of life hidden on a deviously encrypted web site.

And several dozen heavily armed guys with serious existential
issues.

The hunt is on for THE MANUSCRIPT.

 

The story of an online document said
to hold the answers to humankind's most enduring and important
questions. Caught up in a perilous contest to recover and control
it are a group of young people so beset by existential unease that
they are willing to risk death to know the truth; and others,
backed by powerful interests, who have little compunction about
killing to keep it hidden. (More info, including reviews,
interviews, and sample, on www.the-manuscript.com.)

 

“Just what a technothriller should
be: taut, violent, smart, and very, very technical - as if The Da
Vinci Code were written by someone who wasn't an idiot.” - Cory
Doctorow

 

“Guns, blackmail, computers,
unfathomable corruption, angry young Taoists, and a bloody quest
for a mysterious manuscript. Fuchs seems to operate on the
narrative principle of “when in doubt, put in a firefight.”” -
Kirkus Reviews

 

Paperback: http://www.amazon.com/dp/0330452576

Kindle: http://www.amazon.com/dp/B004GKLXOW

 

 



PANDORA'S SISTERS

 

 

“You want to know who gave
you your immortal soul? You want a personal relationship with God?
Well, we found God. We're all up in God. We've got God's private
number. And so do you: imprinted a hundred trillion times – once in
every living cell in your big dripping corpus.”

 

When Kate Quinlan discovers a
startling and ancient artifact hidden within our genetic code, her
problems and questions multiply quickly: If this is a coded
message, what does it tell us about what it means to be human? To
what lengths are powerful agents of church and state willing to go
to control it? While exploring our timeless existential themes in
the timely light of genomics, this is also a quirky, impious, and
rollicking thriller. (More at www.pandoras-sisters.com.)

 

“Once the guns come out, it switches
gear into a dream-like actioner where characters discuss favourite
automatic rifles, perform startling feats of derring-do, and bust
caps in various asses. Definitely worth a look.” - This Writing
Life

 

“The story, which revolves around a
message encoded in our junk DNA, is told by Kate, a Ducati-riding
programmer of ultra-violent video games. If that's not enough of a
turn-on for you, she fires guns with both hands.” - New
Scientist




Paperback: http://www.amazon.com/dp/0230531261


Hardcover: http://www.amazon.com/dp/0230018289

Kindle: http://www.amazon.com/dp/B004E9T0WW

 

 



 

 

DON’T SHOOT ME IN THE ASS,
AND OTHER STORIES

 

• When the shit comes
down in a California civil unrest, one man is tooled up and ready
to rock - but soon finds himself driving his motorcycle into a
flaming roadblock with a mysterious federal agent chick on the back
firing an assault rifle over his shoulder…




• A corporate takeover
in the topsy-turvy world of the dot-com boom leads a burnt-out
sysadmin to start confusing the Nerf missile launchers with more
dangerous toys…




• An elite (plus hot)
Silicon Valley cryptographer finds her work on a collision course
with government black-ops - and all hell breaking loose with
Chinese and Israelis in a balls-out firefight in her company's
server room…

 

By turns heart-stopping, hilarious,
and profound, here are ten new stories of action and technology.
These tales ripple with two-fisted gunplay, white-knuckle computer
hacking, and the absurdity of high-tech existence. But beneath the
surface, powerful themes underpin the action: the effects of
science and technology on our understanding of philosophy and
religion (and sex); the quiet capitulation of isolated young men
and women who are very handy with computers, guns, or both; and the
meaning of our commitments to other people, especially when things
begin to fall apart.

 

Web site:  http://www.michaelstephenfuchs.com/ass

Kindle: http://www.amazon.com/dp/B004P8JMO8

 

 



 

 

 

 

“I am not a man, I am dynamite.”

