
A Pilot’s Revenge

To The New York Times, Washington Post, American Renaissance, Harper’s, et al, 

It’s my hope you receive this letter untampered with.  I cannot use electronic communications 
anymore.  My sentence structure is probably priority one at the NSA Carnivore Data Surveillance 
Center, and no doubt they’d catch anything I emailed to you.  I was born a man, I like women, and I 
want to be a woman who likes women.  And because our President had a problem with this, you’re 
fucked.  I caused the disaster at Area 51.  The Earth is doomed.  You probably know I’m wanted by the 
FBI, but you don’t know why or how.  It is this I want to explain to you.  Here’s you chance to set the 
record straight.  

Let me explain.  I enlisted in the Air Force in 1999, and by 2003 I was a fighter pilot in Desert 
Storm 2.   I was one of the best. Between 2003 and 2014 I dropped precision ordinance all over Iraq 
and Afghanistan.  Those so-called wedding parties that were blown to hell?  Some of those were me.  
Those child-fuckers bunkered down in the mountains of Afghanistan, I blew them up too.    In 2013 I 
was attacked by a trio of Russia’s latest fighters and killed two before the third bugged out.  I did it 
with guns, as I had only bombs for the mission.  I’m that good.  I have a near perfect memory, and I 
know the dimensions of every room I enter, and the range between objects.  I also have reflexes like a 
coke addict, which is why I can fly a fighter pulling maneuvers at eight G’s and still come out on top of
almost any situation. 

That mission where I fought the Russian planes won me special accolades, and I was transferred
to a secret weapons project.  All the stuff you read about on conspiracy websites, most of it is pure 
guesswork, and of that, a small sized chunk of it is true.  Elon Musk talks about developing a Neuralace
implant so humans can interface quickly with computers and the internet.  That already exists.  If it’s in
the works, it probably already exists. Electricity from the ambient environment?  Check.  Aircraft with 
laser weapons?  Check.  Come on, the Nazis developed laser weapons in the 1940’s.  We had our own 
prototypes in the 50’s, and today the technology is a heck of a lot more efficient.  You can buy lasers 
that pop latex balloons today, and we had that thirty years ago.  Your government which is bad at just 
about everything but killing people, is also good at developing technology (or at least, paying 
competing companies to develop technology), or reverse-engineering alien technology. 

It’s on account of reversed-engineered alien technology that I went to Area 51.  They implanted 
my brain with transmitters that allow me to give instant feedback to a computer system. This computer 
system was hooked up to an anti-gravity craft, which I flew with my thoughts.  I had to sit in a pilots 
chair with manual controls in case the neural-link malfunctioned, but for the time I worked there, it 
didn’t.

I flew this craft with amazing skill amplified by two technologies: the aforementioned anti-
gravity, and an inertial damper.  Think of it as venting inertia into another dimension, so I can make 
right angle turns at a high speed without crushing me or the craft. Energy is neither created or 
destroyed, it is only transferred.  In some parallel universe, someone or something, perhaps just air, is 
getting hit with a twelve ton ship flying at two thousand miles an hour.  

This ship had an impressive weapon system as well.  It was equipped with a laser turret that 
could cut through ten feet of concrete in a couple seconds.  I think it was 1.6 seconds, to be exact.  I 
could bring it to bear on any target within a two hundred kilometers as fast as my eyes could find a 
target.  I had optics magnifying to 10,000, and with computer corrected algorithms to account for the 



distortion of light passing through air and dust to an accuracy of 99.7% at one hundred kilometers and 
97% at two hundred.  I could shoot an ingrown hair off your crotch at fifty kilometers if you so desired.
There was a missile bay, but I never tested any ordinance.

This program to develop high speed craft and weapons was to protect against the very creatures 
who bestowed them on us. At least, that’s what I was told.  I never crashed my ship, and so I have no 
clue how the aliens crashed them.  They must have been retarded.  

At this level of high security clearance, Need To Know is all the more important.  You have 
scientists working on an array of diodes and transistors and other micro-circuitry that don’t know what 
it’s for, but they might deduce what it’s for.  The left hand doesn’t know what the right hand is doing, 
nor does the index finger on the left hand know what the middle finger on the same hand does.  
Occasionally, the index finger and the middle finger talk.  And I, as the practical application of all this 
Need-to-Know secrecy, had access to more of it than most.

