(Please note, this is a work of fiction, for now)

The Accidental Congressman

Chapter 1: A Whim Above a Jewelry Store

The apartment above Ivy's jewelry store was less a home and more a data center masquerading as a
living room. Twenty-one monitors covered one wall, displaying everything from network traffic
analyses to security camera feeds of the alley below. Half as many computers hummed away in
custom-built racks, their cooling fans a constant white noise that Ivy had long since learned to sleep
through. This was my domain—a digital fortress where I worked as a corporate IT professional,
designing and securing critical infrastructure for clients who paid substantial fees for my expertise and,
more importantly, my discretion.

Ivy was downstairs in her shop, "Ivy's Gems & Things," arranging a new display of locally crafted
silver jewelry when I overheard it again through the open window—our neighbors, the Hendersons, on
their porch across Main Street.

"Another glossy mailer from Congresswoman Houchin," Mr. Henderson said, his voice carrying in the
quiet evening. "All smiles and photo ops, but not a word about the washout on County Road 200."

"She voted against the rural broadband initiative again,” Mrs. Henderson replied, her voice tight with
frustration. "Called it 'fiscally irresponsible’ while she's flying to Washington on private jets for 'fact-
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finding missions'.

"My brother's farm still floods every spring," Mr. Henderson added. "Three years she's been our
representative, and she can't even get one road fixed."

I leaned back in my ergonomic chair, the firewall configuration on my screen forgotten. This was the
nightly liturgy of our neighborhood—a chorus of complaints about Erin Houchin, a politician who
seemed to have forgotten that her district consisted of actual people with actual problems. She had been
in office for multiple terms, running on the kind of autopilot that only comes from knowing your seat is
essentially safe as long as you show up at the right church socials and kiss the right babies.

That night, the code wouldn't come. At 2 AM, I was staring at a ceiling I couldn't see through the glare
of my monitors, thinking about systems. Houchin wasn't the problem; she was a symptom. The real
issue was a system that incentivized the wrong behaviors, that rewarded fundraising over governing,
that made politicians accountable to donors rather than constituents.

On a whim, fueled by insomnia and righteous indignation, I did something profoundly impulsive. I
opened my laptop and navigated to the Federal Election Commission's website. The filing was free—a
fact that surprised me almost as much as the realization that I was actually doing this. Before I could
talk myself out of it, I had filled out the Statement of Candidacy, designated my campaign committee
(which consisted of exactly one person: me), and submitted it electronically.



Then I went to the Indiana Secretary of State's site. The deadline for petition filing was looming, and
the required 6,000 signatures felt impossible for someone who didn't even have a campaign
organization. But there was another option—filing as a write-in candidate, which was also free. I did
that too, figuring it was a backup plan in case I didn’t get enough signatures.

"Ivy," I called down the stairs the next morning, as she was opening the shop. "I think I did something
really stupid.”

She came up the stairs, jewelry box in hand, and saw the confirmation emails on my main monitor. Her
eyes went wide, then narrowed. "You didn't," she said, though she knew I had.

"I did," T admitted. "I filed to run against Houchin."

Ivy stared at me for a full minute, then slowly smiled. "Well," she said, "it's about time somebody did."

Chapter 2: The Corporate IT Guy's Non-Campaign

Unlike traditional campaigns, mine had no kickoff rally, no press conference, no polished website
announcing my candidacy. The only announcement was the official FEC filing that appeared online,
which exactly four people noticed: a local reporter who thought it was a joke, Houchin's campaign
manager who dismissed it as not worth responding to, Ivy's mother who called to ask if we needed
money for yard signs, and my corporate boss who sent me an email asking if I needed to take a leave of
absence.

My campaign strategy was simple: continue working my high-paying corporate IT job. I kept my
clients, met my deadlines, and only put my campaign on hold when Ivy needed help with inventory or a
particularly difficult customer downstairs. The Hendersons across the street were my first and only
campaign volunteers, creating a few hand-painted signs that read "Floyd for Congress— Your Actual
Neighbor" and planting them in their yard.

Word spread through the local grapevine. The guy living above the jewelry store with all the computers
was running against Houchin. People would stop me at the post office or the hardware store, asking if it
was true.

"Are you really running?" the pharmacist asked while filling my prescription.