- Friedrich Nietzsche,

   Ecce Homo

 

 



 

 

TERRORIST SAFEHOUSE

DEARBORN, MICHIGAN

21:12:14 EST 05 APR 2011

 

The keyboard has a lot of blood on it but then again so does
almost everything, including Mike Brown. He doesn’t really know why
he’s sitting at this keyboard. There’s been a gunfight and it ended
so few heartbeats ago that reports still ring in his ears, sulfur
stench closes his throat, and most of the blood on the floor hasn’t
even properly pooled yet.

Mike figures he should probably go around and see if anybody is
still alive, anybody he could help maybe. But he somehow knows
there isn’t. The only things left alive in that little white
crackerbox house, out in the shitbird suburbs of Dearborn,
Michigan, are him – and the computer which sits on the desk before
him.

The machine has got an outsize flat-panel display, which is
bleeding a cool glow out onto the still-warm bodies and all the hot
smoke. Dusk has fallen outside and shutters cover the windows
anyway.

Glancing down at his fingers, which are poised over the
keyboard, Mike notices a smear of blood on his forearm.
Christ, he thinks, there’s blood on everything.
There really shouldn’t be blood on him. Mike Brown is a techie – a
twiddler of bits and manipulator of abstract symbols. True, he
works for a federal agency where people sometimes carry guns. And,
yeah, the boundaries between the bit-twiddlers and the
trigger-pullers has gotten a little porous in the last few
years.

Nonetheless, Mike is nursing this feeling that he should really
be 600 miles away in a swivel chair, slinging code and monitoring
signals intelligence. Or, at most, directing trigger-pullers on the
radio. He shouldn’t be sitting in a house full of dead people. He
should never have found himself fifteen feet away from a balls-out
gunfight. And he shouldn’t have blood on his arm.

And on his eyeglasses. Somehow he missed that. He removes them
and regards the fine crimson spray – bright arterial-red, probably
from way deep inside somebody – then wipes them on his shirt. He
puts them back on his face and refocuses on the room. He tries to
get his head around what he is seeing.

Like somebody whose car has been towed, walking around in a
circle, seeing perfectly well that there’s no car there, but not
believing.

Scattered on the floor, on a sofa, in a doorway, slumped against
a wall, out on the front porch, are a half dozen very nice
sheriff’s deputies. Also, an indeterminate number of hajjis, also
arrayed in awkward poses. “Hajjis” is how one of the sheriff’s
deputies described them, in the approximately four seconds he’d had
to radio in. Mike forgave him the crude racial profiling, given
circumstances.

They’re dark-skinned guys, and they’d been shouting in some
language not English. Mike guessed they looked Middle Eastern. And
they were just armed to the nines and blazing away like goddamn
crazy sons of bitches.

And now they are gone. All of them have decamped, or died
trying. No surrenders, no survivors. Just this one computer. And
Mike Brown.

With that many guns going off, that rapidly, in quarters that
close, Mike would not have expected every single one to miss him.
He is deeply surprised to find himself having dropped completely
unscathed through this meat grinder. For a few seconds there, he’d
figured that was his last few seconds. He’d been on the front
porch, and grabbing floor, and he hadn’t been armed himself. But,
still.

Here’s the thing. This thing is this. Typically when Mike would
go out to serve a warrant on a house he’s identified as the
physical source of some computer security breaches – some annoying
and clever but, you know, basically parryable hacker attacks – when
he went to serve a warrant on some hackers, he didn’t expect to get
shot at. Yeah, he went out with sheriffs. And, yeah, the sheriffs
had guns.

But one didn’t, in one’s heart of hearts, expect to end up
getting blasted into the next jurisdiction by a bunch of
dark-skinned guys with assault rifles. Much more typically, he’d be
interrupting an online porn masturbation session by some
post-adolescent script kiddie with delusions of hacker
grandeur.

And Mike could tell you something else: there but for the grace
of God. Those geeky kids were Mike without the advanced degree and
the federal ID.