Someone, or many someones, have come here, and they’re coming back.  And Uncle Sam, and 
Mother Russia, the EU, and the Chinese are scared shitless.  Some Christians think it’s Jesus and the 
Angels, the Muslims say it’s the Imam Madhi, the Jews say it’s their Messiah.  I don’t know who it is, 
but the craft, the weapon, and the neural interface is a prototype for what we’re going to send out to 
fight them.  

So what does this have to do with me being a man, who loves women, and who want so to be a 
woman?  Thank you for staying on topic, and asking this mental question.  My whole life, I loved 
strong, masculine women.  Go-getter women.  Strong business women.  Short haircut, tight pantsuit, 
Hillary Clinton but with beauty and without psychopathy.  I loved fucking masculine women.  I loved 
taking care of them, cleaning for them, cooking for them, and being servile in every way. 

I never wanted to transition.  My genitals were already mutilated at birth and I didn’t want to 
lose any more sensation.  I thought I’d go for some breast implants, some hormones, shave off my body
hair, and wear bubble dresses and nylons like the pinups of a bygone era. I wanted to make dinner and 
cookies for my beautiful, masculine, hard working business woman. I wanted to nurture her children.  I
wanted to blow her after a hard days work, like a good housewife should do.

So Trumpy Boy gets elected in 2016, and announces that there will be  Space Force.  The 
official story is for Uncle Sam to dominate our adversaries in space.  That’s horse shit.  The contests on 
earth motivates the development of the ships and weapons.  Most of our conflicts are just test beds for 
technology applied to a united, planetary mission to develop advanced space craft and weapons that can
fight whoever is coming.  The Russians, the Chinese, the EU, the Japanese, and the Africans all send 
their best personnel to Area 51.  

I was to be the trainer of pilots who would navigate the craft I tested.  Before I could do this, 
there was the political bullshit.  The FBI would do background checks.  So they did.  And house 
searches. They found my emails, my dresses, my high heeled shoes, and it was over.

Homeland Security found out I was a tranny, and I lost my commission.  I was dishonorably 
discharged one year before I could collect my pension! My phone was tapped, and I occasionally found
black sedans with black suited persons following me.  All this to remind me to keep my mouth shut 
about the Above Top Secret shit that I was privy to.  I did the math, and I figured my silence was worth 
$250k at least.  I’m glad they didn’t kill me.  They could have.



At least I still had Brittany, my wife to be.  Or rather, my husband to be. I don’t see why I can’t 
be her wife, as I’m the submissive member of the relationship.  And that’s sexist, because it assumes 
the wife is to be submissive to the husband.  But we need a point of reference, don’t we?  I mean we 
can’t keep just cutting each other down for making cultural assumptions.  Our world can’t function 
without assumptions.  Red lights mean stop, green means go, and yellow means charge or put on the 
brakes, depending on your aversion to risk.  We have assumptions, let’s work with them.  I wanted to 
be a wife who served his female husband.  She was a cut-throat operator of a light bulb factory.  She 
had a hundred thousand dollar salary.  She had legs for miles.  She was hard nosed, aggressive, 
gorgeous. 

I didn’t have Brittany for long, however.  You see, I never told her about the work I did.  As we 
lay there after making love, she sometimes would ask me what I did at the base.  “If I told you, I’d have
to kill you and all your relatives,” I’d say.  We’d laugh at that.  It was my little secret, and no matter 
how long she prolonged my pre-ejaculatory agony, I never talked.   That one bit I withheld kept her 
interested in attempting conquer me.

And then I lost my job.  I said it was a chance for me to be the housewife she always wanted.  I 
was on hormone therapy for six months, and then she left me.  There was nothing to conquer – no 
mystery -  and she went in search of new territory. 

It was then I lost it.

You see, the transmitter in my brain was good only for about fifty meters.  When I entered the 
hanger where my ship was located, I could open the ramp with a thought, engage pre-flight warm-ups 
and system tests, etc.  I kept that tech they installed in my brain, because they figured there was no 
danger.  Officially, it was an anti-seizure chip, and I wore a medallion to warn doctors not to MRI my 
skull.   I knew the frequency at which this neural chip transmits, so I all I needed to do was build an 
amplifier to boost the signal.

