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Sawyer Wahlstrom, CEO of Fidelity Independent
Research Group (FIRG) rarely opened email from someone he didn't
know. This one was different.

The subject line read Stop the NuHygen
project or the next one will die. The attached video showed a car
being sideswiped, run off the road, and crashing into a line of
parked cars at the school bus stop. Children were screaming and it
was apparent the driver of the sideswiped car was badly
injured.

Asher Radman, special Investigations Unit of
The FBI was tasked with finding answers, but he immediately hit a
brick wall. Everyone in the rural town of Thompsonville was hiding
something. What is NuHygen and why would someone go to extremes to
stop its development.

Simple questions, or so he thought, until
they tried to murder him.
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Zero Warning

When FBI agent
Mateo Hachman took the undercover assignment, he knew the risks.
Infiltrate the Proveedores Consortium and bring down the inner
circle. It took almost five years, but Mateo not only infiltrated
the consortium, he was elevated to the prestigious inner circle.
From his vantage point, he provided enough evidence to bring down
Demarco Sanchez the head of the Proveedores as well as over a dozen
high level members. For decades, Sanchez was the target of every
agency in the US, but never could they gain enough evidence to
arrest him. With Mateo's testimony, he received multiple life
sentences. He would never see the light of day again.

When henchman Abraham Garceau was sentenced
for multiple counts of murder, he swore he'd find a way to torture
Mateo until he begged to die.

Eight years later, Mateo had a new name, new
career, and new life. In those eight years, he never stopped
looking over his shoulder, never let his defenses slip, and never
got close to anyone until he met Isaac Konners. Konners was
everything Scott wanted in a partner. Getting close to Isaac would
mean breaking his personal vow and endangering an innocent person.
Isaac wormed his way into Scott's heart, took hold, and wouldn't
let go.

In what appeared to be an inside job, Garceau
escaped a prisoner transport van and disappeared. Several weeks
later a video played on every news channel. A close-up of Garceau
looking into the camera filled the screen. What little background
showed, was extremely blurry. "This video is for one person and one
person only - Mateo Hachman. I promised I'd get you no matter how
long it took and now that I'm free of that f*cked up prison and
those bullshit guards; I intend to keep my promise."

Suddenly Scott was pulled into the worst
nightmare anyone could have imagined. The one man who could and
would find him was promising to do just that. Revenge is strong
with Garceau and his word was law. He never broke his word.

Did he know where to look? Did he know
Mateo's new name? What about his new looks? And what about Isaac?
How could he protect Isaac from that lunatic?


Chapter 1

 The big
rig swerved along the curve as if the driver had fallen asleep. Now
on the wrong side of the road, it picked up speed. The driver of
the compact car entering the curve from the other direction had no
time to react. The impact was sudden, so sudden that neither driver
would remember it happening.

A fireball of flames erupted, engulfing the car and
the cab of the rig. Screams could be heard, then silence.

Scott smacked his arms trying to put out the flames,
his legs wouldn't move - trapped in the mangled wreckage. His
screams were strangled by the soreness in his throat. Tears poured
from his burning eyes. The intense heat melted his skin. Darkness
battled with the overpowering bright light.

With superhuman strength, Scott jumped from
his entrapment, landing on the floor in a heap of blankets and
pillows. His screams echoing in the room, hands still slapping at
his burning body, legs trapped in the tangle of sheets. His heart
seemed to be trying to escape from his chest. His lungs were on
fire, tears flowed down his cheeks as the sun rose over the
mountains behind his home.

It took almost half an hour for his body to
calm enough to move. His breathing was still rapid as was his heart
beat, but not as paralyzing as it was just a few moments ago. He
tried to sit up but his body was too weak. Tears continued to fall
from his eyes as he lay on the floor looking through the wall of
windows as the sun continued to rise above the mountains.
It's been seven years, so why can't I let it
go?

With his body now somewhat back to normal, he
struggled to sit up, pulled the tangle of sheets from his legs and
crawled to the edge of the bed. It took all his strength to stand.
Leaving the mess behind, he managed to walk to the bathroom.
Closing the door, he leaned against the vanity and looked in the
mirror. "Happy Birthday; it's hard to believe that seven years ago,
you were dead," he said to the man staring back at him.

He took a cold shower to erase the dream, the
nightmare that continued to plague him. At least it happened less
often now, but why did it always seem to plague him when something
good was about to happen. Why are the gods always
reminding me of what my life was like only a few years
ago?

Breakfast would definitely not stay down so
he stood at the counter with his coffee mug in hand. He thought of
Patrick, bringing more tears to his eyes. Life had dealt both of
them a lousy blow. I will never hurt anyone
again, not intentionally or by accident.

*****

Normally Scott would bike to the campus, but
today he was dressed more formally and didn't want to get his
clothes messed up. Living in Golden only blocks away from the
Colorado School of Mines was more than a-dream-come true. Most
mornings he sat on his deck and looked out at the mountain range
behind his home. In the winter, the snow-covered mountains gave him
the feeling of living in the wilderness, yet he was only minutes
away from the bustling campus.

"It is with great pleasure that we honor
Scott Witier with tenure," said the dean as he handed Scott the
official document and plaque. The audience of teachers, professors,
and staff in the small auditorium applauded. The buffet following
the presentation afforded Scott the time to thank personally those
who had helped him achieve his goal.

