




Chapter 1


“Oh my God!” Sandy Knox’s voice boomed over the intercom.

Max Storm bounded out of his chair by the sudden and impending horror in Sandy’s voice. Tossing his papers down he rushed to the cockpit and swung open the door. 

  “What?” he said abruptly.

  “Look!” Sandy said glancing out the side window of her Gulf Stream jet.

Max looked out the side window, below a huge plume of smoke rose into the air, as near as he could guess a plane had struck the side of the Pentagon. Flames burned wildly as fire crews rushed into the disaster area. 

  “What was a commercial airliner doing this close to the Pentagon?” Sandy asked.

  “I don’t know, we have special clearance…but not commercial airliners,” he replied staring at the carnage below.

  “Hold it…something coming across from Dullas Tower,” she said pressing her hand to the headset. 

  “We’ve been ordered to divert to an airport in the Carolina’s,” she said. “Dear God Max…they’re gone!”

  “What’s gone? What are you talking about?” he frowned at her.

  “The towers…the World Trade Centers…they’re gone!”

  “The…the Trade Centers…gone?” he looked at her with shock.

Sandy just nodded slowly keeping her hand pressed against her headphone. 

  “Call LaGuardia, tell them I insist on landing there, give them my Alpha clearance,” he told her. 

Sandy just nodded and adjusted the frequency to pick up the New York City airport. Max slipped back into the cabin closing the cockpit door behind him. He went to the nearest seat and stared out at the Pentagon, the United States military symbol. Something had happened, something devastating had swept into the country something that would forever change it forever. He then felt the plane suddenly lurch to the left as Sandy changed direction. 

Sandy increased the throttles to full pushing the jet to its limits. Even from where they where they could see the humongous plume of smoke dwarfing the massive city. Her hands were sweaty, clammy as she gripped the yoke tightly. The closer she got the more emotion built up within her, until suddenly, tears began to streak down her cheeks. Turning the jet slightly the tower gave her clearance to land. 


Max stared at the devastation from the jet’s window; even he felt his chest tighten. Thousands had lost their lives, the towers held up to 50 thousand on a normal day. 

He prayed that today wasn’t normal. 

Grabbing his cellular telephone he instantly dialed a number, it was busy so he hit the redial button and waited. After nearly five minutes the connection was made. Lines were being tied up everywhere. 

  “George?” he asked.

  “Yeah…you hear?” a gruff voice spoke on the other end.

  “Yeah…I’m looking at it now,” he replied.

  “How bad?” the man asked.

  “Can’t tell from where I am, there is still a massive cloud of smoke,” Max said. “George…” he began to say.

  “Don’t bother, I’m already putting it all together,” the man said. “We’ll be on the site within the hour.”

  “Don’t care…” Max began to say.

  “I know…don’t care how much it costs,” George finished his sentence.

  “Don’t care how long it takes either, whatever you and your people need…you got it,” Max said then hung up the telephone.

George Linsk was a contractor that he used to build all his facilities. George and his construction company traveled all over the world building companies, bridges, oil rigs or anything else that was needed. Linsk’s was one of the biggest construction companies in America…and Storm Industries owned it.

Max dialed another number and waited. The telephone rang five times before another male voice spoke.

  “Yes sir?” he said.

  “Have a vehicle waiting for me at LaGuardia, I will be there shortly,” he said.

  “The limo will be waiting,” the voice replied.

  “No…no limo, something else but not a limo,” Max quickly said.

  “Understood”


By the time Sandy had taxied the private jet off the tarmac a large four wheel drive vehicle sat waiting. Crews came out and chocked the tires even as Max dropped the stairs. 

  “Wait for me,” Sandy said grabbing her purse.

As they exited the plane a man stood waiting, he wore a light jacket and a pair of blue jeans. His hair was sandy blond with a short matching beard. Max didn’t recognize the man but he had so many employees throughout his companies that there was no way he could recognize everyone. The man opened the back door for them to get in, Sandy slipped into the seat. Max closed the door opting to ride in the passenger seat. 