So, Mike doesn’t know why he sat down at that bloody keyboard
and logged in. But this act would set the pattern for the next year
of his life. Soon, Mike will get so jaded about typing on
blood-spattered keyboards that he hardly notices it. He’ll carry
hankies.

But on this first day, he’s a little vacant, a bit blank in
affect. So much so that when the cavalry arrives a few minutes
later – in the form of probably the entire Detroit metro area SWAT
establishment – he doesn’t remember to put up his hands and move
real slow.

The SWAT guys could conceivably have shot him, yeah. But
probably not.

Because another thing Mike Brown is very shortly to learn? He’s
going to learn that those SWAT guys are big pussies. Just huge,
enormous pussies. And so were those poor dead sheriff’s deputies,
and so are the FBI (including their fabled Hostage Rescue Team),
and so are regular military, and so are most workaday special
forces units – and especially so are even the most heavily armed
and vicious hajjis you can even dig up.

You know who aren’t pussies?

Mike Brown will tell you who aren’t pussies.
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U.S. DEPARTMENT OF HOMELAND
SECURITY

ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA

06:02:55 EST 06 APR 2011

 

“No. Definitely not.”

This isn’t Mike speaking.

“Sir, let me suggest—’

“Shut up. You shut up, too. You – speak.”

These aren’t Mike speaking, either. Mike isn’t speaking. He’s
sitting. He’s sitting and trying to look blameless, until and if
somebody calls on him.

“It’s like I said. This is what we’ve been looking for, because
we’ve known it was on its way in.”

This is the closest thing to Mike speaking. This is Mike’s boss
– James Niewendyke, who is Director of the Information Security
Directorate of the United States Department of Homeland Security.
That is where Mike works.

“For, call it five years now, we’ve known this was coming in,
and it was more or less undodgeable.” James Niewendyke is
addressing two generals, an admiral, two undersecretaries of
defense, the Director of the FBI, three unidentified guys, and two
guys with their faces actually fuzzed out on the overhead video
links. Also around the real physical table are a handful of
high-level DHS guys and a colonel.

“Why now?’ This is one of the undersecretaries. “Why not before
now?’

“Because, before now, the guys who had the chops to get into
critical systems didn’t have any desire to break anything when they
got there. And the guys who really want to hurt us didn’t have the
chops.” James Niewendyke takes his glasses off and rubs them with
his tie. “But it was always inevitable that some of the geeks would
eventually get angry – Kevin Mitnick with a grievance. Or some of
the real assholes would get smart – al-Zarqawi with skills.”

“Which is it?” This is one of the generals.

“It’s the second thing.”

“So these are Islamist bad guys?”

“Our early forensics say yes, they’re Islamist bad guys.”

“So then this is just AQO.” This is one of the military guys, an
Air Force colonel, from the new Cyber Warfare Command, and in the
actual room. He is referring to al Qaeda Online, so-called. “We
know this crew, we know what they’re doing.” Mike knows this Air
Force colonel fancies himself a cyber-terror expert – but Mike is
pretty sure he couldn’t reliably find his own asshole with road
flares and spelunking gear. Mike figures he’ll let his boss point
up that issue.

“No,” his boss says, with an aspect of thin patience. “You know
what they’ve been doing. AQ web sites, jihadi-prop videos,
bomb soup. These things spring up, you run D-DOS attacks, you shut
down the servers. Maybe you send SAD or SOF out to get them, when
you can find them.”

“We also shut down guys running attacks.”

“You shut down guys planning attacks – planning real
physical incidents using online comms. And over here we spend all
our time chasing hackers around the block – all-American kids who
want a screenshot of the Treasury intranet for their desktop. So
that’s you working serious bad guys fucking around online. And us
working fuck-ups doing serious stuff online. But what I’m saying is
that now we’ve got the real deal – opponents who are heart-attack
serious, and who are probing drop-dead serious targets in the
information infrastructure. And who are getting in.”

“How serious?” This is the other undersecretary.

