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Timothy Dallow looked across the oversized oval shaped desk in the board room and dragged his fingers through his hair. The fifteen board members, thirteen of whom were doctors and two military studied the print out on the table and occasionally glanced at the PowerPoint presentation projected on the wall.

At times, it didn’t feel like he owned SimTek. Everything came down to money and the old farts filling his room had it in droves. Bio-bots were the perfect healing machine. It took the patient’s genetic reading and started repairing damaged organs and tissues. What could be more perfect? But being a businessman, Timothy added a self replicating serum that produced inferior versions of the original Bio-bot with an engineered with a life-span of seventy-two hours. 

He could smell the money. Surely they could too. 

General Walters had a look in his eye, showing interest. Never lose another soldier. But the rest of the money hoarders wore frowns and Walters always followed the board.  

Doctor Brown looked around at the other board members and sighed as he stroked his thick grey beard. “We don’t understand why you need to take this step.” He shut the file in front of him, and reaching to the projector, switched it off. 

The room blinds automatically opened revealing a bustling city many floors below. Natural light flooded into the room, shining against the nodding heads of all board members, including General Walters.  

“But it is already perfected,” Timothy said. “Come to SimTek and see it in action. It’ll blow your mind. We have twenty already linked with our main servers.” He couldn’t keep the excitement out of his voice. 

“Several months ago you convinced us that Nano-bots or medic-bots or, whatever you call them, was the way of the future in medicine. It was a risky investment.”

“And I came through, and now we have orders across two continents of soldiers and medical professionals.” 

Doctor Brown stood up. “We’ve seen enough. Thank you Mr. Dallow.” 

All the board members rose and slowly exited the room, one by one. Dr. Brown was the last out. 

Timothy stopped him at the elevators. “Alfred, you know I’m right. I’ve never steered anyone wrong.” 

Nodding, Alfred Brown said, “You’re a visionary, and a driven businessman. I’m sure any idea you come up with will be a success.” He stepped to the side as the board members entered the elevator and placed a hand against the door to stop it from closing. “It’s time to focus on your next project. Think military.” He stepped into the car and smiled as the doors closed. 

Timothy stared at the shut metal doors, unable to move. Bio-bots were the future, were they that blind? Was the price tag too high? Maybe. Everything, including innovation came down to money. 

Returning to the empty board room, he gathered up all the papers and stuffed them into his briefcase. The MacBook was gently placed in a protective case and slid into a backpack. The projector belonged to this building, so he left it were it was. If there was some way he could prove to the board that Bio-bots were far more superior to Nano-bots, he might get them to loosen their wallets. 

Timothy checked he had everything and shut the door of the rented board room. Why the members always rented this room instead of accessing the board room in his building was beyond his reasoning. 

His cell phone rang. A picture of his brother filled the Smartphone screen. 

* * *
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SARAH AWOKE WITH A splitting headache. Opening her eyes caused daggers of light to pierce her nerves. She lay on a hospital bed with a needle in each arm and a line leading to a plastic bag. There was constant pressure on her head. Gingerly she reached up and felt electrodes attached to shaved skin. Holding her hands up was tiring and exhaustion forced her to relax them. 

The room was stark white. There were no other beds. She had a private room. It was morning or midday, the window was open and a soft breeze blew through the blinds. It looked like a nice day out there. 

She remembered the accident, but didn’t want such a nightmare in her life.

They drove past the restaurant as other patrons climbed into taxis—an expense they couldn’t afford. Eric had only one beer with food and he drank it slowly. She was sure he was fine for driving. They rounded a corner and straight into a breathalyzer trap. 

Eric rolled down his window. The police officer said, “Been drinking tonight, sir?” 

“One with a lot of food. Wife’s plastered though.”

She punched his arm softly.

The officer looked at Sarah. He smiled. “Drive on.” 

Eric did. Untested. She was happy for that, just in case common knowledge was wrong. They drove three blocks in silence. She looked over at her husband and wondered what he was thinking about. 

He turned to her, a big smile on his face. “I was thinking,” he said as if reading her thoughts, “about the beach place. You know, think it, dream it, believe it and the universe will provide.”

“An office job will help—RED LIGHT!” 

What happened to Eric? She looked for but couldn’t find the bell for the nurse. Her heartbeat increased and she recognized the early signs of a panic attack. The monitors next to her bed started beeping with increasing speed. Her throat clenched and she found it hard to breathe. And panic took control. 