  “How close can you get?” he asked the man.

  “With all the emergency vehicles…not close,” the man said in a thick Austrian accent.

  “Get as close as you can, I’ll walk the rest of the way,” Max said.

The cloud still hung in the air; both buildings had collapsed drenching the city in a thick haze of burning material. The closer they got…the more impact the scene had on them. 

  “This is about it,” the driver said halting the vehicle. “I can’t stay here either, so you’ll have to call for me when you want to get picked up.”

  “No problem,” Max said opening the door. 

  “Take these…you’re going to need them,” the driver said handing him two filtered masks. “George told me to give them to you when you arrive.”

  “He’s already here?” Max said taking the masks.

  “Been here for nearly 45 minutes already,” the driver said smiling.

For a brief moment he watched the driver turn the vehicle around and leave, then he stared at the carnage before him. There was a mountain of twisted burning concrete and metal. Reaching down he grabbed his cellular telephone and pressed one of the many speed dial numbers. The telephone rang on the other end twice before it was picked up. A quaint yet excited voice answered. 

  “Martha?” Max asked.

  “Maxwell…is that you?” the woman said letting out a sigh. “We thought maybe you and Sandy were caught in all this.”

  “We were over it,” he said softly. “Martha is Susan there?”

  “Yes, I’ll get her, hold on,” she said placing the telephone down. 

Martha and James were the caretakers of his estate, they always were, for as far back as he could remember. Then after his parents disappeared, they became his surrogate parents. He valued their judgment and wisdom he loved them dearly. Susan…Susan Sutton was someone entirely different. To all others including him, she was a very, very beautiful woman. Yet in reality she was a machine, a machine constructed in the 25th century, during a time when machines ruled the Earth. She was also much more to him…much, much more.

  “Max?” a soft sensual voice spoke.

  “Susan, how fast can you get down here?” he asked.

  “Where is here?” she replied.

  “New York City,” he said somberly.

  “All air traffic is grounded, I’d have to drive and I’ll bet they’re blocking any traffic coming into the city,” she said.

  “What if I have a military transport meet you at the airport?” he said.

  “Yes, that might work,” she added.

  “Good, pack a bag…and one for me and get down here ASAP,” he said.

  “On my way,” she replied.

  “I love you,” he said softly.

  “I love you too Max,” she replied.

 The sight was appalling, yet he nudge Sandy and they headed in to help.





Two Weeks Later


News reporters were everywhere, cameras focused on what they could. The country…the world hung onto every picture, every scene. Two weeks into the rescue operation and the fires were still not out. The debris had to be moved carefully to avoid crushing anyone that might remain alive beneath. Search dogs were brought in to help in the effort. The stench was becoming unbearable, yet everyone continued to search. The effort being displayed was phenomenal and it was awe inspiring to watch. When a body was found, people cried…a nation mourned. Max was humbled by the heroics of some of the firemen and police. Though everyone was exhausted, they kept working hoping to reach someone that was alive beneath the mass of rubble. There was an eerie series of whines…from the firemen’s personal locators that were scattered throughout the debris from the men who were trapped…or dead within.
The fires still burned.


Occasionally, Max would look over and watch Susan and Sandy as they worked. Susan was careful not to let people see her lift or pull too much weight. To everyone else, she was just another woman. Sandy did what she could, helping wherever the need arose. 

He loved them both, but had no actual relationship with either. For many years, he had wanted Susan for his wife…and more than once she had turned him down. For all the years he had known her she never fully came to grips with who she was…or what she was. Torn between her mechanical side and her human side she fought to claim one as her own, with neither fully coming into her grasp. 

Sandy on the other hand made it quite clear she loved him and wanted to be his wife, and on a few occasions, he tested the waters of a relationship with her. 

Over the years and their many sorted adventures, women have come and gone. Some he was drawn to, others wanted nothing more than his money. 

Suddenly as he watched them both…he felt lost. With all his money, with control over time itself and the power that came with it he still lacked the one thing he wanted most,

a normal life.  


