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Chapter one



The sun had just set in Texas on a warm summer evening. The spotlight flickered on, casting a golden glow over the small stage, illuminating a man dressed in a white jumpsuit studded with rhinestones. His hair, jet-black and slicked back in a perfect pompadour, gleamed under the lights. 

The crowd, a mix of eager fans and curious onlookers, buzzed with anticipation as he confidently adjusted the collar of his jumpsuit and flashed a knowing smile.

As the first strums of "Jailhouse Rock" filled the air, the impersonator's body seemed to come alive. His hips swayed in time with the rhythm, and his feet tapped out the iconic dance steps with an effortless grace that echoed the King himself. He twirled the microphone in his hand, letting out a rich, throaty "Warden threw a party in the county jail," his voice a near-perfect imitation of Elvis Presley's deep, resonant tone.

The crowd erupted into cheers and clapped along with the beat. Some older fans, dressed in vintage 1950s attire, were transported back in time, swaying and singing along with the chorus. Others watched in awe as the impersonator moved across the stage, his every gesture a carefully practiced homage to the legendary performer.

He winked at a group of women near the front, causing a ripple of giggles and a few playful swoons. The energy in the room soared as he hit the chorus, his voice rising enthusiastically, "Everybody in the whole cell block, they was dancin' to the Jailhouse Rock!"

Behind the impersonator, the band played with equal fervor. The guitarist struck chords with the same raw energy that defined Elvis’s performances. The drummer pounded the beat, driving the song forward as the impersonator swiveled his hips, eliciting more cheers and whistles from the audience.

As the song climaxed, the impersonator dropped to one knee, throwing his arms wide in a dramatic finish. The crowd erupted into applause, some rising to their feet in admiration. He held the pose for a moment longer, soaking in the adulation before rising with a satisfied smile. 

The imitation Elvis was named Michael Sinclair but preferred to be called Mike. He was a rabid Elvis fan and wore classic TCB gold sunglasses. The large Indian Head belt buckle he wore also hid a five-shot .45 ACP automatic. 

The crowd erupted with applause. Mike curled his upper lip and gave his best Elvis impression.

“Thank you. Thank you very much. See you at the largest fireworks show in history tonight.”

The crowd again applauded and began to leave. Mike scanned the crowd. The facial recognition software in the sunglasses produced a red square around a man in the middle of the crowd. The man moved with the crowd as it dispersed. Mike waved to the crowd and walked to the end of the stage and down the steps. He looked up, and the man was gone. Mike casually looked around the area again. The square appeared again, moving away from the crowd toward the fireworks display across the field.

“What are you up to?” Mike thought as he tracked his prey.

A large-breasted, blond woman ran up to Mike, screaming with joy.

“I love Elvis. You did such a wonderful job,” she said.

Mike tried to avoid her embrace, but she was determined. She latched on to him like a starving man to a donut. Mike returned the embrace and moved her so he could look over her shoulder for his target. He could not see him. 

“Why don’t you come to my RV when the fireworks are over,” Mike said. 

With a knowing grin, the woman pulled away and said, "I thought you would never ask."

“I’ve got some things to do to get ready for you,” Mike said with a smile.

The woman winked and said, “See you later. I expect you to wear your best jumpsuit.” She turned and went on her way.

Mike turned his attention back to the field. He walked away from the lights of the fairground. He looked around as the night vision of the glasses turned on. The field now looked light green. The bleachers, figures, and the fireworks display were a darker green. The red square appeared around his target's head again and then disappeared. He adjusted the night vision. He could see a figure now crouched down behind the fireworks display. Another figure began to approach the crouched man. A bright light flashed and obscured the night vision. The light then flew into the air and went out as it hit the ground.

Mike moved closer. He could see a figure again kneeling behind the display and then stood up and walked away. Mike went to where the man had been. A security guard lay bleeding, sprawled on the ground. Mike checked the guard's pulse. He was still alive. 

There were only ten minutes left until the show. The bleachers across the field were beginning to fill up. Mike searched the place where the man had been. The area was not disturbed. Then he saw it. The stands leaned slightly at a fifteen-degree angle toward the crowd. They should be standing straight up. If the fireworks go off, they will explode just above the most populated part of the fairground, raining embers down on the crowd and cloth-covered stalls. This would cause a mass panic.

Mike had to work fast to avoid a disaster. He began fixing the problem. He looked at his watch; there were only five minutes to go. 

A searing pain went with a white flash as something hit the back of his head. He fell forward and rolled on his back. The man with the large red square around his face loomed over Mike.

