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Thursday, January 16
th
 

5:35 p.m. 

 

Martin Verducia was a wanted man, wanted by a Mexican drug cartel for arguing with 

Julio Viola, the cartel boss. That Martin chose to come out of hiding to shoot Julio didnôt make 

his killing less urgent for the cartel, just far bloodieréprobably involving a chain saw instead of 

a boring silencer.  

ñThatôs excellent work this afternoon, Doug,ò Martin declared confidently. 

ñCool, the feds have the whole cartel running scared tonight,ò Doug said while taking the 

$5,000 cash payment from Martin. ñLemme know if you need anything else this week.ò 

Doug sat down in his car and drove out of the Morristown library parking lot. Until four 

hours ago, Martin wasnôt comfortable staying in one place for more than ten minutes. He 

certainly had no intention of staying in Morristown after shooting Julio at noon just a few miles 

away. But the report that Doug provided him gave him a sense of security he thought heôd lost 

for good in the weeks since his falling out with Julio.  

Martin had instructed Doug to stand across the street from Toddôs restaurant, watch every 

detail following the attempted shooting of Julio. There was no guarantee that Martinôs shooting 

would work in killing Julio or even injure him. Because of this, Martin needed all the 

information Doug could gather once he got the shots off and drove away. 

When Doug reported that Julio went down from at least two shots, one to the body and 

one to the face, Martin was mildly pleased. Yet, upon learning that the Feds rushed in, won a gun 

battle with the cartel security and took Julio into custody, Martin leapt in the air like a seven year 

old boy getting his first little league hit.  

At that moment, he wished for Julio to be alive, if only to realize how Martin was right in 

their argument over the killing of Darryl Ludsten. The feds rushing in proved it. Peter Hansen 

had cracked, had gone to the authorities. And Martin told Julio this was the big risk if he went 

ahead in the whacking of Darryl Ludsten. Julio, in his damn pigheadedness, chose to eliminate 

Martin from the picture instead of listening to sound reason. Now, he was going to pay. Now, his 

cartel was at risk. Now, Julioôs compound in Mexico was likely being attacked by rival cartels 

because they sensed weakness. Now, Martin could laugh. Just for a short while.  

As Martin sat in his Lincoln town car, he started thinking about another key nugget in 

Dougôs report: after the shootout in front of Toddôs restaurant, Doug was instructed to go over to 

Peter Hansenôs office. Funny thing though. The PLH office was sealed up by the FBI with a 

large investigation notice on the front door. What Doug didnôt know and had Martin most 

interested in learning was the fate of the Hansen family. Martin could have kept Peter from 

cracking up, even after the Darryl murder. It would have been difficult, but that was his 

specialty. Julio laughed mightily when Martin told him that if he were replaced, things would get 

too disrupted. For one, Peter might freak out too much, he told Julio. Who knew if this was what 

ultimately set him over the edge, but Peter must have been wondering if Julio was setting the 

stage for a new money launderer to replace PLH.  And anybody spending five minutes with Julio 

would know that he preferred to eliminate loose strings.  

The Hansens were either on the run or under some type of witness protection from the 

feds. The latter was way more likely, since Peter was fully aware of how suicidal it would be to 

betray Julio to the feds without significant protection from authorities.  



Martin wasnôt totally surprised to hear of the PLH office closing, sealed up by the FBI, 

because all evidence Peter had against the cartel ran through his firm. It wasnôt like he was free 

and clear of the cartel forever, though - Julioôs brother, Ronaldo, was a pretty capable guy ï 

leading Martin to think that he had maybe a week or two to set his new plan in motion.  