Susan scanned the rubble as she dug, there were no signs of life, not even a remnant of flesh or bone from a twisted mangled body. Nothing remained, least that her sensors could distinguish. She was aware of everyone around her, including Max who had stopped and stared at her. She loved him; that much she knew. However, it was not in the way he had hoped. Three times, he had asked her hand in marriage, three times she turned him down. That had created a rift between them, and she realized that she had hurt him badly. He just didn’t understand, couldn’t possibly understand what it was like to be her. He felt and saw the emotional side of life, the love, the companionship and intimacy. She however, saw that plus the cold hard mechanical side of life. At times it torn at her with a force that she had trouble controlling. Her creators were mechanical and she was their first true experiment combining silicon and organic materials. They had given her many abilities and much power, but they neglected to foresee the effects the human emotions would have on her programming. 

Then again, there was no possible way for them to know that.


Sandy took a step back and gave an audible sigh, though no one could hear her through her dust mask. She was covered in dust and soot and she was exhausted. More than once she had broke down in tears as she pawed through the debris. She had seen much death since she began working for Max Storm those many years ago, but nothing that compared to this. Being Max Storm’s personal pilot had its rewards; good pay, her own jet, luxury beyond imagination. It also though, had its drawbacks, on the go all the time, danger and the one things she never counted on…falling in love with her boss. That had happened the first time she ever laid eyes on the man and to this day it had never wavered. Their relationship began to flourish a few years back but it never blossomed. They shared much time together, many adventures and an occasional erotic night but that was about it. She had tried other relationships with men that were just as good as him, but in the end they weren’t Max Storm. 

Still though, she never gave up hope.

  “How are you doing Max?” George Linsk asked coming up to him.

George was a lean man, his face wrinkled and weathered yet strong. He had piercing blue eyes that seemed to radiate from his eye sockets. He was also one hell of a worker.

  “Fine, there is so much…” Max said pulling his mask down to make it easier to be heard.

  “I know, there is so much…this is going to take months…if not a year,” George said shaking his head.

  “Do you think…” Max began to say.

  “Two weeks? I doubt it, if there was someone left alive they’d be dead by now. Lack of water…food and of course this choking soot,” George waved his hand in front of his face.

Max looked back at the mound of rubble and he became instantly speechless. He had been in Vietnam…during some of the bloodiest battles, seen horrors that would root an ordinary man to the floor, yet there was something about this disaster…this terrorist act that chilled him.

  “You realize that the fires burning beneath all this rubble are still reaching temps of nearly 1000 degrees?” George said breaking the trance on Max.

  “No…I had no idea,” Max said softly.

  “Instant cremation…I suppose in a way that’s a good thing,” George said sadly. “I’d like to get my hands on the bastards that did this,” he said clenching his fist into the air.

  “You and me both,” Max nodded gritting his teeth.

  “That’s good…because you’re outta here,” George thumbed over his shoulder.

  “What?” Max said to him surprised.

  “Look, you and the others have done what you can…now you can do other things…in other areas,” George mentioned to him.

For a moment Max stared at him blinking; then his words began to sink in and he slowly nodded.

  “I suppose you’re right,” Max said. 

  “Just find a way to get these bastards,” George asked.

  “I will,” Max promised.

  “I’ll take care of things here…for however long it takes,” George said patting him on the shoulder.

  “Thanks”


Suddenly, Susan pulled up on a large piece of concrete, what was beneath it made her gasp. 

  “Max!” Susan yelled to him.

Within moments Max was at her side and staring down at what she had found. Reflecting the dull sunlight was a chunk of metal…in the shape of a torso. 

Max said nothing his body had grown numb and he could feel his pulse pound in his veins. The metal torso that lay before him came from his most feared enemy…the Annihilators. The Annihilators were metal abominations from the 25th century, their sole purpose was to enslave then destroy the human race. His father unknowingly unleashed them upon the human race by giving them access to time travel. Without that knowledge they would have stayed in the 25th century. Now, the task was his, to eliminate them wherever they were found. Right now though, the sight before him turned his stomach.

