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    Robert made another misstep and once again showed the grace of a drunken walrus. Ever the professional, he recovered gracefully and smiled half-heartedly at his adoring crowd. With significant damage to his ego, but his job done. He and his partner departed the spotlight. Cheers emerged from the peanut gallery seated at the front table as he left the stage. 
 
    “Bravo,” said Christopher. “I’ve never seen someone who can leap from one burning platform to another with such grace, but look so awkward dancing at his own wedding. Luckily your beautiful wife saved you there.” 
 
    Amy took a quick and deserved bow, “Thank you, I didn’t have much to work with out there, but I did what I could.” 
 
    Robert put on a sheepish smile and took the kidding rather well. He would never confess he was more afraid of the first dance at his wedding than any challenge Christopher put before him. He spent six weeks taking lessons in various styles. Each one started with him walking in confident he would pick it up quickly, but ended with the painful suffering of his teacher’s toes. Luckily it appeared Amy fared better than his teacher. The smile on her radiant face made it worth it. 
 
    “Here let me show you how you do it.” Christopher held out his hand to Amy, “Madame, care to join me.” 
 
    “Of course, kind sir.” Amy took his hand, and the two headed to the dance floor. Robert took a seat beside Michelle and wiped the beads of sweat from his brow with a napkin. 
 
    “You weren’t really that bad out there.” She tried to hold it in, but still laughed. So did the rest of the table. 
 
    “Damn, dude, why did you take some dance lessons?” 
 
    “Like you could have done any better, Doug. We have all seen your victory dance,” Robert chided back. 
 
    Jill, eyes focused on the dance floor as she said with a dreamy tone, “Neither of you stand a chance next to that.” She pointed at the dance floor where Christopher guided Amy around like Fred Astaire. 
 
    “Damn 007.” Robert looked at Christopher’s glass at the table and asked, “Is that a martini?  Shaken, not stirred?” He sat back and watched his beautiful wife have the time of her life twirling around the dance floor like a princess. Her white sequined gown catching every light and flash in the place, accentuating the magic of the moment.  Why shouldn’t she get to enjoy that? This was her dream wedding, and she had never looked happier. In fact, Robert had never felt happier. Just over two years ago he met a great group of friends that changed his life forever. He made a great living doing what he truly enjoyed. It enabled him to provide the life he felt Amy enjoyed.  They’d just bought a beautiful house in Del Mar Heights. The two-story Mediterranean, with the infinite edge pool behind it, was way too big for just the two of them, but they had plans for a family down the road. 
 
    “Come on. I am not going to let them have all the fun. I have been known to cut a rug in the past.” Doug grabbed Michelle and the two friends sprinted to the floor. 
 
    Jill looked over at Robert and asked, “Recovered yet?” 
 
    With a pant, “I guess.” 
 
    They headed to the floor, but before they stepped on the wood surface, she gave him one warning, “If you fall, don’t pull me down with you like you did last time.” 
 
    Robert rolled his eyes and wondered if she was ever going to let him live that down. 
 
    The night rolled on with dancing, jokes, and conversation among the friends. Before the party wound down completely, Christopher asked them all up to a terrace that overlooked the Pacific Ocean. Amy thought the wedding venue looked like heaven on earth. The lush canopy of trees and the live fragrant flowers everywhere. A large mission-style club house behind and lights strung across every inch of the space. 
 
    All that beauty was nothing compared to the large tiled terrace with dark green grass between each tile and a stone wall. The hues of a pink and orange sunset cast a calming and mystical light over the entire landscape. A single table sat in the middle, with a bottle of champagne iced in a silver bucket. Seven crystal glasses with golden rims encircled the bucket and a tuxedo adorned maître d stood at the ready. 
 
    Christopher gave a single nod and asked his friends to join him at the wall. As they did, the maître d popped the cork and filled the seven glasses. He carefully arranged them on a tray before he walked over and presented each of the friends with a glass. 
 
    Christopher stepped out in front of the gathering, “So, I have a toast to make, something more private, that I want to keep between us. I have been at this for several years now. Lots of groups have come and gone, but never have I met a group like you. Ones that I instantly knew it was not just a business arrangement, but a friendship. One built on trust, love, and mutual admiration. You have all enhanced my life, and from my view, the lives of each other.” 
 
    He stopped and turned toward Robert and Amy, the rest of the group moved in behind Christopher, “Robert and Amy, you were the last two to join us, and I speak for all of us when I say you both fit in on day one, and without you, none of us would be the person we are today. You, your personalities, your willingness to always help one another, has pulled us closer together more than we ever believed possible. It fills my heart to say that, despite Robert’s quirky humor," a few of the group laughed and Michelle made a face at Robert over Christopher’s shoulder, “I–we–well, you made us a family.” The always confident and together Christopher appeared choked up slightly as he finished the toast, “To our family.” 
 
    The group clinked their glasses together and each took a drink. Christopher placed his glass down on the stone-capped rail of the wall and pulled an envelope out his coat pocket. “Now, we all chipped in to get you something. It is not much, but we couldn’t let our friends have just any honeymoon, so Jill took the liberty of canceling your trip to Cabo and we got you one better.” 
 
    He handed the envelope toward the happy couple. Robert put up a modest objection, “Guys, that is really too much. We can’t accept.” 
 
    Bob said, “Yeah, we knew you would say that. Why do you think we had Jill call your travel agent and pretend to be Amy? Plus, how do you know it is too much? You haven’t opened it yet. It could be coupons to the burger joint up the road.” 
 
    Amy took the envelope and opened it, “Oh my,” is all she said as she opened it and read what was inside. 
 
    “You need to read the tickets closer, Amy. Your departure time is nearing.” 
 
    Amy glanced at the two plane tickets in the envelope, “Oh my god, we leave in about two hours. We haven’t packed or anything.” 
 
    Doug walked forward and said, “Good thing we thought all that out for you guys. There is a Jaguar E-Type parked in the drive outside the clubhouse. Your suitcases are in the back, all packed and ready.” He handed a set of keys to Robert. 
 
    “Now go, before I grab those tickets and take your place,” Michelle said with a smirk. 
 
    “Wait, how did you get in our house?” asked Robert. 
 
    Doug threw his arm around Christopher and said, “Do you think we really need a key?” 
 
    Robert looked at Amy. Both stood in disbelief. Jill walked up and took Amy by the hand, saying, “Come on, girl” and pulled her toward the clubhouse. 
 
    Robert waited a few minutes before he followed. “Thank you, everyone. There is no way I can ever tell you how much we appreciate it. Wow. Really, thanks guys.” He exchanged hugs with each of them and then ran after Amy. 
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    Robert and Amy landed at Charles de Gaulle after a fourteen-hour flight. Despite flying first class, being able to use the wi-fi to watch the latest episode of Game Master, sleeping in their own sleeping berths, they were both happy to step off the plane.  The crowd of people moving around the terminal at just after four in the morning surprised them. Everyone moved briskly toward their destination, whether that was one of the twelve departure gates in this terminal, or the checkpoint for new arrivals. It appeared to be organized chaos and was unlike anything either of them had ever experienced. 
 
    They made their way through the terminal and the customs counter. The fact that Amy paid attention during French class in high school comforted Robert. He was in the same class, but all he remembered from it was her. She helped guide them through the process. Providing both sets of papers and all answers to the agent, while Robert looked confused by each question. 
 
    Amy explained he didn’t speak French and the customs agent laughed and apologized, “I am so sorry. She answered so elegantly for you, but I need you to answer for yourself. What brings you to Paris, Mr. Deluiz?” 
 
    “We are on our honeymoon.” 
 
    “Oh, congratulations. Welcome to the city of love. I hope you enjoy your stay. How long will that stay be?” 
 
    Robert answered, “Two weeks.” 
 
    “Oh, good. The same answers she just gave.” The agent quickly stamped both passports and efficiently moved them along with a polite, but quick, “Au revoir.” 
 
    They turned to head to the luggage pickup, but bumped into the next person in line. In the impact, Robert dropped his passport. Robert bent down to pick it up, but the gentleman stopped him. “Oh, I am so sorry. Let me get that for you. It was my fault.” The English gentleman in a tweed suit and a fedora bent down and retrieved Robert’s passport. As he handed it back to Robert, he apologized again. “I really am sorry. I was looking at my phone and didn’t see where I was going,” he said as he held up his phone to emphasize his point. 
 
    Robert accepted his passport back and said, “Oh, thank you. It was my fault, too. I should have seen you.” 
 
    “Ah, you are from America. Well, I won’t keep you, enjoy your stay.” The man then hurried up to the customs counter and presented his passport. 
 
    Amy helped Robert read the signs and lead them to the luggage pickup. They were just in time, too. The sign above the belt showed their flight number. They watched closely as the parade of duffle bags and suitcases proceeded by. Robert spotted their bags coming down the line and expertly timed his grab to pick both up in a single move. Amy provided a small ovation at this feat. 
 
      
 
    On their way to the rental car desk, they walked past a sign held by a broad-shouldered man in a dark suit. The words on the sign didn’t grab them at first, but Robert backed up and looked again. He called for Amy, who joined him. She looked at the sign and a huge smile emerged on her face. 
 
    Hand in hand, they walked up to the man and Robert introduced them. “Hi, there, we are the Deluizes.” 
 
    The man quickly folded up the sign that had Mr. and Mrs. Deluiz printed on it and extended his hand to Robert. In a sophisticated French accent, “Good Morning, Sir and Madame. Christopher sent me with his regards. I am Guy, allow me to help you with your bags.” 
 
    He didn’t wait for them to agree, he grabbed their bags and started toward the door. Robert and Amy followed him to the black Mercedes that waited for them outside. He sat the bags next to the back fender and quickly opened the back door for them. Once Robert and Amy were secured inside, he proceeded to load their luggage in the trunk. As they sat there, Robert saw the English gentleman they ran into at the customs desk. He must have seen Robert, too; he tipped his fedora. 
 
    He entered the driver’s seat and said, “Welcome to Paris. Now sit back and enjoy. I am here to take care of anything you need while you are here.” 
 
    The pair rode through Paris, taking in the early morning sights. The city lights were magnificent, even at this time of morning. As they approached the Seine River, Amy spied the spire of the Notre Dame Cathedral. She almost cried as she pointed it out to Robert through the back window. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Guy guided the car through a residential area of very posh homes. He pulled into a gated driveway and through a grove of trees. When they emerged through the trees, a French Provencal Estate appeared in front of them. It was three stories, with a turret on the left side. Well-kept bushes and ivy covered the front. 
 
    Robert asked, “Guy, where are we?” 
 
    “You are at Chateau du Defi. Mr. Christopher’s winter home.” 
 
    Robert pulled out the envelope and checked the paperwork. He could have sworn they had reservations at a hotel of some sort. In his review, he found the page with the reservations on it. He pulled it out and read it again and then let it fall into his lap. They had faked him out. The format looked like a standard itinerary, but for check-in it said, check-in by 5:30 am at Chateau du Deli. 
 
    While Robert looked over the paperwork, the meaning of the name went off like a bell in Amy’s head. “Robert, did you hear the name?” 
 
    “I know, this is not a hotel. It is Christopher’s home.” 
 
    She punched her clueless husband in the arm, “No, silly, Chateau du Defi, Chateau of the Challenge.” 
 
    All Robert said when that landed on him was, “Huh.” 
 
    The car pulled to a stop in front of the door. Guy promptly opened their door, “Go ahead inside while I grab your bags.” 
 
    Without hesitation, both hurried inside. The curiosity of what was inside got the better of them. The main entry was as impressive as any five-star hotel either of them had seen on television or the internet. The walls were paneled in a dark wood. Carved wood molding created square frames along the walls where pieces of artwork, each illuminated by a single spot of light, projected down from the ceiling. White and black marble floors led up to a grand staircase that wound up to both the second and third floors. A large crystal and gold chandelier hung from the ceiling. Amy wandered around, looking up, to take it all in. 
 
    Guy walked in behind them, “If you will follow me, I will show you to the master suite.” He started up the stairs with their luggage strapped to him. At the top of the stairs, on the second floor, he walked straight ahead toward a large double door. Using both hands, he threw both doors open. Amy walked through, and for the second time in the last twenty-four hours, she felt like a princess. The room was huge, with furniture on one side centered around a fireplace. On the other side of the room was a large bed, covered in roses. A wine bottle and two goblets sat on the nightstand. Robert went to check the note hanging off the wine bottle and Amy continued to explore the room. The note on the bottle said, “Enjoy Paris–Christopher”. 
 