“Time for Elvis to leave the building,” he said.

“They want an encore,” Mike said as he swept the man’s legs.

The man fell back. Mike rolled over on the man. The man threw Mike back with ease.

"This guy is solid," Mike thought as he hit the ground. The man lunged at Mike, grabbing him by the throat with both hands. The man began to squeeze Mike’s neck. Mike tried a martial art move by weaving his arms between the man's arms to break his assailant's grip. His opponent's arms were like iron and didn't budge. Mike tried a second move, striking the man's elbows. The man’s grip just tightened. Finally, he tried a third by pushing the man's chin up, but nothing worked. Mike struggled to breathe. He reached for the Indian Head belt buckle and pulled out the .45 ACP hidden behind it. He put it against the man's chest and pulled the trigger. The man's body muffled the report. The man smiled and kept squeezing. Mike's vision started to become fuzzy, and he was beginning to lose consciousness from a lack of oxygen. He squeezed the trigger four more times in rapid succession. The man slumped forward on top of Mike, dead. Mike caught his breath and wiggled out from under the man. 

Mike checked his watch. There were only three minutes left. Mike went to lock the central fireworks bank back in place, but it failed. A minute ticked by as Mike searched for a solution. Then it came to him. Mike pulled the man’s lifeless body in front of the bank and propped it up in a sitting position, pushing the bank upright. He had less than a minute left.

Mike adjusted his wig, brushed off the dirt, and walked toward the crowd. Halfway across the field, the fireworks started to go off. Amidst the explosions of color and light, a figure stands in the foreground, its form outlined against the vivid backdrop. The brilliance of the fireworks cast shadows and highlights, creating a striking silhouette against the mesmerizing display. Mike lifted his hands out to the sides in a Jesus pose as the light of the explosions lit him up in the middle of the field. The crowd went wild.

A week later, a middle-aged man sat behind a sizeable hand-made mahogany desk. He was still in good physical condition. His graying hair matched his hand-made Brooks Brothers suit. The office was created to look like an eighteenth-century English salon. Tchaikovsky’s Swan Lake played softly. The paintings of the Dutch Masters hanging on the walls were originals. He was holding a computer tablet. His gray eyes scanned a file.

“MASS CASUALTY ACTION IN TEXAS NEUTRALIZED. BELLIGERENT OPERATIVE TERMINATED BY PROACTIVE AGENT. LOCAL AUTHORITIES GIVEN A COVER STORY OF A RIVAL GANG HIT. NO FURTHER ACTION REQUIRED.”

He tapped the screen to close the file, opened another, and continued to read.

Everyone addressed him as "Control." He was the head of Preventing Rebellion and Organized Attacks Through International Vigilance and Counter-Espionage, or PROACTIVE. This global, highly secretive organization is dedicated to stopping SHADOW's plans and restoring order. Comprising elite operatives, intelligence experts, and technological pioneers, PROACTIVE works tirelessly behind the scenes to prevent global crises and maintain stability.

He created the organization in reaction to the fall of the Berlin Wall in 1989. The world believed the Cold War was over. However, it went from cold to sub-zero. With the Soviet Bloc dissolved, the bad actors came out from everywhere. Without their KGB masters, they ran wild. No longer was it nation versus nation. It was rogue actors against the world. Technology was advancing at a breakneck speed, and its use in espionage was growing exponentially. The mission of PROACTIVE is to carry out covert operations and missions deemed too sensitive or dangerous for conventional military or intelligence agencies. PROACTIVE specializes in high-stakes espionage, infiltration, and sabotage, often tasked with preventing global catastrophes, thwarting terrorist plots, and disrupting the plans of hostile entities.

He was the ultimate authority within PROACTIVE, commanding respect from agents and staff alike. Control was known for his no-nonsense attitude and unwavering resolve in the face of adversity. His emotions and sentimentality were not easily swayed. He had wisdom and experience in espionage and counterterrorism. 

He also functioned as a mentor and guided his agents and staff. He only admonished when necessary to shape and develop operatives and instill values of loyalty and duty. 

He had the qualities and abilities that all great leaders must have. He was versed in the arts of diplomacy and negotiation to navigate the world’s high-level government officials. Control also knew how to communicate with foreign and domestic intelligence agencies. One of his best qualities was understanding people and their motivations. The combination of these skills and abilities made him an excellent leader.