  “We need to get it out of here,” Max whispered to Susan.

  “I’ll take care of it…Max…I’m sorry,” Susan replied.

  “So am I…so am I,” he said walking away. 


Max watched the dull glowing numbers on the clock radio, it was going on 2am. Pulling back the covers he sat up and stared at the bright city lights beyond his window. Sleep didn’t come easy, thoughts raced through his mind. Thoughts of the Annihilators causing this tragic loss of life, it was his fault, there was no other way to put it. Getting up he walked over and opened the large sliding glass doors leading to his balcony. Cool night air gushed in chilling his hot naked body. He didn’t care if anyone saw him, though no one would not from the penthouse of the hotel. As he stared out at the city beyond his mind wandered. 


Linda Watson came into his mind, she was so young, so ambitious…so beautiful. To have life ripped from her so horrifically. He had set up that meeting at the tower, he thought the neutral setting would help support the meeting. If he hadn’t though…she might be alive. Emotion welled up inside him, emotion so strong so powerful that he gripped the railing with all his might. There was nowhere to release it. 

  “Are you OK?” a soft sweet voice said from behind him.

Max wheeled around, standing just inside the glass was Sandy, her sparkling eyes reflecting the city lights.

  “How?” he asked.

  “You forgot that we have adjoining  rooms…and you unlocked your side of the door,” she smiled. “Anyway I figured you couldn’t sleep either.”

  “You’re right,” he sighed. “Better let me grab by bathrobe.”

  “For what? Ain’t nothing I haven’t seen before,” she smiled giving him an inviting grin.

  “What does it all mean Sandy?” Max said turning his attention back to the city.

  “What?”

  “Life…my life. I’ve spent so long trying to figure out who I am…what I’m here for and for the life of me I’m coming up with nothing,” he sadly shook his head.

  “You make more out of things than what they need to be,” she said. “You’ve done a lot of good too Max…remember that.”

  “Yeah…like I did for Linda Watson,” he said his voice barely audible.

  “You didn’t decide to crash those planes into those towers. Some radical fanatics made that decision for you,” she pointed out.

  “Sandy?”

  “You can’t protect everyone Max…can’t take responsibility for everything that goes on in the world you know,” she continued to say.

  “Sandy…Susan found something in the rubble yesterday…she found what appeared to be a torso from an Annihilator,” he breathed.

Sandy blinked at him and even in the dim light he could see her face fall. She understood the ramifications of what that torso meant. Over the years she had stood alongside them during their many battles against the Annihilators and those that sought to control them. 

  “I have to put an end to this once and for all Sandy…stop this horror so nothing like this can ever happen again,” he said staring out at the city.

Sandy came out onto the balcony, she understood the torture Max felt and she silently cursed his father for placing such a responsibility on him. Reaching out she gently touched his shoulder the warmth of his flesh pleasing to the touch. 

  “We’ll find a way, we’ll figure out how to stop them once and for all Max,” she said drawing her body to his.

Max wrapped his arm around her drawing her close. He could feel the softness of her seductive body press against his. In the past they had shared an intimacy that was only given to the most passionate of lovers. It was something Sandy wanted more than anything else, it was also something she dreaded. During one of their many adventures she had found out that relationships and danger rarely went the long haul. Still though she was drawn to him. Pulling away from him she took his hand.

  “Come with me,” she whispered.

  “Sandy…I…”

  “Shut up,” she smiled.

She led him through the large glass doors and over to the bed. She then turned to him running her hands up over his taunt chest. She then reached down and untied her silk bathrobe drawing it off letting it fall to the floor. She then looked up into his eyes her hands running up to his neck. Max’s hands slid up her bare thighs cupping her well endowed breasts feeling them tighten to his touch. Slowly he drew his lips down to hers. Their kiss was passionate, warm. Her arms drew up over his shoulders her body coming into full contact with his.

  “Sandy…we shouldn’t…I…” he began to say.