"Apparently,” I said. "I filed the paperwork."

"What's your platform?" he asked.

"Systems," I said. "We need better systems."

This became my stump speech, if you could call it that. I didn't have talking points or focus-group-
tested messages. I just explained my belief that government was fundamentally broken at a systems

level—that we were trying to solve 21st-century problems with 18th-century processes, and wondering
why nothing worked.



The centerpiece was something I called The Congress App—a direct democracy platform where every
resident in the district could see exactly how I voted, why I voted that way, and weigh in on upcoming
legislation. It wasn't a theoretical concept; I had already built a working prototype, convinced that
technology could finally bridge the gap between representatives and the people they supposedly served.

Chapter 3: The Invitation-Only Tour

My campaign appearances were few and far between, largely because I didn't actively seek them out.
My rule was simple: I would only attend events I was specifically invited to, and I would take time off
from my corporate job to be there. This meant I was missing most of the traditional campaign events,
but it also meant I showed up at places most politicians never visited.

My first real "campaign event" was the 4-H fair in August. I had been invited by the Hendersons'
granddaughter who was showing her prize-winning goat. I took two vacation days from my corporate
job to be there, showing up in jeans and a polo shirt, prepared to help with livestock and talk to parents
about agricultural policy.

What I found was that people weren't looking for another politician with polished answers. They
wanted someone who understood their lives, who could talk knowledgeably about crop insurance
without having to consult a briefing book, who knew that the biggest challenge for family farms wasn't
just commodity prices but access to repair equipment when the nearest authorized dealer was three
hours away.

From these conversations emerged my first piece of real legislation: what would eventually become the
Rural Equipment Freedom Act. It wasn't a bill written by lobbyists or think tanks; it was drafted from
conversations with farmers who explained how manufacturer restrictions on diagnostic tools and parts
were putting them out of business.

At the Orange County Homecoming Festival, where I had been invited to help with the computer
science club's fundraising booth, I talked to small business owners who couldn't expand because they
couldn't get reliable broadband. That conversation led to my Broadband and Workforce Hubs Act—a
proposal for municipal bonds and public-private partnerships to bring high-speed internet to rural areas,
coupled with workforce training centers in every county seat.

The most unusual invitation came from a group of veterans at the VFW post in Paoli. They had heard I
was an IT professional and wanted to know if I could help them with their computer system. I used
personal vacation time for this one, spending three hours debugging their network for free. When they
asked about veterans' healthcare, specifically the lack of dementia care options in rural areas, that
conversation planted the seed for the VA Dementia Care Act.

Each event I attended reinforced my core belief: good policy wasn't rocket science—it was listening to

people and translating their needs into workable solutions. The problems weren't complex; the solutions
weren't either. What was missing was a system that connected the two.

Chapter 4: The Accidental Victory



Election night found us gathered around my main monitor, Ivy and the Hendersons watching the results
come in. Houchin's campaign had barely acknowledged my existence, focusing instead on attacking her
opposing party challenger who was too liberal for the district's moderate voters. Their strategy was
simple: run up margins in the urban areas and ignore the rural counties where turnout was traditionally
low.

What they hadn't counted on was turnout being anything but traditional.

In Hardinsburg, where everyone knew me as "Ivy's husband who fixes computers," voter turnout was
87%. In similar small communities across the district, the story was the same. People who hadn't voted
in years came out in droves—not because I had inspired them with speeches or promised them
government programs, but because they saw in my candidacy the possibility of something different.

The first signs came around 8 PM. In Washington County, where Houchin usually won by comfortable
margins, I was ahead by 4 percentage points with 40% of precincts reporting. By 9 PM, it was clear
something unprecedented was happening. Rural counties were reporting turnout levels not seen since
the 1992 election, and they weren't just breaking for me—they were running away with it.

The national media outlets that had completely ignored my campaign started scrambling to figure out
who I was. CNN sent a producer to Hardinsburg, which caused a traffic jam that made the local news.
Fox News tried to frame it as an anti-establishment backlash, while MSNBC suggested it might be
about tech policy, but both missed the point entirely.

At 2:17 AM, the Associated Press called the race. I had won by 3,487 votes out of nearly 200,000 cast
—a margin of less than 2%, but it was enough. I, the accidental candidate who had never given a stump
speech, never solicited a donation, and never left my district during the campaign, was headed to
Congress.