She thrashed in the bed, screaming for Eric. A nurse entered the room and dashed to her side. Sarah didn’t hear a word she said and almost knocked her over as the nurse tried to calm her down. 

When she next awoke, the window was shut and it was night out. Exhausted she tried to get out of bed. It took forever to get her legs over the side. The drip lines were getting in her way so she pulled them both out. Someone had removed the electrodes on her head. The machine was still here but unplugged and pushed up against the far wall.

The floor was cold on her bare feet and she realized she wore a thin hospital nightgown. 

Eric slammed on the brakes, skidding into the intersection.  

The car filled with light.

Sarah saw the grill of the semi slam into Eric’s door. The window turned white with cracks before it exploded into her husband’s face. The car folded in. The windshield shattered. The roof buckled. The screech of metal and rubber filled the car as it got shoved to the sidewalk gutter. 

Eric’s seat twisted toward her, his face was a mask of blood and cuts filled with glass. His eyes shut with a peaceful expression on his face. She was happy he couldn’t witness their last moments. 

The force of the semi pushed them over the curb and into a light pole. Sarah’s door crumbled and she was pushed into Eric. Someone screamed and she realized it was her. 

The car stopped. The grill of the semi rested inside their car. The roof was partially torn off. A man with a large stomach leaned into the smashed window of her door. “Jesus love, don’t move.” 

* * *
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THE DOOR OPENED AND a man she vaguely recalled entered. His baseball cap was in his hands and he looked downtrodden like he hadn’t slept for a few days. Thick stubble covered his chubby face and when he saw her standing up, his sorrowful look turned to alarm. “Love, you shouldn’t be doing that.” 

“I remember you,” Sarah said, hearing the voice. There was bitterness in her words. “I have to find my husband.” 

“He’s in the men’s ward. We transferred you out of public to Remita Hospital.” 

That was confusing. Remita was a private hospital. There was no way they could afford this. “Why are we here?” 

“My brother owns the hospital. It has the best doctors and technology.” 

“You’re the truck driver.”

The man nodded his head.

“And your bother owns a hospital. How does that work?” 

He shrugged. “There’s always a black sheep.” He took a step forward, slowly, tentatively. “I’m Ray Dallow. I’m really sorry for the accident.” He looked down at the floor. When he looked up again, his eyes were wet. “I had plenty of time to slow down and the accident would have been minor but, you see love, I didn’t see you.” He swallowed a lump. “I was texting my wife and not looking at the road.” He wrung his hands in front of him. “I didn’t see you.” 

Sarah sat on the bed unsure what to do. In the accident, she’d seen Eric’s legs twisted as the driver seat turned. There was no way his legs were fine. 

She looked him square in the eyes. “I can’t forgive you, if that’s what—”

Ray cut her off. “No love, I’m not looking for forgiveness. It’s nothing like that—not at all.” 

The room’s door opened. A very fit man entered, he was younger than Ray and although he wore an expensive suit, Sarah could see his muscles filled out the jacket and shirt in all the correct places. He gave her a smile she didn’t return and walked over to Ray. “Did you tell her?” he asked.

Ray shook his head. “I only got the chance to apologize.” 

“Alright Ray, I’ll take it from here.” 

Ray turned without another look at Sarah and headed for the door. “Are they here?” 

“Yes.” 

“Fingers crossed,” Ray said and closed the door behind him. 

Sarah suddenly blurted out, “We can’t afford this place.” 

The man turned. His smile remained in place. “Mrs. Coltour, welcome to Remita. I’m Timothy Dallow, Ray’s brother, and I run SimTek Industries. Have you heard of us?”

“Who hasn’t? You create war toys.” 

His smile didn’t waver. “We do a lot more than that. Certain toys pay the big bills. A side project we have perfected is in the area of nanorobotics.”

Sarah opened her mouth to speak but the man held up a hand to silence her. “You have both been here for two weeks. You have been in and out of conscious, and you woke up today. Your injuries are healing. You had a broken rib and an engine part had punched through your feet.” 

Sarah looked down at her feet. They looked fine. She felt her side. It seemed fine as well.

“The crack in your spine worried us. But we have repaired that.”

If all this happened to her what was Eric’s condition? “What about my husband?” 

“As I said, SimTek has a
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