“DOE. Nuke labs. They only got in for a few minutes. But they
got in.”

“And you’re so sure they’re real bad guys?”

“Mike.” James look looks down and across at the patch of desk
beneath the younger man’s chin. “How many probes or successful
breaches of tier one through four systems in the NII have you
caught in these three years?”

Mike looks up and tries to make his face, his voice, like his
boss’s. “All in? About fourteen hundred.”

“On how many of those have you gotten a grid reference and sent
out a team, or gone yourself?”

“A hundred and twelve.”

“How may of those targets have shot us up when we got
there?”

“Domestic or foreign?” This is just Mike stalling.

“All in.”

“One. The one tonight.”

“How many of that team came home?”

“None. Well, me.”

James pins the overhead monitors in turn. “Let me tell you what
we’ve got. We’ve got a domestic intrusion cell that we caught in
some very interior systems – specifically, the Department of
Energy’s Nuclear Test Labs in Idaho Falls. They were about six
keystrokes from about ten thousand pages of classified docs on
reactors, materials – and weapons. We got lucky and—“

“How classified?”

“So classified they wouldn’t tell me. The classification level
is classified.” No one can tell if he’s joking, so nobody says
anything.

“We got lucky and they tripped an alarm. The intrusion was
extremely well-disguised. But our Mr. Brown here traced it. When we
go out to get these guys, with local law enforcement, we end up in
an eight-second, thousand-round shootout. We kill two of them, two
or three escape out the back door – and our whole team goes down.
All the forensics so far say they’re AQ.”

“And Mr. Brown here can trace them?”

“He’s an A resource. That’s why we took the risk of putting him
out on the firing line.”

“Put him back.”

Mike thinks even James is looking a little tired now. They’ve
all been up for hours. “Mike isn’t officially a field operative,”
Jim says. “He’s not trained for CQB.”

“You’re going to need tech in the field.” This is the other
general. “Someone onsite to capture data while it’s still
actionable.”

“That’s why we send him out. Sometimes. But there are limits to
wha—”

“Get him the tactical support he needs, but get him back out
there.”

One of the undersecretaries says, “Why don’t we get him onto a
team that’s already out there? TF145? They’ve taken down some
heavily wired safehouses in CENTCOM AO.”

“No. Not the Task Force. We need a bunch of Rangers shooting
everything up with SAWs like we need colostomy bags. This is
finesse work.”

After a beat of silence – the staccato energy of the room seems
to be ticking down – one of the guys on video link speaks. He
hasn’t made a peep before this. And he doesn’t have a face.

“There’s Dick Havering’s team.”

The general stares out the monitor, straight through the room.
“Okay, then. Get them tasked. Jim, we’re going to put your boy with
some boys in the CAG. That alright with you?”

“Sir.”

And with that and nothing more, the general disappears and the
room lights come up. Mike sees James eyeing him as chairs scrape
floor.

 

 

* * * * *

 

Mike walks beside and just behind his boss now, their footfalls
echoing down a sterile hallway with no visible end.

“Okay, I’ll bite. Who’s this Dick guy?”

“Check your go bag,” James says. “You’ll want a shock laptop,
tricked out with your sharp-edged stuff. And probably a rugged
hand-held. And clothes for extremes of climate.”

“Where am I going?” Mike is getting the sense these questions
don’t hold a lot of interest for the other man. “Am I going to get
shot at again?”

Jim blinks noncommittally. “I wouldn’t worry too much about
that.”

“Oh, yeah? Why not?’ Mike is starting to feel himself sag behind
his eyes. He checks his watch and it’s six-thirty in the morning.
He hasn’t slept since two nights previous – the night before the
shootout, which was now last night. While off in his head, Mike
realizes the other has stopped at an intersection of empty
corridors.

“A bag for how long?”