The morning after was surreal. Reporters stood on Main Street broadcasting live, while Ivy tried to run
her shop around the media circus. I held my first press conference in the alley behind our building,
trying to explain how someone who hadn't really campaigned had won.

"I didn't win this election," I told the cameras, Ivy standing beside me looking equally bemused. "The
idea won—that government should actually work for people, not just for politicians and donors. That's
why my first act as Congressman-elect will be to officially launch The Congress App in this district, so
I can start doing what I promised: letting you all make the decisions."

Chapter 5: Setting Up Shop and Hiring Locally

Three weeks after the election, I signed a lease on the empty storefront next to Ivy's shop. The space
had been vacant for years, most recently housing a failed antique store that couldn't compete with
online sellers. It seemed fitting—digital innovation replacing analog commerce in the physical world.

The sign outside read simply: "Congressman's Office - Your Voice, Your Vote, Your District." Inside,
we created something that looked less like a political office and more like a community center's
computer lab. Six workstations with high-speed internet access lined the walls, each equipped with
monitors, ergonomic keyboards, and comfortable chairs.



The rules for using The Congress App were posted prominently: "You don't need to be a citizen. You
don't need to be a voter. You just need to live in Indiana's 9th District. If government decisions affect
your life, your voice deserves to be heard."

My first official act as Congressman-elect was to announce that I would refuse all PAC and lobbyist
money. More importantly, I revealed my plan for the congressional staff budget—normally over a
million dollars annually. Instead of hiring a team of political operatives in Washington, I would use that
money to hire local people from the district to work in our Hardinsburg office and its satellite locations.

We hired the Hendersons' granddaughter, who was studying computer science at Indiana University, to
help manage the technical side of The Congress App. We recruited a retired English teacher from
Salem to write plain-language summaries of complex legislation. We brought on a former factory
worker from Orleans who had been laid off when his plant closed—his job was to read every piece of
legislation and identify how it might affect working families in the district. We even hired a part-time
student from Paoli High School to manage our social media, not to promote me, but to share
information about how people could participate in The Congress App.

The impact was immediate. Where congressional staff salaries had previously flowed to Washington
DC or political operatives, now that money was staying in our communities, providing good jobs to
local people who understood our district because they lived here too. Each of my staff members was
required to spend at least one day a week working remotely from a different community in the district,
ensuring we remained connected to people from every corner of the Sth District.

But the most revolutionary aspect was how we used the technology to bridge the distance between
Washington and home. Working with a local AV company, we created what I called "digitally mirrored
offices."

Chapter 6: The Digitally Mirrored Offices

The concept was simple but revolutionary. My main office remained in Hardinsburg, next to Ivy's shop,
but we established smaller satellite offices in key communities across the district—Salem, Paoli,
Bedford, and Bloomington. Each satellite office was equipped with large video screens, high-quality
audio systems, and document cameras that created an immersive telepresence experience.

When I was in Washington for votes, I would work from a small office in the House office building,
but that office was digitally connected to all of our district offices. Life-sized video screens made it
seem like I was sitting in the same room as constituents in Hardinsburg or Salem. They could see me, I
could see them, and the audio was so clear that conversations flowed naturally.

The system allowed me to hold daily office hours even when I was physically in Washington. Every
morning from 8-10 AM, I would be available for meetings via the digital mirror system. A farmer could
stop by the Salem office to discuss crop insurance, a small business owner could visit the Bedford
location to talk about regulatory burdens, and a teacher could come to the Bloomington office to
discuss education funding—all without leaving their own communities, and all while I was physically
hundreds of miles away in Washington.



The system worked both ways. When I was in committee hearings or on the House floor, those
proceedings were streamed live to all our district offices. Constituents could gather to watch in real-
time and then discuss what they had seen with our local staff members. If something important
happened during a hearing, residents could immediately provide feedback through The Congress App,
and I could access that feedback instantly, even from the House floor.

The digitally mirrored offices meant I was essentially available 24/7, whether in Hardinsburg or
Washington. Constituents never had to wonder where their representative was or how to reach him. I
was always there, digitally present and accessible, more so than any traditional representative who
spent most of their time in Washington and only returned to their district for carefully staged town
halls.