    There was a scream from the other room, followed by, “Robert, get in here.” Robert took off around the bed and through the door the scream came from. As he entered the door he yelled, “What?” What he saw answered that question before Amy had a chance. The master bathroom was the size of their first apartment. It was covered from floor to ceiling in white marble. Every fixture, from the drain in the sink to the handle on the toilet, were a sparkling gold. He was as speechless as Amy was. 
 
    Guy stuck his head inside the door, “Sir, Madame, will you be needing anything else? I am sure you trip was rather tiring. Would you like some rest, or shall I prepare a breakfast before we head into town?” 
 
    Robert started to say, “Well we slept on the plane, but breakfast sounds—”, but Amy elbowed him and looked toward the flower-covered bed. Robert continued, “On second thought. It was a long day and a long flight. We will lie down for a few hours.” 
 
    “Of course, sir. When you wake, I will be downstairs and will prepare whatever you desire. Just come down the stairs and go left, that will take you into the dining room.” Guy left and closed the double doors behind him. 
 
    Amy, embarrassed, “You don’t think he knows what I meant?” 
 
    “I don’t really care,” said Robert and he took her by the hand and led her to the bed. 
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    Robert awoke to find Amy standing in front of a wall of glass doors in the master suite. These were doors he had not noticed when they’d arrived last night, probably because of how dark it still was outside. Now a blazing sun glared in across the balcony that was just beyond the doors. Further out from the ledge of the balcony, a manicured courtyard defined the landscape for as far as his eyes could see, but the beauty of the setting was nothing compared to the view of his wife standing there, highlighted by the sun in her white robe. 
 
    He walked up and wrapped his arms around her and whispered, “Good Morning.” She snuggled back into his arms. 
 
    “I was wondering when you were going to wake up.” 
 
    “I guess I was more tired than I thought.” 
 
    Amy replied, amid a schoolgirl giggle, “Or I made you that way.” 
 
    He spun her around and gave her a kiss. “So, what would my queen like to do today?” 
 
    “Oh god, I don’t know. Look at the beauty of this place. I could explore it for days. Christopher didn’t mention all this.” 
 
    Robert let go and headed to the bathroom to get ready for the day. He learned something really quickly about Christopher, there is more there than he ever let on. He never felt any malice from him or anything, he just liked to keep things close to the vest. “Yeah, he is full of surprises,” said Robert as he turned on the shower. 
 
    Amy yelled, “Wait for me Buster!” She hopped in behind him. 
 
    About half an hour later, Robert and Amy followed the black and white marbled tiles through a grand arch into the dining room. Centered in the room was a large marble table, surrounded by twelve ornate high-backed chairs. The mere sounds of their footsteps on the marble tiles summoned Guy through a hidden door that led to the kitchen. This level of attention was something neither Robert nor Amy were used to. Their upbringings were rather modest. Even with the newfound wealth of the Game Master endeavors, they have kept things modest. Not that either of them was complaining, they kind of enjoyed the regal-like attention. 
 
    Guy pulled out a chair for Amy, but she instead requested to see the kitchen. Guy replied, “Madame, that is a servant’s domain. Mr. Christopher rarely goes in there, himself.” 
 
    Amy put on the puppy dog eyes and explained, “Kitchens are kind of my thing. I watch home improvement shows just for the kitchens. Please.” 
 
    Robert looked at Guy, “Those eyes are hard to refuse, aren’t they?” 
 
    Guy took a few steps back and pushed open the hidden door leading to the kitchen. “After you, Madame.” 
 
    Amy walked from one dreamland into another. White stone floors, light gray marble countertops, and a matching island. Decorative wood trim adorned every corner or accent area. The appliances were all top-end stainless steel. Copper pots hung on long chains over the island. Large windows over the sink and at the end of the long room allowed ample sunlight in, while under and over cabinet lighting provided just the right splash of light over the work surfaces. 
 
    She sighed, “We need to remodel at home.” 
 
    Robert knew that was coming, “Great.” 
 
    Guy led the two of them back to the dining room and treated them both to a world class breakfast. Fresh-made fruit pastries, berries and crème from a neighboring dairy, and a wonderful omelet. Robert looked down as a little burp escaped through his lips. It was all so delicious he couldn’t say no. It was a good thing they were going to do a bit of walking today. They enjoyed one final cup of coffee as they explored the courtyard out back. Guy stayed inside and tended to the cleaning. He was very efficient at this task. By the time they returned from their tour, he was waiting for them on the back patio. 
 
    “I am at your service while you are here.” 
 
    Robert asked Amy, “Shall we see the city, my dear?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” 
 
    After a short drive through Paris, much of which neither of the passengers in the back seat blinked during, Guy dropped them off at Amy’s first destination. The Louvre. Her plan was to spend until early afternoon walking around the museum, then enjoying the walk through the shops, cafes, and across the Seine to get a look at the Cathedral of Notre Dame in the daylight. The spiral caught her attention on the way in, amid the darkness of the early morning. She couldn’t wait to see it in all its splendor during the day. 
 
    Robert sat, eyes still spinning from the hours of looking at picture after picture and sculpture after sculpture, in a café on the banks for the Seine. Amy was going on and on about the masterpieces they just saw, but he didn’t hear a word. All he knew was the most important woman in his life was having the time of hers, and he wouldn’t have it any other way. The waiter stopped by and quickly took their order. Amy ordered for both of them in perfect French, helping them look less like tourists. The three shopping bags full of items Amy bought at a little boutique they passed on the way might be a dead giveaway, though. 
 
    As they waited for their food, Amy continued to talk about the exhibits and Robert took in the surroundings. It was obvious this was an area focused on tourism, but it seemed elegant, not cheap like Las Vegas or some of the spots back home. He soaked in the moment and was truly enjoying life when there was a bump from behind. Nothing large, just a small bump as someone walked by or slid their chair out too far. 
 
    A woman’s voice said, “Excuse me, I am so sorry,” from behind him. 
 
    Robert turned around, not abruptly or anything. Just to turn and acknowledge who spoke to him. 
 
    Robert’s gaze met the eyes of a very attractive mid-30s woman, with long raven hair and a hint of oriental facial features. “It is fine. Actually, might be my fault. My chair is back a bit. Let me scoot it in further to give you more room.” Robert had stretched his legs out under the table and was kind of lounging back in the chair. This pushed his chair out into the walkway, and into the space of the table behind them, which was empty when they sat down. He scooted his chair closer to the table with a scrape. He turned and asked, “Is that better?” 
 
    In near perfect English, the woman said, “Oh, yes. You are Americans?” 
 
    “Yes, we are from San Diego. I am Robert, and this is my wife, Amy.” Amy’s eyes lit up hearing that word and politely waved and said a quick, “Hi.” 
 
    “I am Marjorie and that is my-“, as she spoke, she looked at the empty chair across from her. “Well, Isaac, he is still in the bathroom. Is this your first time in Paris?” 
 
    Amy interjected, “Yes, this is our honeymoon.” 
 
    Marjorie gave a lopsided smile and said, almost sounding apologetic, “Oh, congratulations. Don’t let me interrupt you, then. It was nice meeting you. Enjoy your lunch.” With that she turned around and rearranged the glasses and objects on the table. Robert thought this was odd, she was either doing it out of nerves, or just one of those people. 
 
    Robert and Amy did just what she suggested. They enjoyed their nice leisurely lunch. After that, they strolled hand in hand through shops, a few more shops, and then across the Seine toward the Cathedral of Notre Dame. As soon as it came into view, Amy incessantly snapped pictures. First, just pictures of the bell towers. Then she asked Robert to stand in the pictures. After more than enough of those, she joined Robert for several selfies, including three attempts, one of which worked, to catch them kissing with the building in the background. With a few expertly executed swipes, Amy sent that picture back to the gang. 
 
    They approached the door and jumped in line to walk inside the chapel. Robert couldn’t get over the size and dimensions of the building, and the statues adorning it. He had seen it on TV and the internet many times, but this was unreal, almost dizzying, as he looked straight up the side of the structure. They walked inside and the sensation magnified. The massive stone columns that curved up and over, forming domes over a cavernous space, the intricate stone and woodwork that was all more than eight hundred years old. His mind struggled with the simple facts of where they were and what they were standing in. Amy took him by the hand and began the tour along the various displays of artwork, statues, and religious artifacts. The thought, “Great, another museum,” sprang into Robert’s head for just a fleeting moment. It only took a moment for the grandeur and importance of this place to usher the thought out. 
 
    Finished with the tour of the artwork, Amy and Robert walked around looking at the stained glass and the gold cross that stood behind the altar. While both were focused on what they perceived to be the most reverent item in the chapel, there was a tap on Robert’s shoulder. He turned around to see Marjorie standing there with a bald expressionless male, dressed in a white polo shirt and black slacks. 
 
    “Fancy we would run into each other here,” she said. “I never got a chance to introduce Isaac to you guys back at the café.” 
 
    Robert extended his hand to shake and greet Isaac, but instead of reciprocating, Isaac just waved his hand and said, “Hi, Robert. Hi, Amy. Marjorie told me a lot about you guys at lunch. Nice to finally meet you.” 
 
    Amy said, “Likewise. Are you enjoying Notre Dame?” While she gave a side glance toward Robert. 
 
    “It is so beautiful. I have never seen anything like it,” Marjorie said, looking around at the stained-glass windows around them. “This is really something everyone should experience, at least once.” 
 
    “Did you see the crown of thorns?” 
 
    “Oh, God, yes. Do you think it is real?” she asked. 
 
    Amy answered, “I don’t know, but that is the story. We may never know.” 
 
    A large group gathered around them in front of the altar and began praying. Robert and Amy realized for many people, this was more than just a historic site, it was a religious shrine, and they were standing in the way of people paying homage. Both shared a semi-embarrassed look before Robert suggested, “Looks like we are in the way. Why don’t we move to the back, or head on out?” 
 
    “Where are my manners?  Here I am, bothering you two again. You two go on, enjoy the rest of your day. It was nice running into you once more.” 
 
    “Yes, it was. Enjoy the Cathedral,” Amy said as they moved to make room for others gathering in front of the altar. As they walked out, from the corner of his eye, Robert thought he saw Isaac leer at them. He looked back over his shoulder as Isaac turned back to Marjorie and adjusted his sunglasses. Robert commented, “That Isaac isn’t much of a talker.” 
 
    “I noticed, but maybe Marjorie doesn’t give him time to jump in.” 
 
    “Could be.” 
 
    Once outside they walked around the grounds, taking a dozen or more additional pictures of the structure and each other. Amy stopped for just a second to send several more of them back to members of the SanSquad. In her message, she thanked them again for the change of plans, and to rub in where they were. She ended the message with, “Hey, Christopher, nice house.” She showed it to Robert, who thought that was sure to start a conversation among the group. Maybe not, they could already know about the house. 
 
    They walked along the Seine for a bit longer, Amy’s phone chimed jealous replies and congratulations in her pocket. She didn’t feel it. She was too busy taking it all in as the sun dropped below the horizon and the lights of Paris took its place. To say it felt magical would not even come close to how they both felt. 
 
    The smile on her face, and the wonderment in her eyes, melted Robert’s heart. He wondered if there was anything he could do to put the cherry on top of this perfect day. Then he remembered, on the drive into Paris this morning, really afternoon, Guy mentioned he knew a perfect place for them to enjoy their first dinner in Paris, “If they were interested”. Robert most definitely was. He pulled out his phone and placed a quick call. 
 
    Amy asked several times, “What are you doing?” 
 
    Robert just flashed her a devious smile. In just moments, he had everything arranged. He told Guy which direction they were walking and within moments he told Robert exactly where he would pick them up, in about thirty minutes. When they arrived at the spot, Guy was standing outside the car, holding the back door open for them. 
 
    “What is this?” Amy asked. 
 
    “Just a little surprise,” Robert said. 
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    Guy was right. Robert wasn’t sure which was more beautiful; the glamorous ivy-covered terrace, or his wife in the gown they’d bought earlier. The sparkle in her eyes rivaled the glittering of the lights covering the terrace, and the twinkle from the Eiffel Tower in the background. Amy’s white dress hung tight against her figure. As she walked in, everyone turned to look. Of course, everyone was only about a dozen or so guests, and ten members of the staff. This club was very exclusive. A larger club existed downstairs. To get into that you had to be a celebrity or political A-lister, but to gain entrance to the terrace on top, you had to know someone. It appeared Christopher did. 
 
    Guy walked them through the club and up a set of stairs. Two large leather-covered doors awaited them at the top of the stairs. Guy did not open the doors, instead he said, “This is as far as I can take you. I will be here when you come out.” 
 