Control believed in adaptability and resourcefulness in the face of evolving threats and challenges. He also acknowledged the enduring value of traditional espionage methods and human intelligence. The final attributes were secrecy and discretion—the ability to work in the shadows, to orchestrate covert operations and intelligence-gathering activities with utmost confidentiality and discretion.

He understood how important these last traits were to the organization's operational security and the protection of its agents' and informants' identities.

Control had no delusion about changing the world. He looked at his position as that of a fire chief. He was going to stop everyone from starting fires. He was trying to keep the rest of the neighborhood from burning down after the fire started. He wasn’t against a controlled burn from time to time to stop a fire. 

He was brilliant, strategic, and deeply committed to those he employed. He wasn't a relic of the Cold War but a product of it. He studied his enemies and tried to learn from their mistakes and successes. Some countries rely too much on technology, while others put more faith in human intelligence gathering. Control believed a balance could be struck. His agents had to be innovative and technologically sophisticated. The organization embraced technology and used social media in unconventional ways. PROACTIVE also used human intelligence, which is referred to as HUMINT. Human Intelligence involves collecting information from human sources. The collection can include covert agents, informants, detainees, defectors, or regular citizens in certain contexts. It has its advantages and disadvantages. Advantages came from humans collecting information using their minds to sift information and make on-the-spot corrections or decisions that a computer or satellite in space can’t do. Disadvantages of HUMINT are a danger to agents and informants, the potential for misinformation, and ethical considerations in covert operations.

Control didn't keep score because losing didn't mean the loss of the war. He knew that losing enough made it harder to recover. He could always hear the wolf's howl in the distance. 

People might say he pulled strings. If you asked him, he would say he was an orchestra conductor. He made the choices of what was to be performed. He then studies the score. After his selection, he makes certain adjustments, such as in tempo, articulation, and section phrasing. Each person in the team is like a musician. They are subject matter experts of the instrument they play.

He had a weakness for his people. He deeply cared about them. However, he understood that injury and death were part of the business. This was not a business in the common vernacular. That is what Control found so maddening. This wasn't a business that has office parties, celebrates birthdays, or closes for the holidays. The lights were on, and the machines ran twenty-four hours a day all year long. Injury and death from the machine was always a possibility. He sometimes felt like a Roman centurion wanting to live long enough to complete his twenty years and retire on a piece of land. He had passed that mark years before; he stayed because he was good at what he did and was a true believer in what he did.

The operatives were from every background and ethnicity. They were janitors and corporate executives. Some worked in fast food and others were expert artisans. Each played a part in the whole, like a grand symphony. He laughed to himself about people who screamed about diversity. You had to have the right agent to match the population and operational area. You don't send an opera singer to a fairground in Texas. You send the King of rock and roll.

Mike was driving his Mini "C" RV west on Highway 90 just outside San Antonio, Texas. He usually drove a customized Lamborghini, but today, he drove the RV to keep his cover. After his last assignment, he was told to take some time off and that is what he was going to do.

He was on his way to see an old army buddy. He pulled into a large roadside gas station to gas up and stretch his legs. He rubbed his neck. He smiled as he thought about the blond who had stopped by after the fireworks show. She helped him forget the pain that night. It had been a few days, and the bruises from the attack had faded. The medical team had taken X-rays of his back and neck. The doctor said he was cleared to return to duty. Control had sent an encrypted congratulatory note. It was his version of 'Get Well Soon.' That might be the reason for the extra rest time.

His phone made a noise. He looked down to see a notification of a new video on a social media platform he followed. He pulled off the road at a convenience store. He parked the RV at the side of the store and walked to the front. He wore a cowboy hat that covered his thick black hair and dark sunglasses to protect his brown eyes. 

He glanced at the reflection of his fit frame as he strode by the front windows. He had the kind of looks that made him handsome, but not too handsome to be a distraction. Depending on the situation, he was comfortable in tailored suits or overalls. He took his hat off as he walked inside. The tape attached to the convenience store's door measured him at seventy-two inches. He went to one of the refrigerator cases and got a bottle of water. Mike walked up to the counter to make his purchase.

The young female clerk looked up with a smile and pushed her chest out slightly, "Will this be all?" she said in a heavy Texas drawl.

“Yes, ma’am, but thank you. The water is all,” Mike said with an identical Texas drawl.

Mike returned the smile. The clerk rang up the bill. Mike paid cash and left the store. He had a talent for impersonating voices and mimicking any accent. The gender did not matter. He only had to hear a sentence once. He thought that was why it was so easy for him to do Elvis impersonations. 