Chapter 7: When Things Actually Came to Pass

The Rural Health Revolution

The first real test of The Congress App came with healthcare access. Through a series of community
meetings and online discussions, district residents overwhelmingly supported mobile telehealth vans
staffed by LPNs and community health workers rather than building expensive new clinics that rural
areas couldn't sustain.

I introduced the Rural Mobile Health Access Act, which authorized federal funding for a fleet of
mobile clinics equipped with telehealth capabilities, staffed by mid-level practitioners who could
handle 80% of primary care needs on-site. The bill also included provisions for high-speed internet
infrastructure specifically for healthcare facilities, ensuring reliable connectivity even in the most
remote areas.

To everyone's shock, including my own, the bill passed with bipartisan support. What Houchin had
dismissed as "socialist healthcare" was reframed as "practical rural healthcare solution" when it came
from actual rural constituents rather than party leadership.

The impact was immediate and measurable. Within six months, mobile clinics were serving every
county in the district at least twice weekly. Emergency room visits for non-critical conditions dropped
by 32%. Diabetic patients in the most remote areas now had regular check-ins. The system worked
because it was designed by the people who actually used it, not by healthcare executives in
Indianapolis or Washington.

Infrastructure and Economic Development

Next came infrastructure. When district residents voted overwhelmingly to support a public-private
broadband partnership using municipal bonds, I worked with county commissioners across the district
to implement what we called the "Last-Mile Bond Pool." Instead of each county trying to finance rural
broadband independently, we pooled resources and created a regional financing mechanism that made
smaller projects viable.



The results were transformative. Rural parts of the district that had never had reliable internet were
suddenly connected. Farmers could monitor crops using IoT sensors. Students could participate in
online learning programs. Small businesses could expand their markets beyond the local area. Most
importantly, young people weren't necessarily leaving the district after graduation because they could
now work remotely for employers anywhere in the world.

The economic development impact exceeded our wildest expectations. Through The Congress App,
residents voted to create "Innovation Vouchers" that let small businesses access university labs and
technical expertise at reduced rates. We partnered with NSWC Crane to create defense-tech
apprenticeships for local high school students, providing pathways to good jobs without requiring a
four-year degree.

Perhaps most surprisingly, we implemented a version of the Family Farm Preservation Act that had
emerged from conversations with actual farmers. Instead of the usual complex subsidy programs, the
bill focused on simplifying access to existing programs, creating regional processing cooperatives to
reduce transportation costs, and establishing "farmer-to-farmer" mentorship programs that paired
experienced farmers with those just starting out.

Energy Independence and Environmental Stewardship

The Local Energy Act came directly from conversations with utility workers, farmers, and small
business owners who were frustrated by their lack of energy options. The bill wasn't about eliminating
fossil fuels overnight—it was about giving communities control over their energy future.

Key provisions included:

- Simplified regulations for community solar projects, making it easier for groups of neighbors to
collectively invest in solar installations

- Creation of "Rural Energy Hubs" that combined solar generation with battery storage, providing local
resilience during power outages

- Tax incentives for farms that implemented regenerative agriculture practices that also produced
carbon credits

- Support for small-scale hydroelectric projects on existing dams and waterways

The implementation was fascinating to watch. In Orange County, a group of Amish families who
normally eschewed modern technology embraced community solar because it aligned with their
principles of self-sufficiency and stewardship. In Washington County, the school district became the
first in the state to power all its facilities with locally generated renewable energy.

Chapter 8: The Money Revolution

Perhaps the most revolutionary aspect of my accidental tenure was what happened with campaign
finance. By refusing all PAC and lobbyist money, I had created an unprecedented situation—a
representative who was financially accountable only to actual constituents, not to special interests.

The ripple effects were unexpected and far-reaching. Other representatives, particularly freshmen who
had campaigned against corruption, felt pressure to follow my lead. When I publicly posted every



donor list, every meeting request, and every attempt by lobbyists to influence my votes, the
transparency made it difficult for others to continue business as usual.

What started as a personal ethical stance became a movement. Citizens in other districts began
demanding the same level of transparency from their representatives. Local newspapers started running
"Corruption Watch" columns comparing their representatives' donor lists to their voting records. The
political landscape began to shift, not because of new laws or regulations, but because voters could
finally see the strings that were attached to the money.