    Amy, still not used to the whole being waited on feeling, asked, “You are just going to wait here for us?” 
 
    Guy gave her a wry smile and said, “Yes, but don’t worry. I won’t be standing here the whole time. I will get something to eat at the bar and watch a little of the match.” Guy pointed back over their shoulders. They both turned around to see a small, but quaint looking, bar shoved in an obscure room off to the side of the door. Several men inside were already motioning for Guy to come join them. He waved back. 
 
    “Go on. Have fun.” 
 
    Robert reached and opened the door, allowing his bride to enter first. Inside the door a maître d greeted them by name, “Amy and Robert Deluiz, follow me.” The black tailcoat and white glove wearing man with dark hair slicked straight back led them through the entry and out onto the terrace. The appearance of the Eiffel Tower standing right in front of them, with a single light rotating on the top, and hundreds of twinkling lights lining its frame. took both of their breaths away. They stopped and just stared, wide-eyed, for several moments as music from the string quartet in the corner added the perfect soundtrack. Their escort noticed and held his position, waiting for them to catch up, then walked them to the only open table of the six positioned out on the terrace. 
 
    He pulled out a chair covered in starched white fabric from the table, also covered by a starched white cloth. Amy took the seat, and he scooted her up to the table. Robert sat down on the only other chair at the table, located across from Amy. The maître d made an attempt to explain the wine list and the menu for the night, but neither Robert nor Amy heard a word as they gazed over the wall at the world laid out before them. This did not offend him; it was a common reaction he had become used to. He left the menus on the side of the table for their review when they were ready, there was no rush. He was there to tend to every need tonight. 
 
    Robert stared at his wife while she gazed at the Paris skyline. His thoughts traveled back to their first date in high school. A movie and a burger. A far cry from where they were right now. He felt a little urge to pinch himself to make sure he was not dreaming. Amy provided the small pinch as she pointed in the direction of a dance floor. Robert felt his stomach sink, but knew he would not be able to avoid dancing with her. He just hoped he performed better now, than he did at their wedding. At least they were in a different country, no one would recognize them. 
 
    Inside, he hesitated, but on the outside, he confidently stood up, held out his hand, and invited his wife to the dance floor. Amy accepted with a smile. They danced and danced. Well, Amy danced. Robert discovered a secret to hide his lack of talent. He could stand still with his feet, do a little sway here and there, maybe a step or turn every once in a while, as Amy danced around him. From the waist up, he looked graceful, while the other half resembled a piece of metal stuck in concrete. A beautiful singer joined the string quartet and serenaded them in French. They both recognized the tune. Amy made attempts to sing along silently in Robert’s ear. Robert didn’t recognize any of the words, but it didn’t matter. The sound of his wife’s voice singing in those elegant words was the most beautiful sound he had ever heard. 
 
    The food was just as mesmerizing. A perfect mix of flavor and presentation. They ate, talked, gazed, danced, and ate some more. No matter what they were doing at the time, they were both smiling on the inside and out. Amy stood up and invited her husband to the dance floor one more time. Robert wasn’t sure if it was the bliss or the wine, but this time there was no hesitation. He walked with his wife to the dance floor and, this time, flowed along with her. This was no illusion, he moved, and moved well. Robert made a mental note, Have a little wine and I can dance. 
 
    They were enjoying a nice slow dance when Amy felt a tap on her shoulder. She picked her head up off of Robert’s shoulder and looked to her side, where she saw a familiar couple. Marjorie and Isaac were dancing there beside them. “Wow, three times in the same day,” she said as she took the lead and turned them around so Robert could see them, too. 
 
    “Yeah, odd. How did you guys know about this place? It is hard to get into.” 
 
    Amy thought about how to answer for a moment, but Robert said, “We had a friend with a few connections.” 
 
    Marjorie said, “That helps. We travel to Paris all the time and this is the first time we have ever made it in.” Isaac still sported his sunglasses as he held Marjorie in his stiff arms. His face maintained a stone-like stoic expression. 
 
    The song ended and Isaac released Marjorie from his grip. She stepped back and looked at Amy and exclaimed, “Wow, Amy. That dress is stunning.” 
 
    “Thank you. I like yours, too,” Amy said as she checked out the tight black cocktail dress that Marjorie wore. 
 
    For the first time in the three times they’d met, Isaac spoke, “Well, nice meeting you again. I see our food has arrived.” Marjorie glanced over her shoulder to see he was right. She exited the dance floor with a cute wave. Isaac reached forward toward Robert. He took his hand in a shake, one that Isaac held a little long for Robert’s comfort. Isaac leaned in as they shook hands. Robert could not see his eyes behind the shaded lenses of his sunglasses, but felt he was being measured. Isaac let go and followed Marjorie back to their table leaving Robert and Amy to wonder what that was about. 
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    The ride back to their temporary abode was beyond magical. Neither said a word to the other, but they were glowing after the evening. Even Guy managed to only speak once the entire trip. He suggested a trip through the French countryside tomorrow to view some renaissance castles, something a little less touristy. Both Amy and Robert thought that sounded like a great idea, but neither said anything. They just turned their heads toward him and smiled at him in agreement, like two love-struck teenagers. That was how they felt. 
 
    The walk up the stairs exposed their legs as being a little more tired from all the walking and dancing than they realized. Once in the suite, Amy collapsed and sank into the soft mattress on the bed. 
 
    “Oh, my God! I am so comfortable right now. I don’t want to get up and change,” said Amy, who still wore her white evening gown and matching heels. 
 
    Robert had already stripped down to his pants and undershirt. The tuxedo jacket and shirt that he had worn for the second time in two days had found a new home on the back of a chair in the sitting area. He took a few steps and did a mini flop on the bed beside her. The mattress cushioned his impact so well, Amy wasn’t jostled at all. 
 
    Amy reached up to take off her necklace and earrings and turned to place them on the nightstand next to the bed. The tightness of the dress‘ bodice restricted her a bit, and she sighed her surrender. She stood up and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor at her feet. She stepped out and kicked off her heels before doing her own version of a flop into the bed. In mere moments they were out, asleep, in the heaven of each other’s arms and the setting they found themselves in. 
 
    Amy startled awake and sprang up in the bed. She didn’t know what woke her, but looked around, confused by their surroundings, and then remembered where they were. She laid back down next to her husband, with warmth in her heart. The crash she heard from downstairs turned that warmth into a chill. 
 
    “Robert,” she whispered, with a tone of urgency in her voice. 
 
    Robert didn’t wake up. She laid there for a few more seconds, listening. She thought there was a chance she was overreacting. Guy could have dropped something downstairs. They were in a new place, new sounds, probably nothing to worry about. All she heard now was the silence of the space they were in. Her brain accepted that and started to settle down, letting the prospect of sleep creep back in. It had almost reclaimed its original place in her head when a loud thud, followed by a second crash from downstairs reverberated up the stairs and into their suite. 
 
    “Robert,” she said again. This time she reached over and shook him, but she didn’t need to. 
 
    “I heard it,” he said and got out of bed. He walked as quietly as he could toward the door and listened, without opening it. 
 
    Amy watched his face. At first, he was calm, but as the seconds ticked by a hint of alarm manifested on his face. He listened for another fifteen seconds, that appeared to be minutes to the frightened couple, then Robert walked from the door to the sitting area. He slipped past the chairs on his way to the fireplace. 
 
    “I hear several voices. Downstairs,” Robert said as he picked up the fireplace poker and walked back to the door. “It is probably nothing, but seems odd at this time of night, and Guy said he was the only person that worked here.” 
 
    Amy glanced at the clock on the wall. It was 4:27 AM. 
 
    Robert cracked open the door, before he slipped out into the darkness of the hall. 
 
    This didn’t feel like nothing to her. She pleaded, “Robert, stay up here. Please!”. 
 
    “Seriously, it is probably nothing. Maybe they still get milk, or something, delivered around here early in the morning. I am sure there is a plausible explanation. Let me go check and make sure everything is okay. I will be right back, sit tight.” 
 
    Robert made his way down the grand stairs, listening for sounds the entire way. With each step, and each moment of silence, he felt more reassured that everything was ok. The entire house was dark, with only the moonlight shining in through the windows, illuminating the ground floor at the bottom of the stairs. Robert stopped a few stairs short of the floor and looked through the doorways that led to the different wings. He looked twice through each. On the second look into the dining room he thought he saw a dark figure move through the door, into the kitchen. 
 
    Robert looked around again and continued down the stairs and into the dining room. He pushed through the door to the kitchen and said, “Guy, is everything alright? We heard a crash and some yelling.” 
 
    The kitchen was dark and empty. There were no signs of the individual he saw just walk in. Maybe he was more tired than he thought, and the shadows of this place, or one cast by a tree outside the window, were playing with his mind. 
 
    He turned to head back upstairs when an object lying on the floor by the corner of the island caught his eye. He took several steps forward, for a closer look. Lying there on the clean white floor was a single black loafer, stuck out around the corner of the island. He peered over the island, “Guy?” he asked the figure lying on the floor. 
 
    There was no response from the figure, just the squeak of a shoe of the floor behind him, which triggered an instinct. He did a front roll down to the ground and turned around, swinging the fire poker low and hard. The roll was one he’d perfected through repetition, in the many rounds of Game Master. The fire poker struck the shin of a black-clad assailant, who fell sideways against the island. Robert jumped up and kicked at where he thought their head would be. The figure fell backward with a thud. Robert stood over the figure with the fire poker cocked and ready to deliver another blow. The figure did not move. He kicked it lightly with his foot, still no reaction. 
 
    Robert turned his attention to Guy. He was not dead, but had suffered a significant blow to his head. A quick search of the kitchen walls located a phone. When he took it off the hook and attempted to call for help, he noticed something missing, a dial tone. He hung up the phone as another figure entered through the kitchen door. A quick spin to the left put Robert around the corner and out of view. He heard the sound of the figure stopping around the one slumped on the floor. 
 
    He readied the poker for another strike, but the figure never approached the corner. Instead, the door back to the dining room slammed shut, sending his mind thinking of Amy. 
 
    He slinked away from the corner and through the kitchen. He watched the figure on the floor as he passed him. Cautiously, he pushed the door to the dining room open. A large hand grabbed him as he came through the door and spun him face-first against the wall. Robert tried to thrust the poker backwards, but only got a glancing blow. He positioned one foot on the wall and kicked backward, sending both him and his attacker crashing through the dining room table, freeing him from his grasp, but only for a second. 
 
    The attacker was quick to his feet. He had several inches of height on Robert, and probably twenty pounds. He stood in a fighting stance and measured Robert up. He lunged at Robert before he had a chance to stand all the way up. The attacker tackled him in his mid-section, throwing him back against the wall. The impact expelled the air from Robert’s lungs for a moment, yet did nothing to diminish the fight inside of him. 
 
    He hit down on the small of the back of his attacker with a closed fist. His hold did not loosen. Robert remembered the fire poker in his other hand and used it to strike down hard several times. On the last blow, he was free. The attacker stumbled backwards, but was not deterred, as he charged at Robert again. This time he threw punches at Robert’s head. Robert blocked a few and dodged one, but one still found its mark. The impact sent shock waves through the bones in his face, producing a ringing in his ears as his vision went black for a moment. He was not out, but not fully there, either. 
 
    Robert felt himself being dragged across the floor like a sack of trash. The attacker dropped him at the foot of the stairs. Robert was feeling a little more aware, but decided to lie there for a moment and observe. The more he knew about his attackers, and what they were after, the better prepared he would be. As great as that plan sounded in his head, it only lasted until he heard someone step on the stairs and head up toward Amy. Robert leapt up and threw a few of his own punches, all connecting with the back of the attacker’s head. A quick mule kick sent Robert sliding across the slick floor, into the opposing wall. The attacker descended the stairs and walked toward him. Robert pulled himself up, ready for another round. 
 
    The mystery attacker uttered something in a deep imposing voice. Robert didn’t recognize the language, and didn’t care. He wished he still had the poker, but had dropped it when he was semi-conscious. Robert thought he could use his speed and rushed the attacker, throwing a punch as he moved by, before he could retaliate. He did this again and felt he finally had the upper hand. He made another dash and, this time, a huge arm reached out and caught him firmly across the throat. He crashed to the floor and gasped for air. The attacker put a knee in the center of Robert’s chest and loaded his right hand for a punch. 
 
    The last image he saw before the huge fist struck the front of his face and sent him into darkness was a brief glimpse of his wife being led down the stairs, bound and gagged, by Marjorie. 
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    Robert woke from his dark nap with a violent throbbing in his head. His body flinched to avoid the fist that had already landed. In the flinch, he discovered his feet and hands were bound. There was a hood over his head, and something across his mouth. He lay on his side, on a hard surface. A roll to his left landed him on his hands, behind his back. A pain ran up through his elbow and shoulder from the pressure. He hands felt something that resembled carpet. 
 