He walked back and got into the RV. He moved to the small kitchen area and took a seat. He pulled out his phone and turned on the app for “The Rant.”

The screen showed the face of a forty-something Caucasian wearing mirrored sunglasses and a bleach-blond spiked Mohawk. His background was a large blue door from a British police box.

"Hey, geeks and freaks out there. I'm heading out to La Grande Fest in Orlando, Florida. I'll be at booth 1074 to sign autographs and sell some merch. It will be great to see all the cosplay that will be going on. They're having an Elvis impersonator contest this year. I will be hosting an Elvis impersonation contest at a La Grande Fest. I need to go and pack. La Grande Fest is in three days. This is Jerry, and I'll see you freaks later."

The screen went blank. Mike sat for a minute. Jerry Meegler was a social media and cultural commentator. He was also part of PROACTIVE's communications team. His platform made it easy to send essential information in the clear without it being detected. Jerry was part of a team, and Greg Morris was the other. They made a great team. 

Mike thought about Jerry, who had a scrape with the law in his early adult years and turned himself around. Some say he spent a few years in prison. Mike didn’t care about Jerry's past. He cared that he did his job and did it well. Mike admired Jerry for his sheer fortitude to keep on the right path. 

Mike thought about visiting his friend. "Well, buddy, the visit will have to wait," Mike said as he started the RV.








  
  
Chapter two



The sun had set as the plane started to approach Orlando Airport. Mike looked at the beautiful lights of Orlando, which had a multicolored Ferris wheel that made it look like a huge amusement park. The view was a mesmerizing experience. As the plane descended toward the city, he noticed an expanse of lights stretching across the landscape, forming intricate patterns and shapes defining urban and suburban areas. His eyes followed a string of lights heading east that led to the Kennedy Space Center, which was far off in the distance. 

He wondered if astronauts ever went to a geek convention, and if they did, what costume would they wear? Maybe they would dress as aliens or as themselves. Would anybody recognize them?

While Mike was lost in his thoughts, a young-looking man with blond hair and an athletic build was paying for a bicycle with saddle bags. He paid in cash and rode away, wearing blue bike shorts and a form-fitting matching top. After a few blocks, he rode up to the employee entrance at the back of the La Manda Resort. He parked the bike, went inside to the employee locker room, and began to change. After he changed into his hotel uniform, he went to the front desk and checked in for his shift.

Mike picked up his rental car and drove to the La Manda Resort. He drove with the windows down and felt the warm, humid evening breeze. The fest started in two days and ran for two days. The crowd would be large. There were over one hundred and ten thousand attendees last year. This year was looking to break that record. This is one of the biggest events of its kind in the country and the first of the convention season.

“I’ll meet Jerry tomorrow and get the rest of the mission info, but tonight, I’m going to get me a good bourbon and maybe try out some of the nightlife,” Mike smiled at the thought.

Mike parked his car in the Porte Cochere and entered the lobby to check in. The clerk at the desk wore a name tag that read, "Dean." Mike checked in, and Dean handed Mike a key card to his room.

“You will be in suite 1020 on the tenth floor with a sunrise view. You must use the elevator card to access your floor. Mr. Garon, will you need help with your luggage?”

“Yes, please.”

Dean motioned to a bellhop, who quickly came over with a luggage carrier and loaded Mike’s baggage. “Bob” was the name on the bellhop’s name tag. Bob was solid. He could have been an all-American football linebacker. Tanned skin, light blonde short hair, and grey-blue eyes. He stood eye to eye with Mike. His strong physique showed through his poorly fitting uniform. His arms casually hung at his side and had the sculpted muscle of an athlete. His hands were large but proportionate to his body. Mike thought he looked young, a little over eighteen, probably working an after-school job. 

Things weren’t cheap these days. Everyone was trying to make a little extra. Mike admired the fact that he was at least willing to work, too many kids were willing to stay home. They are parasites sucking the money and life out of their parents. Bob and Mike entered the elevator. Neither said anything as the elevator ascended. 

Once on the tenth floor, the bellhop pushed the carrier to Mike's room and stopped. Mike fished into his pocket, pulled out a hundred-dollar bill, and handed it to Bob.

“I’ll take it from here,” Mike said with a smile.

The kid looked down and then up with a smile.

“Thank you, sir,” Bob said.

Bob headed for the elevator, turned around, and returned with a business card.

“If you need anything—anything at all—you can call me at the number on the card. My mom is sick, so I’m trying to make a little more when I can,” Bob said.