ñGil, itôs Martin, we need to talk.ò 

ñMartin! Where the hell have you been?ò Gil shouted into the cell phone. ñJorge isnôt 

answering his phone today and I havenôt heard from you in like two months.ò 

Martin adjusted the seat in his town car. ñGil, I am back on the team, so youôll be talking 

with me and my people from now on. Jorge got tired of babysitting you.ò 

He didnôt want to tell Gil that Jorge was likely in jail along with his cousin Julio. That 

was a detail that could only confuse the situation. So Gil had to believe that the cartel was still 

very much involved in the selling of the negative Zyptorin trial results to Distal Pharmaceuticals 

competitor, Sismac PLC. This was Julioôs latest brain storm a few months ago.  

Zyptorin was a leading artery plaque reduction drug which claimed to be at least 40% 

more effective than Balentor its competitor drug. The drug trial for Zyptorin was focused on 

proving those claims. 

The cartelôs plan went like this. Julio already stood to gain from the insider trade of the 

Zyptorin results, whatever they were, but what if they could sell a guaranteed negative result to a 

competitor? A competitor that had been suing Distal for five years. A competitor that hoped to 

eliminate Distal. A competitor named Sismac PLC.  

All of this was conceived shortly following the first meeting with Nick Johnson. Martinôs 

last assignment before being replaced by Julioôs cousin Jorge, was to meet with the VP and 

Treasurer of Sismac and negotiate a deal. Martin had no idea if Sismac would be open to his 

initial gesture, but their head legal guy called right back on his cell phone and said the company 

treasurer would do the negotiating on behalf of Sismac. He never officially acknowledged to 

Martin that they were going to do any deal, though.  

When the treasurer met with Martin in late November, the deal changed slightly. Sismac 

would make a payment of $100 million to PLH, Inc if two things happened: 1) the Zyptorin trial 

delivered a negative result and 2) Sismac was able to purchase Distal Pharmaceuticals for at least 

15% less than where the stock was trading in late November. To Martin, it was clear that Sismac 

was concerned that Distal could spin a negative result for its precious Zyptorin drug in a vague 

press release that limited the damage to the company and its stock. For Sismac, the drug trial was 

a means to an end, the end being a purchase of Distal Pharmaceuticals on the cheap. If they 

couldnôt achieve that end, no money for their cartel friends.  

Andrew Rogers was the head researcher on the Zyptorin trial, the one guy who could 

control the outcome. Andrew was not easy to find, however. It wasnôt like he was in the yellow 

pages under medical researchers. It took bugging the conference room where the trial steering 

committee met to deliver Andrew to the Viola cartel. His name came up in the second meeting 

Nick Johnson attended.  

The conference room bug also revealed that the Zyptorin trial was not going well, likely 

headed for a very negative headline in the press for Distal. Martin loved this news. For sure, 

Andrew would have more difficulty changing the Zyptorin trial result from a positive to a 

negative. Since Zyptorin was proving not to be an effective drug, Martin knew that leaning on 

Andrew would be easier.  



Andrew Rogers didnôt quite see it that way, however, when Gilôs team of two met up 

with him. Apparently, he put up quite a struggle and they had to rough him up a bit to subdue 

him. But the guy was married with one child, so he did eventually listen to what they had to say.  

ñI have the Rogers fellow under control,ò Gil stated firmly. ñHe keeps telling me thereôs 

no reason for my violent style because the Zyptorin trial already isnôt going Distalôs wayéitôs 

not even close.ò 

The second part of the deal with Sismac was proving to be the most troublesome to 

Martin. And it really pissed off Julio because he was smart enough to know that his cartel 

couldnôt necessarily control the movement of Distalôs stock. Whether Sismac could purchase 

Distal was subject to so many factors beyond the cartelôs control. When Martin relayed this news 

to Julio, they got into a huge argument. Martin tried explaining to him that the Sismac treasurer 

was fully prepared to walk out of the negotiating room if they insisted on the $100 million for 

just insuring a negative result from the Zyptorin trial. Looking back on it, that was the nail in the 

coffin for his relationship with the cartel boss.   

