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      The problem with revenge is that it never evens the score. It ties both the injured and the injurer to an escalator of pain. Both are stuck on the escalator as long as parity is demanded, and the escalator never stops.



    

    
      -Lewis B. Smedes
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  GET AN EXCLUSIVE BONUS STORY!



Connecting with readers is the best part of this job. Releasing a book into the world is a truly frightening moment every time it happens! Hearing your feedback, whether good or bad, goes a long way in shaping future projects and helping me grow as a writer. I also like to take readers behind the scenes on occasion and share what is happening in my wild world of writing. If you’re interested, please consider joining my mailing list. If you do so, I’ll send you the following as a thank you:





	A free copy of Revolution, a Wealth of Time prequel story that goes back in time before Chris Speidel ever knew about the mysterious world of time travel.







You can get your content for free, by signing up HERE.
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Maxwell Hart leaned against the wall, heart drumming against his rib cage, nervous sweat streaming down his face. 

Pull the pin, throw it, and run. 

He’d repeated this line to himself at least four hundred times in the last two minutes. The grenade felt no different than a baseball in his grip. But tossing a baseball into a sleeping man’s bedroom never killed anyone. 

Yeah, but that backstabbing piece of shit deserves the most painful death. 

Max had worked diligently behind the scenes to arrive at this precise moment in December of 1974. One quick toss of the grenade would avenge the death of his wife and two children. Sure, he’d still live the rest of his life in a state of emotional anguish, but as long as the bastard responsible for it was dead, that was all that mattered.

Pull, throw, run. 

He’d have to run like hell. As soon as the explosion sounded, there would be a dozen Revolters sweeping the grounds for the perpetrator. His planned escape route minimized the distance from the grenade to the nearest outdoor exit. From there it was a straight sprint three blocks to where his car waited, parked out of sight. 

His hand trembled to the point of almost dropping the grenade a couple of times. That would have been ironic, coming this far in such an elaborate plan, only to wake up his target with the sound of metal hitting the tile floor and rolling around like a bowling ball. 

The bedroom door stood ajar, but he hadn’t looked inside. The steady cadence of heavy snoring echoed from within the darkness. He knew the layout of the bedroom and where exactly to lob the grenade, even in the blackness. 

He wore all-black clothing to hide every inch of his light skin, blending into the night as he shuffled through the halls where his old friend awaited his unforeseen death. A black balaclava covered his head and face, an inch-wide slit open for his eyes and nothing more. The orange glow from the street lights outside splashed across the hallway, but didn’t provide nearly enough light for visibility.

 The breeze outside ceased, leaving the building silent. It felt as if the world came to a halt, the opportunity to toss the grenade and save innumerable future lives from the scam artist known as Chris Speidel lying in wait, tantalizing and tangible. 

He pulled the pin, and the grenade throbbed in his hand now that it had become a deadly weapon. He only had to throw it into the bedroom and it would explode in a confetti of metal shards, piercing every organ in that murdering bastard’s body. 

There had been prior attempts to kill Chris from long distance with snipers, but all had failed. Some had wondered if the self-proclaimed keeper of time was indeed invincible. While the ability to time travel prolonged lives by hundreds of years, no one had ever proven immortal. Max rode this belief into devising his plan to get up close and personal in his assassination attempt. 

He needed to toss the grenade before his hand accidentally fell off the lever and splattered his own guts across the hallway. He raised it to his lips and kissed it, the metal cool to the touch. 

Max slid his feet into the doorway, looking into the black hole of the bedroom and tossing the grenade with the touch of a basketball player dropping in a soft layup. If the grenade hit the ground, it might not work, as it would have to explode through the bed. But it made no such sound as it landed with a soft thud on the mattress. 

Four seconds, he thought as he pivoted and sprinted down the hallway. He had practiced this exact routine a dozen times in the last week at the basketball gym, from the blind toss eight feet into the dark bedroom, to the exact footwork he’d use to escape. It all needed to come naturally, and it had paid off. The grenade would explode four seconds after making contact with the bed, and he mentally counted as he ran down the hall. 

The hallway stretched exactly eighty-five feet to the corner that turned into another hallway that ran fifty feet to the exit door. In his drills, he wanted to be turning the corner as the explosion sounded, leaving him an estimated ten-second delay for those sleeping in the other rooms to hear the sound and jump out of bed. Fourteen seconds after throwing the bomb should have him at least 150 feet away from the building and out of sight. 

Even though his legs quivered with nerves, the adrenaline kept them strong and propelling forward. The timing all went according to plan as he turned the corner simultaneously with the booming explosion that shook the entire hallway. Grenades weren’t as loud as he originally thought, but the sound may as well have been a cannon in the midst of a silent building. 

Max sprinted for the exit door, lunging into it like an Olympic hurdler and bursting it open as he briefly tumbled outside, never completely losing his balance. He put his head down and ran, trusting his internal compass and never looking back. 

Chris is dead! Chris is dead! he thought as his legs pumped for three more blocks. There was no way he survived a grenade rolled up next to him in bed like a cat. It would have sent its deadly fragments from his toes to his head, leaving him with no chance of survival. 

Three minutes after escaping, Max’s silver BMW sedan became visible, parked on the street where he had left it, strategically facing the direction he needed to drive. The sight of it moved his legs a little faster. 

When he fell into the driver’s seat, he finally looked back and saw three figures running in the dark, at least a block away. Did they see me or are they just looking around? Max didn’t waste another second to find out, and fired up the engine, speeding away with smoke blowing from his screeching tires. They’d never catch him on foot and had no chance of getting so much as a glimpse of the car. 

Sweat dripped down his back, his shirt clinging to his flesh, as he sped away, panting for breath in heavy gasps. The roads were deserted, as they should be at two in the morning. 

“I did it!” he shouted once the tension had faded, and the realization settled that he had actually gotten away with it. “I fucking did it!”

The loss of his family seemed like a distant memory as he turned onto the freeway, heading back to New York City. The pain would resurface once the excitement faded, but for now all he could do was celebrate the death of Chris. 

Surely a massive party awaited the next day. They had been working for months on this mission. Max had gone plenty of days without sleep and now intended to stay in bed as long as his body desired. 

Sleep, drink, and party. In their honor. 

Max patted his pocket where he kept his most recent family picture. Their life together seemed sixty years in the past, not a mere sixteen months. He often wondered what they would all being doing at any given moment. Right now they’d all be asleep in their private Tudor home in upstate New York. But during the day, a cold one with temperatures in the upper 30’s, they might have gone to a local ice skating rink, or perhaps light a fire in the living room as they watched movies. Abby loved anything Disney, and James always giggled watching along with her. 

These fabricated memories flashed and disappeared in his mind like a bolt of lightning. Months earlier this same scenario would play out with him pulling the car to the side of the road and crying for the next hour, cursing God—and Chris—for letting such a tragedy happen. Every one of these crying sessions ended with him returning home to his office in a fit of rage, determined to plot the master plan to kill Chris. 

But now it was done, and the burden that weighed on his shoulders like boulders had lifted. Was it relief he felt? Closure? Max didn’t know, but the constant urge to cry and destroy random household items had vanished. 

“Chris is dead and he can no longer hurt me,” Max cried gleefully as he cruised along the freeway. “He’s dead, he’s gone, and he will never hurt anyone ever again.”

He laughed like a madman, oblivious that Chris was indeed far from dead.
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