The most surprising development came from corporate America. Several CEOs of companies I had
previously worked for as an IT consultant publicly announced they were suspending all political
contributions until Congress passed comprehensive campaign finance reform. They argued that the
current system forced them to play the game or risk being disadvantaged, but they preferred a level
playing field where companies competed on merit rather than political connections.

Chapter 9: The Always-Available Congressman

The digitally mirrored offices changed not just how I worked, but how constituents perceived
representation. They no longer had to wait for their congressman to visit the district or hope that a staff
member in Washington would pass along their concerns. They could stop by any of our offices during
business hours and talk to me directly, whether I was physically in Hardinsburg or virtually connected
from Washington.

This constant accessibility created a different kind of relationship between representative and
constituent. It wasn't based on photo opportunities and campaign events; it was based on daily
interaction and problem-solving. Farmers would drop by the Salem office with questions about new
regulations. Small business owners would visit the Bedford location to discuss workforce development
issues. Teachers would stop by the Bloomington office to share concerns about education policy.

The digitally mirrored offices also made our work more efficient. When a complex piece of legislation
came up for a vote, I could convene simultaneous town halls across the district, getting real-time
feedback from diverse communities before casting my vote. When constituents had problems with
federal agencies, our local staff could help resolve them while I met with agency heads in Washington,
creating a seamless service experience.

Perhaps most importantly, the system broke down the wall between Washington and home. My
colleagues in Congress were amazed when I would excuse myself from a committee hearing to take a
video call from a constituent in one of our district offices. They couldn't understand why I would
prioritize a conversation with a farmer over a meeting with a lobbyist, but to me, the choice was
obvious.

Chapter 10: The Accidental Revolution

By my second term, The Congress App had been implemented in districts across the country, each
adapting it to their local needs and priorities. I never tried to patent or commercialize the system—we



made it open source from day one, believing that transparency tools should be available to anyone who
wanted to use them.

The most interesting adoption came from unexpected places. Urban representatives found the system
helped them connect with constituents who rarely attended town halls or community meetings. Rural
representatives appreciated how it amplified voices from farming communities that were often
overlooked in state capitals.

What started as an experiment in direct democracy was becoming something more—a movement to
restore trust in government by making it genuinely accountable to the people it served. The problems
we were solving weren't unique to our district, but the system we developed to address them was
scalable to any community that valued transparency and participation.

Epilogue: The Accidental Revolution

Today, the office next to Ivy's shop remains the heart of my operation. The Congress App has been
implemented in districts across the country, each adapting it to their local needs and priorities. I'm still
not much of a politician—TI still get nervous speaking to large groups, I still forget to pander to my
base, and I still occasionally vote against my own preferences because that's what my constituents
directed through the app.

But that's the point, isn't it? I never wanted to be a leader in the traditional sense. I wanted to be a
conduit—to create a system where regular people's voices could actually shape policy without being
filtered through party politics or special interests.

Sometimes, when I'm having lunch at Mary's Diner, tourists will ask me how an accidental
Congressman ended up changing American politics. I always tell them the same thing: "I didn't change
anything. I just got out of the way and let people govern themselves for once."

They usually look disappointed—Iike they expected a more dramatic story about brilliant speeches or
hard-fought battles. But the truth is, the revolution happened quietly, one vote at a time, through a
simple app and the radical belief that ordinary people, given proper information and tools, can make
pretty good decisions after all.

The accident, it turns out, was exactly what American democracy needed—not because I had all the
answers, but because I was willing to admit that I didn't, and to create a system where we could find the
answers together.

As I'lock up the office each evening and head upstairs to our apartment above Ivy's shop, I sometimes
wonder what would have happened if I hadn't filed those forms on a whim. But then I remember the
conversations that shaped real legislation, the neighbors who became engaged citizens, the tangible
improvements in people's lives that came from ordinary people making extraordinary decisions.

The revolution wasn't televised. It wasn't lead by charismatic leaders or ideological movements. It
happened in small communities across America, in offices like ours, where people discovered that
democracy wasn't something they watched from afar—it was something they could participate in
directly, one decision at a time.



The accident, it turns out, was exactly what American democracy needed.
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