Mike looked down at the card and back at Bob, "Thanks. If I need anything, I'll call you. Your mother is lucky to have you."

Bob turned, went back down the hall, and re-entered the elevator. Mike watched as the doors closed and listened to the car begin to descend.

Mike put the key card in the door, and with a click, the door opened slowly to the main room.

The view from the door was a room with warm lighting. A large white sectional sofa filled the room in front of large floor-to-ceiling windows that faced east, showing the twinkling lights of the distant ships on the Atlantic. Two doors to the left led to either another room or the lavatory. Off to the right, two large double doors signaled that this was the bedroom suite. A full kitchen was out of view. Across the room, next to the windows and away from the sofa, was the one thing he had been looking for, well, one of the things. The bar.

One thing that Mike noticed was the silence. Not even the mundane background noise of the air conditioning. He pushed the luggage cart in front of him to use as a cover if needed. He wished he had his .45 ACP with him. He had flown commercially and had not brought even as much as Derringer. Halfway across the main living area, there is still nothing. “It is just a hotel room. I’ve been doing this too long. I’m just paranoid,” Mike thought. Yet, he still couldn’t shake his feelings of unease. 

A body jumped from behind the couch at Mike, screaming like a crazed cat in heat. Mike pushed the cart with all his might at the figure. The cart crashed into the figure, and it fell back. 

“This is not the nightlife I was looking for,” Mike thought.

The figure in a black jumpsuit now had the shape of a woman with red hair and an angry look on her face. She shook her head and pounced, arms and hands out like claws wanting a pound of flesh. Mike sidestepped just in time.

Mike suddenly looked up at the ceiling as his legs swept from underneath him. The view filled with the same face as before. This time, the woman straddled Mike, trying to pin his arms at his sides. He bucked like a horse and rolled to his side. The woman fell off Mike. He gained his feet again and squared off at his opponent. The woman crouched in front of Mike, and then the two began to circle each other in a slow, macabre dance, looking for an opportunity to strike.

“Mind if I cut in?” a female voice said.

“Please join us. I hear he likes ménage à trois,” Mike’s opponent replied.

“En tête-à-tête is what I prefer. It would help if you worked on your French,” Mike responded.

The second woman joined the circle. The two women looked identical. They were a little less than a foot shorter than Mike. Both were a young man’s dream: red hair, emerald green eyes, and pale white skin. Their fit and firm bodies filled out their jumpsuits and would complement any bikini. Mike thought that this was no time to admire the scenery.

He feigned retreat. One of them took the bait and moved toward Mike. He quickly hit her in the midsection with a spinning back kick. She was propelled back to the sofa. Mike grabbed the other by the wrist and executed a joint lock, driving her to her knees. Mike held the wrist and applied enough pressure to let his opponent know he could break her wrist if he wished. He looked down at those green eyes that had now changed into the pleading eyes of a child.

“Oh no. Those won’t work on me, lass,” Mike smiled.

“But who will get you that drink?” the woman said with seduction.

“Your sister. She seems to want to cooperate,” Mike said.

“What makes you think I would?” the other woman said.

“Sibling rivalry,” Mike said as he released the woman.

She rubbed her wrist. Mike held out his hand to help her up.

“Thanks, Mike,” she said.

“I think we could all use a drink after the exercise,” the other woman said as she walked to the bar.

“I see you passed your latest belt examination in Taekwondo. Pretty soon, you will be the master,” Alex said.

“I have a few more exams before that happens,” Mike said.

Each made a drink and took a moment to enjoy the first taste. The bourbon felt warm in Mike’s throat. He welcomed the second sip. He looked at the two women and said, “Where are my manners? A toast to my opponents.” 

They raised their glasses in a toast. The three clinked their glasses in solidarity.

Mike was looking at the Acosta sisters, Alexandra and Samantha. They went by Alex and Sam. They were Canadian by birth. Mike had fought alongside Canadians in the war. They were good lads, strong and brave fighters. These two women were a fine example of the Canadian fighting spirit.

Alex was a medical doctor who had done fieldwork from Iraq to Afghanistan. She had seen her share of inhumanity in plenty of other places. She was a mnemonist. She could remember and recall unusually long data lists, such as names, faces, numbers, and processes.

Sam was a master of special effects, both visual and real, make-up, and set constructions. She also had a talent as a linguist. She picked up languages quickly. She spoke Russian, Mandarin, Arabic, Farci, Italian, French, Somali, German, and other subdialects. She shared her sister's ability to provide details. She could see patterns and memorize schematics.