    He rolled back up to his side and then tried the other direction. That was not something he had thought through entirely. He landed on his face, with nothing to brace the impact. The shock of the impact identified the many bruises on his face from the altercation earlier. He gave a quick flip of his feet and attempted to roll himself once more to the right, but he ran into a solid obstruction. There was a slight thud with the impact. He rolled again, this time harder, with a louder thud. He was coiling up for his third attempt when a hand reached down and stopped him. 
 
    “It's no use, Mr. Deluiz. You are going nowhere. Not for a bit,” said a very gruff and accented voice. 
 
    The hand rolled him back over on his side. Robert tried to scream, but the gag and hood muffled most of the sound. Even so, someone else heard it. From above his head, he heard a similar muffled sound. Who else was there? Was it Amy? 
 
    Robert screamed, “Amy!”, but the sound was just a groan through the gag. A quick kick impacted his ribs. He screamed again, but another kick to the ribs was the only answer he received. He tried to forcibly open his mouth and rip the tape or rag away, but it didn’t budge. He rubbed his head back and forth quickly on the floor, to force the hood up and off his head. Robert let out a loud groan as a knee to the small of his back responded to that attempt. 
 
    Robert struggled against the mystery hand. He pulled his legs up and kicked in all directions. None of the attempts struck anything but air. He rolled side to side, running into the same obstruction on each side. Not sure what he was trying to do, but he kept doing it because it was all he could do. With each move he tried to free his hands or feet, but the restraints would not give. 
 
    After his fourth back-and-forth trip between obstructions, the hand had enough. Robert felt two hands grab both of his legs and restrain them with a great amount of force. Robert tried to kick against them, but he couldn’t. The hand wrapped another restraint around the upper part of his legs. Then he flipped Robert over onto his front. Robert held his head up to avoid hitting the floor. A pain shot through his shoulders when the mystery person pulled his hands up and back. He hooked something to them and then pulled up his feet. He struggled to pull them high enough. Robert felt him let them go, but before his legs hit the floor again, the restraint connecting his arms to his feet yanked them to a stop. 
 
    “I would stay still. Wouldn’t want you to separate your shoulders,” said the voice. The voice was right. Edward attempted to pull against the restraints with his legs and he felt his shoulders burning at the joint. Robert groaned in pain and retracted his legs up. 
 
    “See. We only have a few more hours, you will survive.” 
 
    The muscles in his legs burned trying to stay bent up. From time to time, he relaxed them, testing his limits of pain, and the force of the restraint. After a few attempts, he found a happy medium, the magic spot where the restraint supported enough of the weight of his legs to allow him to hold them in position, but just below the pain threshold of his shoulder joint. 
 
    In the distance he heard a whimpering. A tear rolled down his cheek. He knew that was Amy, and there was nothing he could do, nothing to help her. He couldn’t even help himself. 
 
    His neck muscles tired and he lay his face down on the floor. From there he felt the hint of a vibration. They were in something, and it was moving. He listened and didn’t hear any footsteps or talking. If there was anyone else other than mister forceful, they were being quiet. 
 
    Robert didn’t feel any bumps like he would in a car on a road, but did sense a roll, back and forth. Not fast, gentle and more than what a car or truck would experience going around a corner. With each roll, he adjusted his weight just a smidge, to avoid rolling to that side. 
 
    Within twenty minutes, the restraints had reduced the blood flow in his stretched extremities to that of a trickle, causing both arms and sections of his legs to tingle. Another ten minutes, and they became completely numb. He tried to wiggle his fingers and experienced the odd sensation of not feeling his fingers at all. 
 
    He laid that way for several hours. Arms and legs both numb, his body gently rolling back and forth in smooth motions. No one spoke. No one walked by. There was a gentle hissing of air above him, and the drone of the vibration that never changed, hour after hour. 
 
    Robert felt his weight roll hard to his left side, this was a larger turn than before. Another change followed the turn, the vibration in the floor, it sounded slower. Two minutes later there were large clunks and groans, as if large mechanical pieces moved from one place to another. Another few moments, and several clunks, later, there was a sudden hard jolt through the floor, followed by a rapid deceleration that sent him sliding forward several inches on the carpet. 
 
    When what they were in came to a stop, Robert felt a gush of cool air rush in and hints of light filtered through the hood over his head. There were multiple thuds as several people walked over and past him. Some even brushed his side with their foot as they tried to step around. He heard his friend say, “Watch out for this one.” 
 
    Two sets of hands grabbed him by the arms and then another two grabbed his legs. A third set looped under his shoulders. They picked him up off the floor, sending an excruciating pain into his shoulder. They carried him out and down some stairs before they dropped him like a piece of luggage onto a cold metallic surface. A few seconds later, he heard something dropped next to him with a muffled squeal. He assumed it was Amy. Oh, how he wanted to reach over and comfort her, but he couldn’t. 
 
    A door slammed behind them and then an engine started up. They were in a vehicle of some type, and moving. The vehicle moved at high speed, sending Robert and Amy sliding and crashing into each other in the back. He tried to yell so Amy could hear him, but the gag made everything he tried to say sound like a random groan. 
 
    After a short drive, the vehicle stopped and the doors behind them were thrown open. Hints of car exhaust rushed in and made Robert feel nauseous. Another set of hands grabbed him and slid him backward. They released the restraint between his hands and legs, sending a flood of relief, and newfound pain, flooding through him. 
 
    A very forceful voice asked, “We are not going to have any trouble with you, are we? I would hate for anything to happen to your beautiful wife.” 
 
    The threat was all that was needed to keep Robert compliant. They pulled Robert out the back of the vehicle. His feet hit the ground, and they stood him up. His legs quivered under his own weight, after the hours of strain caused by the restraint. The discomfort was short-lived, someone placed Robert down in a chair and a put new restraints across both his chest and his lap, locking him into the chair. From behind, someone wheeled him up a ramp and across a platform. The chair bumped as it crossed a door’s threshold. 
 
    Marjorie greeted them both, “Welcome Mr. and Mrs. Deluiz. We have been waiting on you.” 
 
    The chair continued to roll when Marjorie barked the order, “Go ahead and take them into the studio. Everything is set up and the others are already in there.” 
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    The handler rolled Robert and Amy into a large vast room. The entire room was dark, except a single row of lights that hung low from the center of the roof. The lights formed five single spotlights. The handlers carefully positioned Amy and Robert directly under two of the spots. The bright light seeped through the fabric of the hood. The footsteps of their handlers echoed as they walked away from them. Just below the sharp thuds of leather shoes on smooth tile, Robert heard the sound of something rustling to his right. At first, he thought it was Amy struggling against her restraints, but the sound was farther away. Then he heard muffled groans, in various voices. He now knew, he and Amy were not alone. 
 
    The strong odor of fresh-cut wood and paint wafted under the hood and into his nose. It was a smell he usually loved, like that of a newly built house or completed project, but not this time. Nothing about it created the same sense of pleasure now. 
 
    The pain in his shoulders had subsided, but the weakness in the muscles still remained. Every attempt to push against the restraint across his chest was futile. His legs were in similar shape, and useless against the one across his lap. 
 
    The lights intensified above them, bathing them in a painful cone of bright white. Robert tried to look down and away from the light, but it seemed to be everywhere. Multiple groans, from the various mysterious individuals seated to his left, communicated he was not alone, the others felt uncomfortable under the agonizing invasion as well. 
 
    A few banged around in the chairs they were restrained in but, after the first few hours, they gave up. After a little while longer, the groans disappeared, too. The sound of an air conditioner cycling on and off above them was the only interruption to the deafening silence. Robert didn’t know how long this continued for, he’d lost track of all sense of time, he settled back in the chair and tried to get comfortable. For several minutes he let his neck hang forward, then back, and then forward again. Each attempt resulted in a burning sensation in the muscles of his neck. He rolled his neck when he felt a relieving pop. It felt good, so good he almost let out a sigh. The sharp and determined click of high heels cut that impulse short. They marched toward Robert. Every step echoed in the room like a gun shot. 
 
    Robert heard the clicking stop in front of him, pause, and then take a few steps before pausing again. This repeated several times until the sound came back toward Robert, but stopped before it reached him. He turned and squinted, trying to peer through the small holes in the fabric of the hood over his head. He saw no details, just the bright light that still flooded through from above. 
 
    “Christopher! Look at what you have done.” Marjorie’s voice echoed through the room from speakers above. This had an eerie familiarity to it. The thought shot across his mind; this better not be another one of his games. 
 
    “Are you so arrogant that you did not believe we would find out what you did. You have cheated me, and hundreds of others like me, out of millions and with the help of one of your fellow hosts, we have come to collect.” 
 
    Another set of footsteps approached from the side as a male’s voice, Isaac, said over the same speakers, “Seated before you are your 7 contestants. Contestants that we have each watched die, or so we thought. For dead contestants, they appear to be very much alive.” 
 
    The footsteps crossed in front of Robert and continued for several more feet. “This one here. Bob. I bet on him five months ago and watched him fall off the wall in Razor’s Edge and drown. I lost 1.75 million euros on that bet, but losing is part of the game. Anyone who gambles knows that is the risk. We all accept that risk. Imagine my surprise when, just a few weeks later, I saw the same guy on Hangman’s Bridge, under the name of Dan. Did you not think we would find out? Did you think you could get away with changing the rules of the game?” 
 
    The click of the high heels approached, and Marjorie’s voice blared from the speakers above them, “You signed the agreement, Christopher, just like I did. You knew the rules to be a host.” Sounding remorseful now, “You knew the consequences of your actions. The question, are you ready to pay them? Or, will you ignore those rules, too? The choice is yours. Now, shall we see who we have here.? 
 
    The high heels clicked away from Robert and then stopped. “So, here is Michelle. I believe you have died three times and won twice. Total amount bet on your supposed deaths, 5.2 million euros.” 
 
    The heels clicked twice. “Doug. Christopher must not like you. He has only let you win once. Most of your deaths have been flaming defeats. 8.2 million euros.” 
 
    One quick click, “Mary, you seem to die quickly most of the time. 1.8 million euros." 
 
    A few more clicks proceeded her next roster call, “Jill, 3.9 million euros. The viewers don’t seem to buy in to your abilities that much. Must be your size. If only they knew it really had nothing to do with it.” 
 
    As she walked past the next chair, “We have met Bob.” 
 
    Marjorie kept walking until she stopped, just to Robert’s right. His hood inched up slowly. A final quick yank removed it completely and allowed the blinding light to invade his irises. He squinted through the tears and the light to look to his right. Marjorie was standing between Robert and Amy, with a black hood in each hand. On the other side of her was his beautiful wife, tears streaming down her face, streaking the makeup she wore the night before. True panic reflected in her eyes and it gnawed at Robert’s very essence. He felt every muscle in his sore body flex and strain all at the same time, but he was unable to move or yell. 
 
    Beyond Amy was the rest of the San Squad, sitting there, looking down at the floor, gagged. Black hoods scattered on the floor in front of each of them. 
 
    “And lastly, Robert. You appear to show the most promise of all the participants in our little shows, but yet you have never won. Total wagers lost on you are 12.4 million euros. Oh, and let’s not forget your wife, who is just along for the ride now. She has never been on the show, but there is a first time for everyone.” Marjorie turned with a devious laugh. 
 
    Isaac walked in from off to the side, toward the center of the room. He measured his steps carefully and made sure to stop right on a spot labeled with an “X” on the floor. A camera at the far end of the room, with a red light on top of it, followed his every move. He addressed the camera as Marjorie walked forward to join him at the “X”. 
 
    “Christopher, we are here on behalf of all of those you have cheated to collect. We feel it is within our right to execute your team right now.” 
 
    The entire group flinched, causing their chairs to rustle against their locked wheels. 
 
    “But we, like you, are a sporting group. We like to give people chances. You have four hours to contact us and arrange to come pay up in person, or–or, we will collect from these fine people. The choice is yours.” 
 
    The red light vanished from the top of the camera. Several members, of what Robert presumed were their production staff, came forward to talk to Isaac and Marjorie. Every few words there were glances back toward the SanSquad. They talked softly, but Robert was able to hear a little. Unfortunately, it was not in English and useless to him. The members of the production crew shook Isaac’s hand, then departed through a set of double doors in the front left corner of the room. 
 