Let me back up.  There’s more about the chip you do not know.  The chip transmitted my 
thoughts, and without a doubt, there were scientists wishing to unravel the hidden secrets of the human 
brain.  They probably didn’t know about the experimental aircraft.  They knew when I had a “Eureka” 
moment.  They didn’t know what it was, but they knew when it happened.  They also knew if I had an 
elevated heart rate or respiration, so it gave them a vague measurement of my anxiety.  We would be in 
a staff briefing and one of the Generals would look at his watch and ask me “What did you just think 
of?”  

After a few constructive contributions, I resented this intrusion into my inner thought space, and
equipped myself with a series of useful lies.  “I need to pee.  I could go for a doughnut.  I would like a 
piece of ass right now.”  After being corrected for letting my mind wander, I asked the General to be 
equitable and thorough in correcting the lapsed mental processes of all who attended the meetings.  
Before long, his watch would give a blip, and he would, half jokingly, call for a recess so I could get a 
donut, or pee, or a piece of ass. 

When I was being discharged, I had a Eureka moment, and realized I could construct the 
transmitter (which henceforth I will call The Thing) and boost my neural signal and thus steal the ship. 
It was just a passing thought, though.  I didn’t want to steal the ship until my husband left me.



Let me make it perfectly clear: I was full onboard with the American led New World Order.  For
years I bombed dune coons and goat fuckers into the stone age.  I blew up wedding parties.  I blew up 
schools.  I blew up sewage plants.  I didn’t care.   I let them cut into my skull and implant circuitry that 
compromised my own neural privacy.  America, Fuck Yeah! I loved my country.  I would have done all
of it again if I wasn’t rejected for my transgendered status.  Soros, and Jeff Bezos, and Bill Gates could 
fuck each other in the ass at the top of the world pyramid upon which the capstone America sat.   I just 
wanted to train the next generation of pilots with neural implants to fly the armada of anti-grav ships to 
fight whoever the is coming at us, and then retire to my wifely duties.

Well that didn’t happen.  So in my garage, I began work on the Thing.  But before I worked on 
the Thing, I took up a hobby as cover.  I created devices for controlling model railroad trains by wi-fi.  I
set up an online shop and began to sell my wares.  That covered my purchasing of components for 
radio transmitters.  The FBI tracked my online purchases, no doubt.  I even patented a device you could
communicate with on licensed HAM frequencies, and so drive your G scale trains around your yard 
from a remote location. I sold a few.  Meanwhile I taught science at the local community college.  I 
dated ordinary women.  I made every sacrifice.

The Thing worked.  I could transmit, but the ship could not respond, for its transmitter was of a 
similar power level to that in my brain, and the range was limited.  I would have to transmit 
instructions almost perfectly to get the ship out of its hanger.

I hired my friend Fred to pose as me on Reddit to do an online AMA regarding my model 
railroad equipment.  There was a thousand railroad dorks posting all kinds of questions.  I’m very sorry
I did this to Fred, because I have no doubt he’s dead now, or had his fingernails yanked out in a vain 
effort to find me.  His death and suffering will not be in vain.

Thus covered, I put on a set of his clothes  and left my house in his car.  I drove around in 
circles and loops to be sure I had no one following me.  I even bought a burger and fries at his usual 
place with his credit card, and then I proceeded to the testing site some two hundred miles distant. 

I parked ten miles shy of the perimeter at a truck stop, and hiked in.  I silently thanked Fred for 
his Bug-out-Bag, which had food and clothes and a pistol. I was going to use the pistol on myself if I 
was caught.  I brought the Thing.  I didn’t have to get to the perimeter fence, but I was within the range 
of the random highway patrols.  I pulled the car off the road and tucked it into shrubbery as best as I 
could, and then made off into the woodlands.  I found a fat, comfortable, fallen pine near the edge of 
the woods, ate a peanut butter cup, and worked at setting up the Thing.