Two others received tenure that day and
though not the youngest to receive tenure from this prestigious
school, Scott was the only one to achieve that goal in five years.
Most took considerably longer, but Scott was determined to get
himself back on track after arresting events turned his life upside
down.

The rest of Scott's day was comparatively
uneventful. He thanked those who stopped to congratulate him. Most
students in his classes didn't even know of his accomplishments.
Some did and either congratulated him or just nodded their
approval. Scott was loved by both the student body and his peers.
He loved teaching, loved the school, and truly loved helping his
students awaken their brains to unlimited possibilities.

Driving home, he wondered what his life would
have been like if the accident had not happened.


Chapter 2

 The
library was packed with students either studying for finals or
desperately trying to finish assignments before the Friday
deadline. Scott scanned the tables looking for somewhere to spread
out. Not surprised that all were taken, he moved to the second
floor study room. There he found a table with a sole occupant
deeply immersed in whatever he was reading. Older than most of the
students on campus, he looked to be in his thirties. Though the
school had great graduate programs, the vast majority of students
on campus during the day were younger, undergrads.

"May I sit here?" Scott heard no reply so he
said it again a bit louder trying not to disturb other students in
the area. The man looked up surprised that someone was standing in
front of him. "May I sit here?" Scott said for the third time,
smiling at the bewildered look of the man sitting at the table.

"Oh, I'm sorry. Of course, you can sit here.
I was so involved with this that I didn't see you standing there."
He seemed flustered and blushed nervously. In front of him was a
hot guy, holding an over-the-shoulder briefcase. His smile spoke
volumes.

Isaac was proud of his own body. He learned
to keep himself as fit as possible and never allowed his workout
routine to slip. Just under six feet tall, his trim, solid
physique, almost blond hair, and brilliant green eyes gave him an
appearance that garnered looks from both men and women.

In front of him was a man who could rival
most models. He had to be around five foot ten inches tall. His
black eyes seemed as if they could see right through you. His black
hair was short and looked perfect. He wore fitted slacks that
looked expensive. They were cut to show off his extremely muscular
body. His shirt hugged his well-developed chest. You could see the
striations in his abs through the shirt. How is
that possible? He looked like a wrestler that just stepped
off the cover of Sports Illustrated. And yes, his smile was
breathtaking. Isaac realized he was staring and looked back at his
book.

Scott sat opposite at the other end of the
table. "I should have figured this place would be packed. Are you
studying for finals? Scott Witier," he said extending his hand.

"Isaac Konners," taking Scotts extended hand.
"No, I'm working on my dissertation." He suddenly realized he still
held Scott's hand and quickly let it go.

Scott raised his eyebrows, both at the answer
and the hand in his. "Wow, that's great. What is the topic?" He
asked sounding genuinely interested.

Isaac whispered, looking around to make sure
he was not disturbing anyone. "Human physiology in times of extreme
stress." He leaned back a bit, looked at Scott and wondered if he
even understood the answer. People called Isaac a whiz kid. He was
smart, very smart, and had the ability to grasp just about anything
he wanted to learn. From an early age, he knew he wanted to develop
technology that would help people do more with their bodies. Seeing
movies like Ironman only solidified his resolve.

Scott neatly placed a sheaf of folders on the
table. "Wow that is quite an interesting field. Are you working in
it or attempting to gain entry?"

"I'm impressed. Most people don’t' have a
clue about what I just told you. I'm working for a think tank that
helps independent companies develop a wide variety of
human-connected systems. Right now, we are working with a company
that is attempting to replace destroyed nerves in accident victims
to help them walk again."

"Are they close? You know, close to
succeeding with their goal?"

Isaac smiled and leaned forward so he could
whisper and not disturb students at nearby tables. "Close enough
that they've applied for a patent. If they can get past the last
hurdle, you'll be seeing them on every news show."

"Sounds like one hell of a hurdle,
though."

"Yeah, it's stopped everyone in the past from
making the link between man and machine." He sat quietly for a few
seconds. "But I'm rattling on and I'm sure you have work to
do."

Scott took one of the folders off the pile
and placed it in front of him. "For whatever reason, obviously way
beyond my pay grade, the maintenance people have decided to paint
the offices in my building. Thus, on the last week of the semester,
I'm barred from working in the peace and solitude of my cherished
office space." Though his words suggested he was annoyed, he smiled
as he looked at Isaac. "But your company sure makes up for that
inconvenience."

Isaac blushed and wondered why this hot
teacher was flirting with him. "Um, thanks." He returned to his
reading as if he didn't want to continue their conversation.

Scott smiled to himself and began grading the
assignments.

Two hours later, his back hurting, his ass
numb from the hard plastic chair, Scott stood and stretched. "How
do they expect people to learn anything if they are forced to sit
in these uncomfortable chairs?"

Isaac looked up and smiled at Scott's rant.
"I've often had that exact same thought. My work schedule is crazy,
my apartment is small, and my mind wanders when I'm there. When I'm
here, I make the best of my time so I can get my sore ass off these
chairs." Scott was bending his body back, thrusting his pelvis out.
Isaac swallowed the sudden lump in his throat and moved his eyes to
Scott's. "Why are you not working in the comfort of your home?"

Leaning against the table, his face near
Isaac's, Scott whispered, "I made a vow to keep work and pleasure
separate. If I took my work home with me, I'd never get to play and
I love to play."

Once again, Isaac blushed and looked down at
his work. "Oh."

"Listen, I'm almost finished with
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