  “Susan?” she breathed back. 

  “Y…yes,” he said.

  “Forget about her tonight Max…forget about everything except for making love to me,” she said pecking his cheek. “I’m not looking for marriage…and neither are you,” she said.

  “But…”

  “Forget the buts…unless you mean butts. Then you only have to concern yourself with mine right now,” she smiled at him. 

Max stared into her eyes his hands still cupping the smoothness of her breasts. With a gentle tug she pulled them both back onto the bed. At first Max resisted…then as if a dam had broken he began to make love to her, slowly at first then with an unrelenting passion and with a frenzy he never realized he was capable of. Sandy opened herself to him totally, they had made love before but never had she felt such passion as she did now. 

It was like he knew his life would never allow it to happen again. 

She tried to keep up.


Susan sat in her room clicking the remote skimming through channel after channel. She was disturbed by what she had found today, mainly because she knew what was going through Max’s mind. He would undertake another mission…placing himself and everyone around him in danger to find the root of the Annihilators. She didn’t blame him she understood his obsession with finding them. However the strangest sensation washed over her…she wished he would just look the other way this time. She was tired, though she knew well enough that being physically tired was impossible for her. Maybe it was a six-sense, a foreboding of disaster…and death. 

Getting up she decided to go for a walk. Grabbing her light jacket she headed for the elevator. The lobby was empty with only a few people milling about, she smiled at the girl behind the desk as she headed for the parking garage where their car was. Maybe if she took some time and examined the torso she could give Max a head start on what time period it might have originated from. The parking garage was well lit, there were many cars there, most, rescue workers like themselves. Her gaze turned to their brown suburban, the rear doors were open and five men stood around it. 

  “Hey! What do you think you’re doing?” she shouted to them.

She instantly knew they weren’t carjackers…or robbers they were too well dressed for common thugs. One of the men heard her shout and looked up, he then quickly motioned to the others as she drew closer.

  “I asked what do you think you’re doing?” she said with more of a bite in her voice.

  “Miss Sutton?” one of the men asked.

  “Of course and who are you?” she snapped.

The man reached cautiously into his jacket and produced a small folded billfold, opening it he showed her the contents. 

  “CIA…what is the CIA doing messing around with our vehicle?” she asked.

  “Miss Sutton, we have reason to believe that you are withholding evidence, evidence that you and Mr. Storm found today at the disaster site.”

  “Since when does the CIA have jurisdiction within the countries borders?” she snapped.

  “Since foreign nationals committed a terrorist act,” the man said.

  “Isn’t that still the function of the FBI?” she retorted.

  “Miss Sutton, I am not in the mood for a conflict with you…nor is anyone else. Would you please answer the question?” he said glaring at her.

  “You don’t have to answer anything,” a voice said from behind her.

Susan wheeled around to see Charles Barclay, an FBI agent whom they had worked with before. 

  “Your jurisdiction does not override ours,” the man said to him.

  “Maybe not but you do not have authorization for a search and seizure,” Barclay sharply replied.

  “Don’t stand in our way…we have authorization,” the man countered.

  “From whom?” Barclay snapped.

  “The President.”

Susan’s glance went from Barclay to the CIA man a surprise forming on her face.

  “So I would advise you both to…back off,” the man nodded to his other men.

Susan watched as the men pulled out the wrapped torso and placed it in the trunk of their car. 

  “Mr. Storm is not going to like this…not one bit,” she yelled to the men as they got in their car. The one CIA man stopped and looked up at her.

  “That is of no concern of mine Miss Sutton, but you can tell your employer…that someone will be coming for him tomorrow,” the man said as he slipped into the sedan. 

They watched the sedan back out and roar out from the hotel parking lot. Susan then went and closed their vehicle slamming the hatch and doors. Barclay didn’t need anyone telling him that she was angry, he also didn’t want to get in her way.

  “Susan…” 

  “Not now Barclay…not now,” she snarled.

  “There isn’t anything either one of us is going to do,” he pointed out.