Together, they owned a film production company and made short films for comics and geek fests.

Alex walked over to the couch, put her drink on an end table, and sat down. She pulled out a computer tablet from somewhere and turned it on.

“Mike, have you ever heard of Jennifer Cavanaugh?” Alex asked.

“No, should I?” Mike replied.

“She is appearing at the La Grande Fest this weekend,” Alex said.

“So are a lot of people. Why should I care?” Mike said.

“She is targeted for assassination,” Alex replied.

“Now you have my attention. But why us? This seems pretty pedestrian. Why not let local law enforcement handle this?” Mike responded.

Sam explained, "Our source said she made the wrong people mad when she used social media. These people believe she has information that may be damning to high-profile people. The problem is she doesn't, but perception sometimes is reality. It fits the "I" in PROACTIVE for intervention. Also, her dad used to be one of ours, and he died in the line of duty."

“I see,” Mike said.

Alex turned the tablet around to show Mike the beautiful, smiling headshot of Jennifer Cavanaugh. She was a beauty, with a face that would captivate any observer.

“Hello,” Mike said as he stared at the photo.

“Focus, Mike,” Sam said.

“I can admire beauty when I see it,” Mike’s face flushed, and he regained his composure.

“Maybe if you focus on keeping her alive, she will reward you,” Sam replied and continued, “Come with me, and I’ll show you what I’ve created for your costume tomorrow. Control will be sending further information in the morning.”

She turned and headed to one of the doors on the right. Mike followed her past Alex, who was still sitting on the couch, engrossed by something on her tablet.

“Wow! This shit is this for real!” Alex jumped up and turned toward Mike.

“Do you remember anything unusual about your last mission?” she asked.

“There was this pretty blond,” Mike smiled.

"Seriously, Mike," Alex's face was stern.

Mike instinctively reached up and rubbed his neck.

"The guy was unusually strong. I'm a little over two hundred pounds, and he threw me off like a child throwing away a toy. He had a stronger grip than average. I couldn't break his hold. I shot him once at close range with a .45 ACP. That should have done it. It took four more center mass in his chest for him to die," Mike explained.

“I just received the autopsy report about your dead guy. He had abnormally high levels of cortisol in his system. Cortisol is produced by the adrenal glands during stress to help your body get an energy boost during an emergency.” Alex said.

“He was high?” Mike said.

"In a way, yes. Something else was found in his system. Baboon DNA markers. Baboons are a close evolutionary relative to humans. Humans and baboons have a genetic similarity of 94%. Baboons are not stronger than humans, but they are remarkably strong. A baboon that weighs between forty and ninety pounds and can lift one to two hundred pounds. If someone could make a serum that gave a one to three-improvement. That would make a two-hundred-pound man very strong," Alex explained.

“So, how long does this rush last?” Mike asked.

“An adrenaline rush occurs at once, and the length of time it lasts is largely determined by what triggered it. Generally, it may take twenty to thirty minutes to calm down, but this serum may cause it to last longer. 

The time length could depend on several things. The amount of physical exertion, the length of time it has been in the system, and the physical makeup of the subject. This would make the user almost impervious to pain. That’s why the first shot didn’t stop him. You put enough holes in his heart that it stopped functioning. Your guy didn’t feel the pain he just stopped living,” Alex explained.

“Did the military try to develop something like this?” Sam asked.

“Yes, and they are still trying. The problem is once the high wears off the crash is just as quick as when it started. Any damage inflicted comes back with it,” Alex said.

"You need to be careful, Mike. If this is a trend the next time you get action will be us lowering you into the ground," Sam said as she leaned against the door frame of the room.

“Thank you, ladies, for your concern,” Mike said, trying to appear unconcerned. 

He turned to Sam and said, “Can the fitting wait until morning? The fest doesn’t start for a few days. I’d like to take a shower and relax.”

“Sure, Mike,” Sam said, pretending to be disappointed, and continued, “Engle sent toys for us. I put yours under your pillow.”

The women watched as Mike turned and went to the master suite and shut the door. 

Sam looked at Alex and said in their autonomous twin language, 

“Do you think he’s scared?”

“No, but he should be for his sake. From the x-rays, I saw the guy almost snapped his neck,” Alex replied.

Ten floors below in the employee breakroom, Bob sent a text message on his phone that read, “PROACTIVE agent identified. Should the source be terminated?”

“Negative. Continue to monitor their activity and complete the originally planned mission,” came the reply.

A scowl came over Bob’s face as he sent the reply, “Acknowledged.”
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