    Isaac stood and studied the SanSquad for a few moments through his shades. He walked toward them while Marjorie remained on the “X”. He stopped in front of the six friends and said, “Unfortunately, the last remaining member of your little group won’t be joining you. He created some problems, so we… collected our debt.” There was a hint of a smirk on his face as he turned and departed through the same set of double doors. Marjorie followed close behind him. 
 
    The SanSquad looked at each other with grave concern in their eyes, and panic in their hearts. Each of them had tears streaming down their faces. Some for themselves, some for what they had just learned about the only member not there, Kevin. They could not talk to each other to plan an escape attempt, nor could they even check with each other. The gags muffled all sound. 
 
    Under the faint groans, Robert heard the sound of fast-moving air. It was more than just an air conditioner. He tried, with his eyes, to get the others to take notice but, instead, they tried to groan. Soon, Robert saw the source of the sound. A dense layer of fog gathered along the floor and started growing taller and thicker. The others took notice. Several kicked at it with their feet, in a futile attempt to keep it away. Robert, like the rest, could only sit there and watch as it crept up his legs and around his chest. The top wispy layer reached his nose. It was scentless, but potent. In mere moments Jill was out, and the others were feeling groggy. Robert fought against the gas and, just before his lights went out, he saw the lights over them turn off. 
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    A dark room greeted Robert when he woke up. He heard several people whispering to his right. A quick turn of his head in that direction alerted him to a change in his situation. He was no longer seated. Instead, he was lying on a board, tied down by both his arms and legs. The tape that covered his mouth was gone. Replacing it was a slight irritation and sting in that sensitive area of skin. He still couldn’t see through the darkness, but the whispers were close. A familiar tone in one of the voices resonated with him. 
 
    “Michelle, is that you?” Robert said, just above a whisper. 
 
    “Yeah, you ok?” she asked. 
 
    Robert took a quick inventory of the aches and pains in his body. His legs still shook and having his arms restrained above his head was not doing any favors to his already battered shoulder joints. “Yeah. What about you? What happened?” Robert said. Complaining about his pains wouldn’t serve any purpose at this point. 
 
    “No clue. I was sleeping when I was grabbed and knocked out. I woke up here in the chair.” 
 
    “I was walking to check the mail when a van came by and pulled me inside. What about you?" 
 
    “Hey, Doug. Good to hear your voice. We were grabbed at night in Christopher’s house.” In that moment the context of the “we” he’d just mentioned landed firmly in Robert’s thoughts. “Amy, are you there?” 
 
    There was no response. 
 
    “Amy?” 
 
    “She is probably still out. They knocked us out with some sort of gas,” reported Michelle. 
 
    Robert asked the one question in everyone’s mind, “Why?” 
 
    A loud clunk illuminated their situation. The large lights overheard once again clicked on, creating six bright spots of light focused on each member of the group, now firmly restrained on a large board. Robert held his eyes closed, but the light shined straight through, causing his eyelids to appear to glow red in his vision. He turned his head and squinted his eyes, trying to see with the one furthest from the light source. Next to him he saw Amy lying there, still asleep, and wearing the same thing she went to bed in. Robert craned his neck as far as he could to see over her. Also strapped to boards were Jill and Bob. They were still out cold. 
 
    “I will tell you why,” said a familiar voice from the corner. The click of her heels approached the squad. It wasn’t long before Robert saw Marjorie’s face enter his view. 
 
    “You are all supposed to be dead.” She paced in front of the squad. “We watched you all die, some of you more than once. Something that defies natural law, doesn’t it?” She didn’t wait for anyone to answer. “See, we granted your friend Christopher a franchise of our little show. The rules were stated very clearly. All game outcomes were to be left to chance, as were the fates of those competing in it. No exceptions. He created something more akin to professional wrestling, where the results were fixed, allowing him to manipulate the crowd and our customers. Customers that bet money on something they thought was legitimate, not rigged.” 
 
    Her use of the word legitimate struck several members of the team odd. This was anything but a legitimate business or sport. 
 
    “He made two mistakes. ONE!” Marjorie screamed. “He assumed he was smarter than everyone else and would never be discovered.” 
 
    “TWO! His most grievous mistake,” she said with a snicker. “He underestimated the type of people that watch these shows.” 
 
    She walked away from the group, toward the center of the room. Her voice echoing without the aid of the speakers. “This is the dark web. It is not a place your local priest visits. This is the home of people who are less scrupulous than that, and they don’t take kindly to being taken advantage of. They have appointed me to make things right, and to see to ensuring our customers feel whole again. Now, I have reached out to Christopher, and he ignored me. So, I recruited your help to draw him out. He still hasn’t responded. I only have one choice left.” 
 
    Michelle demanded, “What are you going to do to us?” 
 
    “Oh, I am sorry. I thought it was clear. I am doing what Christopher was contractually obligated to do.” She clapped her hands together, “Guys, prepare them.” 
 
    At that moment, 20 men wearing all black rushed into the room and approached each of the SanSquad. Each had a long rod hanging from a belt. Robert prepared himself, for what he was not sure, but none of them approached him. Instead, most of them stopped just short of the board. Three of them approached Amy, Doug, and Jill. 
 
    When the handler leaned over Amy, Robert protested, “Stay away from her!” He retrieved something from his pocket and waved it under her noise. Amy jerked awake, confused and screaming her lungs out, as she took in her surroundings. When her eyes met Robert’s, he saw the fear she felt. That fear escalated into full-on panic when she looked forward at the wall of men wearing black standing in front of them. The handler placed his gloved hand over Amy’s mouth, muffling her screams. Marjorie walked up and leaned over. She stared straight into Amy’s eyes and said, “Save those screams, my pretty little thing. You will have plenty of reason to scream later, and our viewers will love it.” 
 
    Amy froze at hearing the coldness of Marjorie’s words and tone. She lay there like an animal caught in the sights of a superior prey, and just stared back with a glassed-over look. 
 
    Marjorie said, “All right. Shall we?” The lights turned down, leaving just a row above them. A hint of music emanated from a room in the front. To Robert, it appeared to be a control room, a person was standing in a window counting down with his hands. 
 
    When his hand hit one, Marjorie took a breath and started. 
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    The music hit a crescendo as the sound of applause echoed through the speakers. A spotlight searched through the darkness for its target. The white circle of light touched every wall and spot on the floor, except the one Marjorie was standing on. It continued as the applause continued, but when the sound diminished, the spotlight found its target and landed, perfectly centered on the mistress of ceremonies as silence fell over the room. 
 
    “Welcome, everyone, to a very special episode.” 
 
    The crowd roared to life, bathing Marjorie in its adoration. She basked in it for several moments before motioning with her hands for the crowd to quiet down. They did so with unprecedented obedience. 
 
    “This episode is very personal to many of us, myself included. One of our own has betrayed our trust.” 
 
    A very concerned-sounding murmur emerged from the speakers. Marjorie put her hands together and nodded in agreement with them. “Yes, that is right.” 
 
    She silenced them again with her hands, with the efficiency of a conductor, “And unfortunately, there is a price to pay. Behind me, we have that price.” 
 
    The lights above the SanSquad increased to a blinding intensity that was only matched by the deafening “oohs” and “ahs” echoing from overhead. 
 
    “You will recognize several of them. Just in case, here are some reminders.” Marjorie paused for a second and stared into space before saying, “Oh, that looked painful.” 
 
    There was another pause, followed by her saying, “Ouch.” 
 
    A third pause and another disjointed statement, “How could anyone survive that?” 
 
    Marjorie walked toward them, with the spotlight following her every move. “Well, they did. Shall we meet them? Michelle, Doug, Mary, Jill, Bob, Robert, and joining our world for the first time, Robert’s new wife, Amy. The members of the North American version of Game Master.” 
 
    The same fake applause as before exploded through the speakers. Marjorie walked past each of them, extending her hand to them as if she was modeling a revealed letter for a more family-friendly show. When she reached the end, the handlers that stood around the SanSquad moved to allow her through. 
 
    The applause died down and Marjorie continued, “We have a great show planned for you today. Let’s not wait anymore and get started. Our first event is A Cut In Time.” 
 
    With that, the spotlight turned off and the overhead lights turned on. There were a series of clicks behind Robert and he felt his hands collapse toward his head. The others were moving around, too. Bob was the first to step off the ledge on the platform and onto the floor. His legs shook at first. Robert was the next to step down. He felt his knees buckle, as pain shot up through his hips. He took a moment to shake them out and return the blood flow. He turned and helped Amy down. They instantly embraced. Her tears sprinkled on Robert’s shoulder like a cold fall rain. He didn’t know how, but he knew he had to protect her. 
 
    Robert pushed Amy back enough to look into her eyes. “I am going to get you out of this. I promise.” It was a promise he meant, but one he didn’t know how he could keep. If Marjorie had planned for them what he expected, he would be lucky to survive, himself. At that moment he knew what he had to do. For Amy to survive, he would have to sacrifice the others and, eventually, himself. The plan formulated in his mind. In each of the challenges, he had to ensure Amy and himself finished first or second. At least until the last one. There, he would have to push her forward and then sacrifice himself at the end. 
 
    The handlers moved forward and pulled at both Robert and Amy, to separate them. Robert yelled at them, “Back off!” 
 
    Not one of the handlers said anything. Bob grabbed the one pulling at Amy and caught a quick jab of a baton in his stomach, sending him to the floor. Robert didn’t even see the handler reach for the baton. 
 
    They pulled at them again and Robert pushed them back. The struggle continued for a second or two, until Robert felt a searing pain in the small of his back. He barely heard the screams of Amy and Jill over the internal screams in his head that accompanied him falling down to the hard-concrete floor. Robert’s body slumped, limp, on the floor. The pain ran through every nerve in his body, while his eyes remained open, allowing him to witness the world around him. He saw a handler walk around in front of him, holding the baton in his hand. Two prongs protruded from the end of the baton. A few sparks of electricity still arched between them. 
 
    Amy dropped to her knees to help Robert, but a handler immediately ripped her up. The others pushed and jostled with the handlers, but restrained their protests. The familiar click of heels approached Robert. 
 
    Marjorie asked, “He out?” 
 
    The handler broke his silence for a single quick reply, “For a bit.” 
 
    “Damn. Ok, take the others.” 
 
    Robert’s essence screamed, “No” when he heard her order. He tried to force his body up off its cold concrete resting place. No matter how much his brain tried, his muscles would not answer the call. He couldn’t even muster a twitch. 
 
    The handlers pushed and shoved the others into a line, and out of the room. Tears gushed from Robert’s eyes as he watched Amy disappear with the others, and he heard her scream. It was his responsibility to protect her, but he wouldn’t even be there to try. Two handlers remained to stand watch over his motionless body, as Marjorie disappeared with the others. 
 
    A large screen at the front of the room flickered and then displayed the handlers ushering his friends into individual booths of some sort. They secured Amy in the booth and her whole body convulsed. She pushed and banged against the walls with her fists. Robert could see the wall flex with each impact. 
 
    Marjorie appeared on the screen. She was talking, but Robert could not hear her. A few from the control booth were now standing out there with Robert, watching the screen, along with the two handlers that remained. 
 
    The camera panned across everyone secured in their box, before rotating behind them to show what looked like a track to Robert. Each lane was walled off by a chain-link fence. Sparks jumped between the links. This was a race of some sort. The camera continued backwards and lowered, coming down to eye level behind his friends. It was then Robert realized what they were racing against. Behind each box was a 5-foot diameter saw blade, sticking up through the floor. The blades were not moving, but Robert knew that was just a temporary condition. 
 
    The camera returned to Marjorie. Robert tried to read her lips, but couldn’t. He had a feeling though, it was the same old song and dance he’d heard Christopher do time and time again, to encourage wagers. Another pan through the fearful faces of the contestants to help a viewer pick a favorite, and then back to the mistress of ceremonies. Once the camera returned to the contestants, and the lights began to flash, Robert knew the countdown had started. 
 
    The lights exploded on the scene when the doors to each enclosure opened. Jill and Doug were the first out of the gate, and proceeding well. Amy was close behind them. Michelle and Mary were neck and neck behind her, but Bob hadn’t moved an inch. He was standing and yelling something. His protest continued until the saw blades spun up to full speed and lurched forward, beginning their chase. They moved quickly and were through the enclosures in mere seconds. Robert watched as his friends now sprinted, feet in front of the spinning blades. Their runs were a mixture of “running as fast as they could” and a “panic-filled run for their life”. 
 
    Amy caught up with Doug and was just behind Jill when the floor started to tilt. At first it was a slight incline, but increased, pushing the finish-line higher in the air. Michelle stumbled and reached for the fence beside her. The shock was immediate and painful, causing her to withdraw her hand. She regained her footing and started again. 
 