  “They don’t have the right…it’s illegal.”

  “Things are different now…our way of life…has changed,” Barclay said softly.

  “Why are you here?” she stopped and looked at him.

  “I was getting to that,” he smiled. “Care for a cup of coffee?”

  “That long of a story?” she frowned.

  “Yeah, you could say so. Max should be listening to this too,” Barclay said.

  “Well that isn’t going to happen…the man is tired. He’s been going flat out for over two weeks now. This is the first night he’s been able to take a shower and get some sleep.”

  “Then you can relay the message…or I’ll tell him myself tomorrow. That is of course if the CIA doesn’t get to him first.”

  “Come on then, before we can’t find a place to get a cup,” Susan motioned.

  “This is New York Miss Sutton…the city that never sleeps?” 

  “Maybe…and I’ll bet that a lot of people are staying home more now.”

Barclay chuckled, slipped his hands into his pockets as they both headed on foot for the nearest coffee shop.


Sandy hummed as she stood under the hot shower. She felt warm, content, just as she always did when she spent a night with Max. She had tried to coax him into the shower with her, but he opted to use hers instead. He was a particular man, funny at times. It was as if he could ward off his demons for only so long before he had to succumb to their wishes. She also doubted he would be a man that would ever marry, he was too much of a martyr, sacrificing all for the good of humanity, or to make up for his father’s mistakes.

She loved him though, that was something that would never change…ever.

By the time she got out of the shower, dried and dressed Max was again on the balcony staring out at the ever rising smoke plume that rose from the disaster site. 

  “I’m ready,” she said softly.

For a moment he said nothing, as if he hadn’t heard what she had said. Then slowly he turned and looked at her. She was taken back by the anguish in his face, the pain that tore through him. At that moment she wanted to rush into his arms, give him the support he so desperately needed, but she knew he wouldn’t allow her.

There came a sharp knock on the door. 

Sandy turned and went back into the room, opening the door she was surprised to see Charles Barclay standing there, Susan next to him.

  “Max in?” he asked.

  “Yeah, we were just about to go,” she said opening the door further.

  “Charles” Max said coming into the room, his hand extended.

  “Good to see you Max, it’s been far too long,” Barclay said shaking his hand.

  “We only seem to see each other when there’s trouble…so what’s wrong now?” Max said his smile fading.

  “Before we get into this can I suggest we all go and get a cup of coffee…or breakfast?” Sandy suggested.

  “Sure” Barclay said to her. “If it’s OK with you two,” he said to Susan and Max.

  “Fine by me,” Susan shrugged.

  “There’s a pretty good café in the hotel here, quiet too,” Max said heading for the door.

Barclay looked at Sandy raising an eyebrow, even he could see the change in him.


The café was virtually empty, they found a large table in the back of the room and sat down. A waitress was quick as she came up bringing them all menus. They all ordered either coffee or juice and almost everyone ordered breakfast, except for Max and Susan. 

  “So what did you want to talk to me about?” Max asked Barclay.

  “There are rumbles within the FBI, rumbles in Washington and more importantly…major rumbles within the CIA,” Barclay said sighing. 

  “So?” Max asked irritated.

  “The rumblings are about you…and everything else about you,” Barclay said softly.

  “So what’s new?” Max gave him a sly grin.

  “Max, you don’t understand…after what happened in Russia, the State Department…and everyone else is now leery of you and your interests,” Barclay said bluntly.

  “Again Mr. Barclay…so what?” Max said leaning forward.

  “Max…they want to shut you down.” Barclay said.

  “There’s more too,” Susan said in a soft voice. “Last night the CIA…confiscated what we found yesterday.”

Max shot her a cold look, what she said got his interest. From the other side of the room four men entered all were dressed similarly, all looked stern. They knew exactly where they were going. Max turned and looked up at them as they approached.

  “Mr. Maxwell Storm,” one man said showing his CIA identification. “We’re here to place you under arrest.”

  “What!” Max looked at them with surprise. “What are the charges?”

  “Treason”