“Call it indefinitely. Also pick someone to support you from
see-woc.” CWOC, the CyberWar Ops Center, had been the tactical
heart of ISD, ever since things picked up in that front of the GWOT
(Global War on Terror).

“Someone who?”

“I’d go with Fred. Or maybe Dharmesh.”

Mike’s red-rimmed eyes open fractionally. “I can have
Dharmesh?”

“You can have part of Dharmesh. Let’s call it two fifths of
Dharmesh.”

Mike knows that if he is being offered nearly half of the Big D,
this is a serious deal. Dharmesh is more in demand around ISD than
coffee.

“Get some sleep while you can,” James says. “And drive safely.”
This makes Mike think his stock has gone up. The department
obviously wants him getting killed doing something smart, rather
than something stupid.

James pats Mike’s shoulder once, then turns right, leaving him
where he stands. Mike tries to remember the way out of the building
from there.

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 UNMARKED MILITARY COMPOUND

NEAR FORT BRAGG, NORTH CAROLINA

08:38:52 EST 06 APR 2011

 

At the same moment Mike Brown is surrendering consciousness,
Colonel Richard E. “Dick” Havering is pacing the narrow aisles of
his Tactical Operations Center. He wears khaki fatigues with no
insignia, Oakley assault boots, a stiff brush of grey hair,
wire-rimmed glasses, and a wireless audio headset. He is commanding
eight men and four women, all of whom stand or sit at glowing
consoles arrayed around the room. But he is speaking to a man in a
cave in the mountains of central Asia.

“How we doin’, Bo Peep?”

“The complex is down. It’s being cleared now.” This,
the answering voice, speaks out into the room with no perceptible
static or delay. “Only four rooms, but deep as hell.”

“Anybody get hurt?”

“No real people – except for one of the blocking force guys,
who ate some shrapnel when a grenade took a funny roll. And he was
only down as long as it took him to wrap it up with his Iraqi flag
bandana.”

“Bad guys?”

“Two tangos down, two coming out.”

“What’s the haul?”

“Two machines, which we’re duping the drives, and BT’s
trying to see who they’ve been talking to from here. Also a weapons
cache – small arms and man-portable air. Nothing to put in a
parade.”

“Okay, Sergeant. You bring ‘em home. And have a good ‘un.”

As Havering pulls off his headset, a female non-com touches him
on the shoulder. He looks over the shoulder at her.

“General Buster for you,” she says.

“What channel?” he asks, turning away and bringing the device
back to his ear.

She taps him again and points to the other end of the room.
Behind thick glass stands a thick man with two stars on each
shoulder.

“Whoah hoah,” Havering whispers, impressed, and strides across
the room.

* * *

“What’s the good word, top?”

Sergeant Major Eric Rheinhardt, call-sign Little Bo Peep, looks
over his shoulder, 8000 miles away. He’s standing on a 300-meter
cliff edge, which overlooks a valley winding amidst snow-blanketed
ridges. He folds down the antenna on his sat phone and turns back
to face the mouth of the cave complex, and the person poking out of
it.

“Clean up, pack up. Exfil in twenty.”

“Back to the FOB?”

“Back to The Ranch.”

“Nice. I’m freezing my nuts off up here.”

Rheinhardt smiles. “Ali, you really don’t have to take every
opportunity to remind us of your enormous package.”

“Roger that, top.” Sergeant First Class Aaliyah Khamsi smiles in
return. She slings her rifle – which is nearly identical in height
to her – hitches a thumb in her tactical rig, and disappears back
down the hole.

A dog barks in the distance. Rheinhardt calls after her, “Oh,
and have one of the Rangers go get Mac.”

Rheinhardt turns back to face the valley. He pulls a palm-top
from his duty belt to look up today’s code for a helo pick-up. He
reflects that he spends most of his time these days inserting via
helicopter onto frozen mountain tops, or belly-crawling through
baking wadis. And trying to remember passwords.

The last sunlight glints blindingly off the snow on the ridge
lines.
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