    Jill and Amy were less than ten feet from the top. Robert felt a sense of relief creep into his thoughts, but he pushed it out just as fast. She was not out of the woods until she was across that line, and on the platform at the top. A task made tougher by the increasing slope. 
 
    Jill leapt the last 2 feet, laying out, she caught the edge of the platform with her hands and pulled herself to safety. Amy saw it and repeated Jill’s move. Robert let out a little sigh before letting his attention turn to the others. 
 
    Doug was next, but missed on his attempt to jump. The slope was steep, but he could easily sit up on his knees and make it to his feet, then take three steps to safety. 
 
    Mary, Michelle, and Bob were struggling against the slope with the blades close behind them. Mary was inches from the top. Michelle had twelve feet on the blade, but it was closing. Bob was only six feet away from his. The slope reduced their attempts to run to a fast crawl, using their hands to improve their grip on the floor. Their feet slipped a few times, causing them to do a quick shuffle to make up the lost ground. Mary timed a strategic jump and snagged the top with her right hand. Her feet slipped on the wood, but she kept her grip on the edge and pulled herself up and over the line and on to the safety of the awaiting platform. 
 
    Bob slipped and grabbed for the fence. The shock hit him, sending him flat against the floor. The saw blade inching closer behind him, he tried to get to his feet, but slid again. Knowing the pain he would feel, he reached for the fence again. This time not letting go and grimacing the whole time. He made it to his feet, but lost considerable time, the saw was now just inches behind. 
 
    Michelle was feet away from the top. The angle of the floor making it almost impossible to gain any ground. Every step forward seemed to surrender two backwards, to slippage. She saw the end and, in desperation, reached out for the fence and used it to propel herself forward to the safety of the ledge. 
 
    The camera alternated from showing the group on the ledge, calling down to Bob, and Bob’s face. It dripped with agony as he strained against the lane. A quick and fatal slip sent the bottom of his foot low enough to brush the front edge of the blade. A quick cloud of red splattered against Bob and the ramp. He retracted his leg, but the damage was done, both to his foot and his chances to reach the top. The splatter made the wood slick. Every attempt to step forward resulted in a slip and a jerk of his foot to the side, to avoid the blade. He made no progress, as the blade continued its march toward him. Feeling the desperation of his situation, Bob grabbed the fence with both hands. He hung on this time and the charge burned into his flesh. He dragged his feet forward, using the fence as a ladder. The progress was slow, too slow. The chasing blade took another bite out of the side of his right ankle. Bob yanked the leg to the side of the blade and tried to move another link forward, but the blade caught his left calf. 
 
    The pain stopped him in his tracks for a brief second. The look of pain on his face was replaced by one of panic as he flailed wildly at the fence, trying to claw up as fast as possible. It burned the tissue and nerves in both hands beyond the point of sensing the charge. Some grabs landed; others missed. Several misses in a row led to the end. The blade caught him and ate through his left thigh like it wasn’t even there. Tissue and blood sprayed and splattered up and across his and the adjacent lanes. His body began a slow slide down the lane, toward the approaching blade. The camera showed one last image of his unconscious face before cutting to Marjorie. 
 
    Robert, still lying on the concrete, felt a sickness he hadn’t felt since his first time being put through the games before he knew the secret. This time there was no secret, Bob really suffered a horrible death. 
 
    The door opened, and the handlers walked the group back into the room. They returned one member short, but left more than just Bob in the other room. The expressions on each of their faces was nothing short of defeat. Each person witnessed their future, the only question left was when. 
 
    Marjorie was the last to return. She walked over to Robert and asked, “Are we going to have any more trouble with you?” 
 
    Robert didn’t answer. 
 
    She barked at the two handlers, “Get him up. He has games to play.” 
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    Robert struggled to his feet. His legs were still only partially listening to the orders from his brain. The impulse to run to Amy urged him to move toward her. Instead of a run, his legs functioned like a gangly baby giraffe, shaky and uncoordinated. The poles under him were giving way and Robert knew another impact with the floor was in his future. Gravity was pulling him down when Amy caught him. She herself shook, but was strong enough to hold them both up. He kept one eye on the handlers the whole time. He was not about to make the last mistake again. The others kept their distance and stared at him, accusingly. 
 
    The speaker above them crackled to life again. The lights dimmed, and the spotlight trained back on Marjorie. She appeared to have enjoyed what just happened. Her wide-grinned expression was anything but remorseful, especially when she glanced back at the traumatized competitors. 
 
    “Christopher, we know you are watching. How long are you going to let this go on? One of your friends has paid for your mistake with his life, but there is still so much left of your debt to pay. You can end all this by just coming forward. I have my cell phone right here.” She reached into the front right pocket on her black pants suit, pulled out her phone, and held it up. “You have the number. Just a single ring will save your friends.” 
 
    Marjorie stood there with an over-exaggerated grin on her face. Her head cocked to one side, holding the phone near her left ear. She was motionless, like some spooky mannequin. The entire room was silent while she posed. Several moments passed before she moved and put her phone away. 
 
    “Wow, I guess they are not that important to you,” Marjorie said while glaring back at the traumatized friends. “Time to move on to our next game. This one is my favorite and I know it is yours, as well. It is time for Rat Race. And this time, EVERYONE will take part.” 
 
    The red light on top of the camera shut off and the lights overhead clicked on again.  Marjorie hurried through a door on the left this time. The handlers walked toward Robert and the rest of the group, to herd them in that direction. Doug was moving a little too slow for their liking and two of the handlers communicated that fact with a quick jab of their batons in between his shoulders. He stumbled forward, but didn’t fall. He turned his head slightly, to see his assailants. They were preparing for another blow. The look on his face stopped them in their tracks. He stood upright, shook his head, and tilted it to the left until his neck popped. A quick roll of his shoulders followed the sound, then he trekked toward the door with the others. 
 
    Just above a whisper, Robert heard Jill say, “Guess Christopher had all of us fooled. We mean nothing to him.” 
 
    “Stop that. He doesn’t know we are here. If he did, he would have already stopped all this,” Michelle said. 
 
    The handler closest to her barked at her, “No talking.” 
 
    Ignoring the warning, Jill said, “I am not so sure.” 
 
    Robert shot back, “I am, so shut it.” 
 
    No one said another word as they walked into the next room. They passed through the door, leaving the room of bright white lights, and entered a world of complete darkness. It was not a large room, maybe ten feet across from the door to a tall wall in front of them. Off to the right of the center of the room there was a circle painted on the floor in incandescent paint. The circle mesmerized each of them, causing them to meander toward it without purpose. Well, all except Doug. Doug was intent on finding out what was next, and inspected the wall. He touched it, pushed on it, banged on it, looked straight up, and even tried to jump to see if he could see over it. He missed seeing over the top edge by several inches, but seemed satisfied and walked back to the others. 
 
    “It’s metal, maybe eight feet tall,” he said. The others looked at him with looks that screamed, “so.” 
 
    The handlers gathered behind them along the back wall. Robert scanned their eyes for anything. A hint of emotion about what was happening, or maybe some looking in a direction to hint at what was to come, but each of them stared blankly at the wall. Their movements were well rehearsed. Either they had practiced all this before Robert and the rest were brought in or — “Hey, did Christopher ever talk about any other shows like ours?” 
 
    Michelle stepped toward Robert, “So you figured that out, too?” 
 
    “Yeah, she referred to us as North America, and mentioned a contract. I think this is much bigger than just us and Christopher deceiving a few viewers.” 
 
    Jill, who had stood by herself since Robert snapped at her earlier, jumped in, “Does it matter? We are going to die because of him!” 
 
    Her exclamation caused one handler to step forward and say, with a stern tone, “We said no talking. You can keep your mouth shut and make this easy, or make this very difficult on yourselves.” He took additional steps toward Jill, but Doug stepped in between them to calm the situation. “We’re sorry. Won’t happen again.” His words had minimal effect, the look said it all though. The handler walked backwards to his place. He didn’t blink the whole time. 
 
    Doug turned his back to him and walked Jill back toward the rest of the group. His body was tensed up, waiting on a baton across the back that never arrived. What arrived was a hint at what was to come. Lights turned on, not from overhead, but from behind the wall, splashing light up against the ceiling. They could see a little light coming through the edges of a door in the wall. Having quite a bit of experience with how things are usually set up, they all knew that door would open soon, bringing them to the next challenge, so they gathered in front it. 
 
    The music started to swell, as did the applause from the overhead speakers. Their anticipation grew, much like that of the audience watching, to hear Marjorie’s voice explain the new challenge. They didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    “Welcome to Rat Race.” A spotlight from above shot down to a spot on the floor behind the wall. “The premise is simple. The contestants must navigate our maze. If they make it out, they win. There is a three-minute time limit, and to make it a little challenging, along with the normal dead-ends and misdirections of a normal maze, we have added something special. There are three trap doors, leading to pits twenty feet deep, full of hungry rats. If time runs out, the door is closed, and those very hungry rats are let loose in the maze.” 
 
    “I hate rats,” mumbled Jill. 
 
    She performed a familiar pause as she waited for the viewers to place their final wagers. Once prompted by the control room she continued, “All bets in. Set the clock for three minutes, please.” 
 
    At that moment the entire ceiling illuminated with 3:00 stretched across it. 
 
    “Thank you.  Let’s count them down. 5, 4, 3, 2,…” 
 
    A horn sounded, and the door dropped into the floor, opening up the maze. Jill ran in, but Doug grabbed her. Just audible above the pulsating music he said, “Let’s stay together and hold on to each other. That way if someone falls through the floor, we can pull them out.” Jill nodded and grabbed Doug’s hand. Amy grabbed Doug; Robert grabbed Amy. Mary grabbed Robert, and Michelle brought up the rear. The human chain rushed in and to the left in the maze, the only direction they could go at this point. As they rounded the corner, they faced their first decision, go straight or to the right. Doug took control and pulled the mass of humanity to the right. “That straight shot is meant to mislead us. We will run all the way down there, only having to double back.” Nobody objected. 
 
    Right, then left, and left again, led to their first roadblock. Robert looked up at the ceiling, 2:40 left. They backtracked one move and went right, instead, and ran into a T-intersection. Doug looked right and left. Both seemed to lead from the middle of the maze to the outer edge, on each side. The five seconds he stood there looking felt like an eternity to Robert and he nudged Doug and pointed right. Doug, with no definitive decision either way, pulled the group right. 
 
    At the end of the corridor Robert checked the time again, 2:14. He didn’t know whether that was good or bad, they didn’t know how big the maze was. This corridor ended in a T, as well. There was a split in the group. Jill thought they should go right, but Doug thought they should go left. “That leads back to where we started!” yelled Doug. 
 
    Jill shook her head, “You are assuming the door out is at the other end. It could be anywhere.” She looked at the rest of the group to plead her case. Robert had to agree, she had a point, but didn’t know which way to go. 
 
    Michelle insisted, “I think the spotlight was further away. We need to go left.” 
 
    They went left and quickly ran into a set of turns that snaked left and right back into the center. Another decision to the left led them to a section where the only direction they could go was left, down a long corridor. They sprinted hand-in-hand down and then left, around the next corner. They approached an opening to the right and Doug started through that, but Michelle pulled the group back and said, “I think we are right back where we started.” 
 
    Doug shook his head. 
 
    “I swear. We just went around in a circle.” 
 
    Doug tried to go right again, but Michelle pulled back on Mary, Robert, and Amy. Amy briefly lost hold of Doug’s hand. Robert looked and thought back to all the left turns they’d just made, turning them back toward the center, and possibly back toward the direction they came. 
 
    Robert asked, “Should we go back the direction we came and make a different choice?” 
 
    Doug continued to resist. 
 
    Robert looked up at the clock, 1:53. The time concerned him, but he recognized something. He was now looking at the time from the right side, when the last time he checked he was to the left. Michelle was right. 
 
    Robert pulled Amy and headed back. Doug yelled at them, but they couldn’t hear him over the music. The three of them rushed back. Amy soon felt Doug’s hand grab her, as the remaining two joined the rest. They retraced their steps, and this time took a different direction, but ran into a dead-end. Out they ran and through a new path. Doug no longer leading, whoever was in front was deciding as the clock continued to count down, now from 1:28. 
 
    Jill rounded a corner, leading, and the floor panel below cracked below her feet. It disappeared into a dark hole, leaving Jill suspended for a split second before gravity pulled her down. Doug felt her weight pull on his arm and leaned back to counteract the forces that pulled him forward. Jill fell and then swung into the inside wall of the hole, holding on to Doug’s hand with the grip of her life. 
 