I now envisioned where the ship was, and which way it had to move, and turned on the Thing.  
Power up.  Skip System Check.  Evacuate all air.  Charge capacitor on the gun.  This is where my 
excellent spatial memory came into play.  Aim left ninety five degrees, down five degrees, and blast the
override transmitter.   Angle up seventy nine degreess, fire.  Continue firing, drawing a circle thirty 
meters in diameter. Wait three seconds for the door to fall.  Go up and out.  Turn right 190 degrees. 
Turn on the headlights.  Accelerate to four hundred miles per hour.  Swerve, pattern Omega.  Deploy 
chaff.  

It wasn’t long at all before the light of the ship came into view.  Its chaff diverting surface-to-air
missiles.  Ten seconds later it was overhead and within range, and I switched off the Thing.  I ran to the
edge of the woods, and brought the ship down, and opened the ramp.  I climbed aboard, and found an 
unconscious lab-coat wearing scientist.  I re-engaged the life support, tossed the shithead down the 



ramp, and was quickly away.  Computer-to-neural feedback gave me all the data I needed:  Visuals in 
360 by 360, infrared, xray, thermal imaging.  There were inbound comms on military frequencies.

“Bring the ship down.  Cease and desist.  You don’t want this kind of trouble, Sam.”  Sam must 
have been the scientist.

Two F-15’s were approaching from the southeast at one hundred and twenty miles.  I had about 
a minute.  No problem.  I engaged the inertial dampers and took off like a bullet.  Even on afterburners,
those fighters could not catch me.  I raced over the bland countryside.  I knew I was being tracked.  It 
didn’t take me long to pull the tracking circuits, and the backup tracking circuits, and the secret 
tracking circuits I discovered and whose existence I concealed with a lie about wanting a bloody steak. 
With all the redundancy, I wondered briefly if the ship’s circuitry was just an experiment within an 
experiment.

With Radar absorbing armor, I was a now a ghost.  I varied my trajectory, changing course and 
elevation like it was nothing.  Passive radar gave away inbound flights of fighters.  I counted four pairs 
at different altitudes.  They must have been the diversion.  And given their angles of approach and 
altitudes, I could see the intent was to drive me in a given direction in a particular altitude.  I went to 
active radar on that vector and saw six fighters coming that way.  Of course.    

I was no two dimensional thinker.  I went straight up some twenty miles, and then made my 
way out over the Pacific.  There was no way they could catch me.  I cruised about a thousand miles 
south of Hawaii and thought about how Brittany had left me.  And in retrospect, I must admit that she 
was flawed in that she left me because I was no longer mysterious, she wouldn’t necessarily have done 
that if I hand a chance to plan my retirement pension, and ease her into the idea of my not being so 
exotic.  I blamed our Commander in Chief and his policies that kicked me out of the military.

To conserve power, I ordered the ship into a pond on a Philippine island, cut the power to 
standby, and slept on the floor.  I was grateful that Fred’s kit had a fluffy sleeping bag inside.  

The next day, and for days after, I went from island to island to keep the ship hidden.  The 
international news showed a deployment of fighters and ships by the USA, China, Russia, and the EU.  
Their conflicts were just cover for looking for me.  I figured once the saber rattling and skirmishes 
were over, I could come out of hiding.  Fred’s MRE rations ran out after ten days.  I then I executed my
plan.

I returned to Nevada, keeping a watchful eye on the passive radar.  Only the standard pair of 
fighters were on patrol.  I knew what I had to do.  I took out the radar as a diversion, then swooped in at
700 mph, stopping on a dime,  and then went for the power plant, and drilled a hole through the 
concrete and steel in about seven seconds.  A few seconds more, and I breached the reactor.    

I caused the nuclear meltdown at Area 51.  And all the research done down there is 
contaminated.  The other prototype ships are inaccessible.  All the scientists are dead.  The enemy, 
whoever that is, is coming.  You have nothing with which to defend yourselves.  You’ll notice that the 
dome over the Capitol Building collapsed.  The White House caught on fire a week later.  It wasn’t 
Islamic terrorists allied with White Nationalists as the news reported.  Those meat heads can’t 
accomplish anything.  It was me.    By time you get this, there will have been an eruption at 
Yellowstone, because I drilled down into the magma cauldron below the park.  This is payback, and it 
will keep you occupied until the aliens arrive.   



Kiss my tranny ass,
Lieutenant Geraldine Silverstein