    Doug walked backwards, pulling her up, Robert let go of Amy and Michelle and reached into the hole to grab Jill’s other hand. Robert and Doug pulled Jill up and out of the hole. She sat there for a second, shaking, and Robert took a quick peek into the hole and couldn’t see the bottom. Doug pulled Jill to her feet and started back out of that section of the maze. The clock was now on 1:02. 
 
    Together they rushed back through to the next decision point. Michelle, who was now leading, turned to the others and pointed in the direction she thought they should go. The others nodded and off she went, with the others close behind. All the turns had Robert confused. He could’ve sworn they’d just went through an opening that was not there when they first passed by. Doug brushed his shoulder, passing him, making Robert realize he had slowed up in his confusion. He was the last to come around the next corner and nearly ran into Doug, who was holding both Jill and Amy close to the wall. In front of them, a gaping dark hole existed in the floor. His mind realized what had happened, and he dropped to his knees to try to help Michelle and Mary. His eyes searched the darkness for them, but found nothing. His ears heard faint screams as a cold gray steel plate slid in place, sealing the hole. 
 
    Shock consumed the team as precious seconds counted down. Doug pointed at the clock above them, now at 0:41. Doug took Jill, and Robert grabbed Amy, both with a shell-shocked look on their face, and led them around the corner and through the next several decisions. The four reached another right or left decision point, with long corridors each way. They started left, but at the last minute something caught Robert’s eye. One of the panels on the wall of the right corridor didn’t look the same as the others. Still too stunned to speak, he pulled at Doug’s shoulder. Doug turned around. His eyes told the story, he saw the same feature Robert did, and all four started in that direction. 
 
    With 0:13 left on the clock, they emerged out of the maze and just stood there as a mass of damaged humanity. Two less than they entered with. Each suffering from the emotional stress and strain of the loss. Each not the same person that had entered the maze, only three minutes before. 
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    The handlers wasted no time encircling them, and routed them out a door and into a dark corridor. Robert felt his fists clinch, and the urge to lash out. Not for him, but for Michelle, Mary, Bob, and what was happening to Amy. Just one swing at the closest handler. To feel a face distort at the impact. Robert knew it wouldn’t fix anything, but would feel so good. The point of pain he still felt in the small of his back was the only deterrent. He would be no good to Amy face down on the floor again. 
 
    The door closed behind them and the only sounds they heard were the footsteps of the four of them, and the dozen or more handlers escorting them.  A light shone at them from the end of the corridor. When they emerged through the door at the end, they were back in the same room again, but something was different. Very different. 
 
    Marjorie was there already. She looked frazzled as she ordered members of the crew around like a queen dispatching the bees in the hive out to work. Individuals in dark clothing ran in all directions. When she saw them merge, she sprinted over to one handler and whispered in his ear. All Robert heard of the conversation was the reply from the handler. “Really?” To which, Marjorie only nodded her head. 
 
    The  handler turned to the others and said, “Line them up.” 
 
    Robert felt hands on his back, instantly, pushing him back toward his spot on the board. He watched Jill lean back against the board, waiting to be tied again. Her handlers grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her back up to her feet. Two handlers quickly wheeled the board away, leaving the four with more questions than answers. As soon as the board disappeared through a side door, four wheelchairs appeared. 
 
    They wheeled each chair up behind them. Marjorie walked over and said, “Sit”. Like beaten dogs, no one objected. Handlers then strapped their hands to the armrests, and ankles to the leg posts. Before they could lock down Doug’s right arm, he slipped it from his handler’s grip and landed an upper cut, right under his chin. The force knocked him back, flipping the black hat off and onto the floor. Without retrieving the hat, the handler returned the favor with a right, and then added a left in for good measure. Blood gushed from Doug’s nose with the second blow. Marjorie took notice and rushed over. She shouted something in another language at the handler. He simply bowed. She delivered her own open-handed shot at the handler’s face before he could pull his head up from the bow. 
 
    “Someone clean him up!” she screamed as she left the scene. Robert noticed that the smugness Marjorie had exhibited earlier had disappeared. Two of the production staff rushed over with towels and provided aid to Doug. It took a few minutes until the bleeding stopped. Doug was still reeling from the attack, and didn’t put up a fight as the production crew secured his remaining free hand. 
 
    Marjorie disappeared for a few moments, leaving them to sit amid the surrounding chaos. When she reappeared, she looked around, put both hands on her hips, and screamed, again, in a language that was foreign to Robert. A few of the production assistants stopped and looked at her. She barked again, and a few provided their own protest. A protest she was not interested in hearing. A stomp of her foot, and a point in the SanSquad’s direction, preceded a verbal storm unlike anything Robert had ever heard. It was still in another language, but the tenor and velocity of the delivery told him all he needed to know. He even thought he saw fear in a few on the receiving end. 
 
    A few froze, but others rushed off. They returned carrying bottles. They stopped in front of Marjorie, who disapproved again, and directed them with her hands. They approached the SanSquad and attempted to present the bottles to their lips. 
 
    Jill screamed out, “I am not drinking your poison.” 
 
    “It’s not poison. It is a sports drink to keep you hydrated. Drink it or not. It is your choice. You will be sitting there a while.” 
 
    Doug took a sip and then drank more. He then said, “We are going to die, anyway. This might be an easier way to go.” 
 
    Amy and Robert both resisted the attempts to get them to drink. The crew looked back for instruction. Marjorie’s disappointment was on display for all to see. She pointed and two of the handlers grabbed both Robert and Amy’s faces. They squeezed the bottom of their jaws, forcing their mouths open. The crew members poured the fluid in to their open mouths. Amy started to cough and gag. 
 
    “Stop!” Marjorie screamed. “Jesus, we are trying to help them, not drown them.” 
 
    She walked away, mumbling, leaving her staff confused. 
 
    Several minutes lapsed, with more people scurrying around, until the room began to settle down. The four were left strapped to wheelchairs in the center of the room when all but the lights above them, and the single spot in the center of the room, turned off. Marjorie walked into the center spot, now looking more put together and refreshed. 
 
    She held out her cell phone and posed, while a single figure emerged in the window of the control room. His hand counted down from five. When it hit one, Marjorie paused for a beat and then broke her pose. 
 
    “I want to apologize for our little interruption. I hope you enjoyed watching the highlights of episode 23, one of my favorites. We have a surprise for everyone. Christopher called us and he will be here tomorrow, in the flesh. Oh, yes. So, for the moment, we are going to pause our little game for 24 hours and resume once he is here. Ta ta, for now.” 
 
    The lights exploded on and Marjorie walked over to her seated guests. “You guys are lucky he called. You are going to sit here until he arrives. Once he shows, I will let you go.” 
 
    Before any of them could say anything, the handlers put black hoods over their heads from behind, throwing all four into darkness. A few clicks and slams later, Robert assumed they’d turned all the lights off, and they were left alone in the room. 
 
    “See, Jill?” Doug whispered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I knew he would call and stop it. I bet he called as soon as he found out.” 
 
    “Whatever. Three of us died because of him.” 
 
    That was the last sound for quite a while, outside of the constant hum and distant rattle of the air conditioner. 
 
    Doug finally said, “Sorry, guys.” 
 
    Robert asked, “What are you taking about?” 
 
    There was no reply, just the sound of a liquid splashing on the ground. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess that really was just a sports drink. I kind of wish I’d drank a little more.” 
 
    Robert wished he had drunk some of it. He’d resisted it and was feeling both parched and hungry. His stomach made noises he knew the others heard. His thoughts drifted to his wife, sitting next to him. He hadn’t heard her make any sounds. 
 
    “Amy, you awake?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Doing ok?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I am going to get you out of this. I promise.” 
 
    Doug interrupted, “We are all getting out of this.” 
 
    Amy didn’t respond. In fact, no one did. Robert knew he and Doug were just trying to give everyone hope. He didn’t know if they could trust Marjorie, and hadn’t really put any stock in her statement. He was about to say something else, when there was a distant click. Four flinches followed, as each person heard the same click. 
 
    Robert listened for any other sounds, but heard nothing. He started to doubt whether anyone had entered the room. Maybe it was just the air conditioner, or something else mechanical in the room. The sound of the light thud of a shoe on the floor behind him dismissed that thought. Someone was there, behind them. 
 
    A hand grabbed his arm, he jumped. It fumbled with the strap for a second, and then Robert felt it fall free from his left arm. 
 
    “Shhhh… Are you guys ready to go home?” whispered a familiar English accent. 
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    “Stay still until I get each of you unstrapped,” he said as he moved to free Amy. 
 
    Robert sat quietly while Christopher went to work freeing the others. He wiggled his arms and legs slightly, to get the blood flowing through them again. A tingle pulsed through them as he stretched them for the first time in several hours. There was some rustling to his side. The hood was yanked from his head. Even in the dark room around them, he could seem Amy, Jill, Doug, and Christopher hunched around him. 
 
    “Let’s go, but be quiet.” 
 
    Robert inched out of his chair and joined the group as they crept toward the back door, his hand on Amy’s back. Hers on Doug. Doug’s on Jill. Jill’s on Christopher. They moved as a single unit across the floor to the wall. They slid along the wall as Christopher searched for the door he came in through. 
 
    Once he found it. He turned to the others, “Cover your eyes.” 
 
    Each did as he said, but Robert positioned his hand so he could see a little under it. Christopher cracked the door open and an explosion of light flooded in through the opening, blinding Robert for a moment. His eyes watered as he staggered behind the others through the doorway. 
 
    Finally in the light, he could see Christopher, dressed all in black. He wore some kind of armored vest, with two knives strapped to it.  His hand kept a handgun pointed forward at all times. Eyes scanned the hallway. 
 
    Amy embraced Robert. 
 
    “We aren’t out of the woods, yet,” reminded Christopher. The look on his face was worrisome and tortured. 
 
    He led them down the hallway. They rounded a corner and almost collided with another individual dressed all in black, lying on the floor. They scooted around him and rushed toward a set of double doors at the end of the hallway. Christopher motioned with his hand for all of them to get down as they approached the door. Cautiously, he stood and looked through one of the windows in the door. After a quick glance, he spun rapidly to the side and hugged the wall. There was a look of concern on his face. 
 
    Another look, and another quick retreat. 
 
    Doug mouthed, “What is it?” 
 
    Christopher just shook his head and returned his attention to the windows. 
 
    A third look, and the same retreat. 
 
    This time, he motioned for Doug to come toward the door. Christopher slid down the wall to meet him, below eye shot of the window. The two talked for a few minutes in each other’s ears. Christopher reached inside his vest and produced a second handgun and handed it to Doug. He quickly flicked off the safety with his thumb and raised it to chest height as he moved to the other door. 
 
    Christopher counted down silently. On three, both of them popped up and looked out the windows, in opposing directions, before they dropped to the floor a few seconds later. They used hand signals to communicate with each other. It impressed Robert, the ease and expertise each of them did this with. There were no missed moves. No missed communications. Each message was succinct. 
 
    Doug held up 2 fingers and then slid his hand forward. Then he dropped both fingers and held up one, but didn’t move anything else. Christopher pointed straight out through the door, and Doug nodded in the affirmative. Christopher pointed behind him, in the opposite direction, and Doug made a zero with his fingers. 
 
    Christopher held up three fingers and then dropped them. Two more replaced them, but this time he moved his hand away from them. Then he pointed away from him. Doug nodded again, in agreement. 
 
    Christopher moved to Robert, Amy, and Jill and gathered them as close to each other as he could. “There are guards out there. They were not there when I came in. Doug and I will go create a distraction. I need you to follow Doug out the door, and keep moving. I mean it, keep moving. Do not stop or hesitate. I will be right behind you. Ok?” 
 
    All three looked at him with a blank stare and he reiterated, “Follow Doug,” before he returned to the door. 
 
    Another countdown and both Doug and Christopher took another quick look through the windows. This time there were no hand signals. Just a smile and a connection of the eyes that unified them into a single fighting force. 
 
    What happened next was all a blur of humanity and sounds to Robert. Doug and Christopher sprang through the doors, simultaneously. Each dispensing their targets before taking more than two steps out. Doug made a beeline to the left. Robert grabbed Amy and Jill and ran after him, stopping behind a row of crates that provided some cover from the hail of bullets that cracked against the concrete wall in front of them and the ceiling above. 
 
    To their left were the doors they’d just escaped through. On the right, was a ramp that led up and out of the underground loading dock they found themselves in. The ramp curved as it rose up and back out to street level. A hint of light shining on the ramp gave each member of the group a brief glimpse of freedom. A freedom separated from them by a constant shower of bullets that impacted the concrete around them, and occasionally sparked against one of the cars parked at the bottom of the ramp. 
 
    Doug jumped out from behind the crates and let off four shots before he spun back, beating the wall of lead aimed in his direction. A single slug grazed his right shoulder as he turned, causing him to flinch and grab the singed flesh. Christopher ran and slammed into the wall in front of them at full-speed, then took his place with his friends behind the crate. He pulled two clips out of his vest and passed one up to Doug. 
 
    He yelled over the dozens of mini-explosions going off around them, “Ok, we are going to give some cover fire, and then all move as a group, up the ramp and out of here. Stay as close to the wall as possible. The curve in it will provide some cover. Ready?” 
 
    No one waited for a reply this time. Doug and Christopher opened fire with a flurry of shots. Doug reloaded and then emptied half of the new clip, while motioning with his free hand for the others to run. 
 
    Robert, Jill, and Amy took off up the ramp with Doug and Christopher behind them, returning fire at their pursuers. The group stayed close to the wall and just as Christopher said, the gentle curve provided cover, aiding their getaway. The increasing glow of light caused each of them to pick up their pace.  Robert felt his lungs burning, and his heart pounding in his ears, but nothing would make him stop running. Freedom awaited them just around the next curve. The opening was within sight and they all took off, sprinting the last remaining feet. 
 
    The sight that greeted them at the top froze them in their tracks and chased the hope they’d felt from their minds. Marjorie stood at the top of the ramp, with a line of handlers holding automatic weapons pointed at the approaching group. Robert yanked Amy close him and turned to shield her from the volley of bullets he expected to arrive. 
 
    Instead, there were no shots fired. 
 
    Marjorie ordered, “Lay down your guns and your friends will live.” 
 
    Both Christopher and Doug slowly and deliberately lay their guns down on the ground. 
 
    “Back away.” 
 
    They did so, holding their hands up the whole time to show they were no longer a threat. 
 
    The line of handlers descended on the group, using zip ties to secure their hands. Amy wept as they placed a black hood back over her head again. 
 
    Before they placed the hood over Robert’s, he saw Marjorie walk over to Christopher and say, “Welcome, Christopher. I have been expecting you.” 
 
    Hooded, the handlers led them back down the ramp, through the hallway, and back to the familiar chairs. The handlers strapped them in, then left, once again in quiet darkness. 
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    Hours went by and they were left sitting there in the dark. Each stayed quiet, not knowing if they were alone or not. The sounds of people coming in and out of the doors echoed in the room, but no one approached them. The adrenaline rush from the escape had long since drained from each of their bodies and they were now entering a state where their bodies wanted to shut down and recuperate, but their mind said absolutely not. The internal battle ensued in Robert until he felt one side win and his head dropped forward as he drifted out of consciousness. 
 
    His trip only lasted a few moments. The lights above them flared on and the familiar clicking of Marjorie’s high heels entered the room. To Robert it sounded as though she entered from the side and stopped in the center. He could imagine her sitting there, posed, waiting for the spotlight to hit her as she flips the switch and becomes the ever cheerful and engaging mistress of ceremonies. His imagination was partially right. 
 
    She barked an order and the loud footsteps of the handlers approached the group. Robert mentally prepared himself to be unstrapped and forced into some competition, but the handler never reached him. Instead, he heard an occasional squeak move from his right and to the center of the floor. 
 
    “Welcome back, everyone. Look who has joined us. Christopher!” 
 
    Marjorie showed him off to the adoring camera like a trophy. 
 
    “He decided to come join us. How nice. How nice,” her voice dripped with sarcasm. “Seems you caused a little bit of a ruckus when you arrived, but not to fear, we know how to deal with that.” 
 
    At that moment there was a great wallop, followed by the sound of someone falling to the floor. Several seconds later the sound of several meaty kicks produced loud exhales, as they forced the air out of Christopher’s body. 
 
    Robert felt his muscles tense up. Without seeing it, he knew what was happening to his friend, but he was strapped down, unable to help. 
 
    There were several loud thumps, followed by another collapse onto the floor. 
 
    “Sit him up!” she barked before saying, “Again.” 
 
    The beating continued, with Christopher now sitting back up in his chair. Each impact sounding more muffled than the other. The entire time Christopher never begged for it to stop, or uttered a voluntary sound. There was a pause, and that angered Marjorie. “Why’d you stop?” 
 
    There was no reply, and she signaled for another handler to come over and resume Christopher’s welcome. This handler was more vicious, with blow after blow, in rapid succession. At the speed of the impacts, Christopher’s head didn’t complete its move to one side before the next blow sent it careening back. Robert couldn’t imagine he was still conscious through this. Not that Marjorie would have stopped, if he wasn’t. 
 
    The beating continued for almost a full ten minutes. To the SanSquad sitting there hooded, listening to their friend getting beat to a pulp, it seemed like an eternity. When it ended, there was a moment of silence, followed by one last loud open-handed slap, this one obviously from Marjorie, “That was for my cousin.” 
 
    She clapped and heavy footsteps approached the group once again. This time the handlers walked past and took up positions behind them. Another clap, and the handlers pulled their hoods off, allowing each to see the spectacle in the center of the room. He sat slumped, lifeless, in the chair. Blood dripping from his head into a large pool on the floor beneath him. There wasn’t an inch of flesh on his face not stained crimson by either blood or repeated impacts. 
 
    “As I agreed, if Christopher showed up, you are free to go. I, unlike him, am a woman of my word.” 
 
    Isaac appeared from a side door and walked over to Christopher’s battered body. He took off his sunglasses to inspect the work Marjorie’s team performed. He asked, “Is he ready?” 
 
    “Yes, he is all yours,” Marjorie said with a quick swipe of her hand. 
 
    “Let’s go, old friend. You have a lot to repay,” said Isaac, as he wheeled Christopher to the back of the room and out. The path took Christopher’s body by the SanSquad, giving each of them a good look at the lifeless eyes, buried in a sea of red. 
 
    The handlers replaced the hoods over the group. Robert struggled a little against his handler, but a quick elbow to the side of the neck brought him in line. Once covered, the handlers wheeled them out through the same back door. 
 
    The four were lined up at the same double doors they’d made their grand escape through earlier. One by one they felt a quick pinch in the neck and drifted into unconsciousness. The handlers loaded their limp bodies into the back of a van. like sacks of luggage. 
 
    Robert was the first to wake. He was lying on a bed next to Amy, who was stretched out beside him. A fog interfered with his thoughts, making him think they were back in Paris and this had all been a bad dream. Seeing Jill sit up, confused, in a bed next to their own, brought everything back into focus. 
 
    “Where the hell are we?” she asked. 
 
    Robert looked around at their surroundings. It had a very familiar appearance. 
 
    “Looks like a hotel room.” He then realized he was no longer in the boxer shorts he had spent the last few days wearing, but was now wearing sweatpants and a dark hoodie and dark sneakers. He looked at his sleeping bride, who wore a similar outfit, too. They all were. 
 
    He threw his feet out of bed and onto the ground. The motion made his head woozy as the poison that put them out still lingered. Letting a few minutes pass to steady himself, he made it to his feet and walked around the room. Carefully, he checked the bathroom and the kitchenette, stocked with food, for any unknown visitors. The four of them were alone. He then walked toward a window and opened the curtain to see outside. His eyes protested against the first exposure to sunlight in several days, but even through the discomfort, seeing the outside world was a welcome relief. From the window he saw a sprawling shopping district, the coastline, and an airport. 
 
    Doug was starting to wake up and Jill was up and moving around at this point. She had retrieved a few bottles of water from the refrigerator. She handed one to Doug and then sat next to Amy, who was trying to wake up herself. Jill gave her a few quick sips of water to help clear the cobwebs. 
 
    Robert looked down at the table that sat in front of the window. There was a folder sitting there, in clear view. He flipped it open. There were four tickets, with each of their names on them, for a flight from Macau International Airport to Los Angeles, for 4:15 pm local time. The clock on the nightstand that sat in between the beds said it was 8:31 am. Under the tickets, there was a stack of cash. It had to be their take. Even in these situations, they were still paid. 
 
    Robert picked up the tickets and said, “Well, we aren’t in Kansas anymore and it seems they want us to get out of here, too.” 
 
    Doug joined Robert at the table and looked at the tickets. “Macau? Wait. Where the hell is Christopher?” 
 
    Jill said, “They took him. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    “Shit. That’s right.” Then Doug’s expression changed. “Hold on a minute.” He walked to the door and opened it a few inches, then closed it without a sound. 
 
    “Just as I thought. We have a tail.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “There is a guy right outside our room. He is probably there to make sure we get on that flight.” 
 
    Robert said, “Sounds like a good idea to me.” 
 
    Doug argued, “We can’t leave Christopher.” 
 
    No one in the group said anything. They all looked at each other with the same blank expression on their faces. Inside, each of them wanted to head back to the safety of their home, but deep inside they knew Doug was right. They couldn’t leave Christopher there. 
 
    Jill was the first to confirm what they were all thinking, “He is right, you know. Christopher risked everything to save us. I know I questioned him earlier, but he came. He risked his life. You all saw the beating he took.” 
 
    Robert looked at Amy and then pulled her ticket out of the stack. “I want to send Amy home. She doesn’t need to do this.” Doug nodded. 
 
    “Wait a minute. Hell, no. Christopher is my friend, too. I am not going anywhere. Especially unless you all are coming with me.” 
 
    Jill said, “Then it’s settled. Now what?” 
 
    “I have some buddies that can help us, but there is something we need to do first.” 
 
    “What is that?”, asked Robert. 
 
    “Jill, do you remember that time you made yourself vomit on the show?” 
 
    “Yeah, why?” 
 
    “I need a distraction.” Doug walked back to the kitchenette. “What was it? A bunch of carbonated soda?” 
 
    “Yep. I downed them fast.” 
 
    Doug searched through the refrigerator and emerged with bottles of sugary carbonated drink. “Get drinking, girl.” 
 
    Twenty minutes later, the door of the room flung open and Jill emerged vomiting out on the stoop in front of their third-floor room. The tail, an Asian man in a dark suit standing four doors down by the stairs looked surprised. Doug ran after Jill, holding her hair and trying to help her. 
 
    “Hey you. Do you understand English?”, Doug yelled in his direction. 
 
    The tail said, “Yes.” 
 
    “We need help. She is very sick and dying. Can you get help?” 
 
    The man stood there, just looking at the scene. 
 
    “Come on, buddy. We need some help,” Doug yelled again. 
 
    This time the man walked toward them. Doug whispered to Jill, “Keep it up for just another few seconds. He is coming this way.” 
 
    The man stopped  beside Jill. “Are you going to get help?” Doug asked again. 
 
    He didn’t move or say anything. Doug then said, “Fine. You come over here and hold her while I go call for help.” Jill let out another stomach-turning gag and the man walked around her to take over for Doug. When he was directly behind her, Doug delivered a mule kick to his midsection, sending him flying back into the room. Robert wrapped him in a sheet around his body and Amy pulled a pillowcase tightly over his head. 
 
    Doug told Jill, “Okay, that is enough puke queen.” She got up off the concrete walkway and waked inside, followed by Doug, who shut the door.  
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Game Master 
 
    Follow the SanSquad in their next adventure in Part 3, Game Master: Reboot.  
 
    With one of their own in danger, Robert and Doug reached out to past players of the game, with very special skills, to help mount a rescue. During their efforts, Robert learned more about the origin of the game, his friend’s past, those that control it, and himself. He found himself immersed in a Cold War battle to save their friend. Their adversary, an ex-KGB super spy, now turned arms dealer, and considered one of the most dangerous men walking the planet.  
 
      
 
    Will the skills Robert learned playing the game help him in this real-world raid? There are no trick CGI or trap doors here. The threats are all real. 
 
      
 
    Ripped straight for today's news headlines, book two of this technothriller and espionage-based series thrust the read through the veil of mystery and into the real horrors that exist in the underground world of the Dark Web. If you don't believe this world exists, you need to wake up. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    What Did You Think of Game Master: Game On? 
 
    First of all, thank you for purchasing Game Master: Game On. I know you could have picked any number of books to read, but you picked this book and for that I am extremely grateful. 
 
    I hope that it provided you a few moments of enjoyment. If so, it would be really nice if you could share this book with your friends and family by posting to Facebook and Twitter. 
 
    If you enjoyed this book and found some benefit in reading this, I’d like to hear from you and hope that you could take some time to post a review on Amazon. Your feedback and support will help this author to greatly improve his writing craft for future projects and make this book even better. 
 
    You can follow this link to Game Master: Game On now. 
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