ñGil, you do understand that you donôt mention that to anybody, got it?ò 

ñWhat the hell are you talking about, man?ò Gil shouted into the phone. ñIôm not some 

loser rookie you grabbed off the street!ò 

ñGil, calm down, I know youôre highly skilledé.itôs just that this is a business deal that 

weôve never been involved with before. Julio sees this as a step up for our organization and heôs 

paranoid about blowing it.ò 

Gil didnôt respond for a few seconds and Martin began to think of something else to say 

to calm him down.  

ñAll righté.I can appreciate Julio being sensitive about all of this, so I wonôt hold your 

loose lips warning against you, Martin.ò 

ñThatôs good to hear, Gil.ò 

ñWhy donôt we talk next week,ò Gil offered. ñThereôs really nothing to report on my end. 

We just need to keep Andrew Rogers from freaking out on us, more than anything. Heôs no flight 

risk.ò 

ñOkay, Gil, sounds like youôre on top of everything.ò 

ñHey, if you talk to Oleg, tell him I have something for him and KareléHeôll be very 

pleased with me.ò 

 

*****  

 

Oleg and Karel were sitting in Dr. Johnsonôs clinic parking lot, like they had been doing 

all that week. Around 5:30 that evening, Oleg could have sworn he saw somebody running 

through the parking garage. He left the car to check it out. Dr. Johnson had been staying later at 

work all week, by about 40 minutes and they were planning on asking him that coming weekend 

what was up. It was while Oleg was walking up the parking ramp to the garage that four police 

cars raced into the parking lot and arrested Karel. Oleg thought about trying to save Karel, but he 

counted seven officers. Plus, most of his firepower was back in the car. So, he quickly escaped 

through the back door of the parking garage and ran through the office park until he found a 

residential neighborhood.  

Then things got weird. As he was jogging up Maple Street, an elderly woman popped out 

of the house he was passing and yelled to him, 



ñJerry, what are you doing out there in the cold? Get insideéI need some help in the 

kitchen.ò 

Oleg looked at her and decided a delusional, elderly woman might make a good hideout. 

The home was a white Victorian home that could easily have been 100 years old. The paint job 

looked fresh and nothing in the landscaping looked ill cared for. Two sets of wind chimes hung 

on the rafters of the front porch. He entered the home which reeked of mothballs. The woman 

herself smelled like she had a few of them in her pockets. Her name was Shelly. Jerry, as it 

turned out, was Shellyôs dead husband. The place looked kept up on first glance and, as Oleg 

entered the kitchen, his eyes zoned in on a bucket of Kentucky Fried Chicken on the kitchen 

table. 

ñI just got home with it,ò Shelly said, pointing to the bucket.  

Oleg turned and noticed a Pacman game machine in the corner of the kitchen, by the door 

to the backyard. 

ñThatôs what I need help with,ò she told Oleg. ñI canôt make it work.ò 

Oleg walked over to the machine, quickly noticing that it wasnôt plugged in. One of the 

prongs to plug was bent in so he worked to bend it back into place. Once plugged in, the machine 

lit  up and began to run just fine. Shelly started clapping wildly.  

 Shelly still drove apparently. An Oldsmobile Cutluss was in the driveway. Oleg walked 

around the downstairs and didnôt see any family pictures on the walls or anyplace. Just paintings, 

of beaches and the countryside. They sat down at the kitchen table and began to eat the chicken.  

ñShelly, what are you going to do with the rest of this,ò Oleg said. ñWe canôt eat all of 

this.ò 

ñOh, hon, have you forgotten? We always take what we donôt eat down to the homeless 

shelter each night,ò she replied. Shelly stood to open the refrigerator. ñSee, today we had Taco 

Bell for lunch and weôll take these leftovers along with the chicken down to the shelter in a bit.ò 

Shelly walked over to the Pacman machine and began playing like a possessed teen. Her 

elbows flapped up a breeze as each giggle left her lungs. After maybe twenty minutes she 

stopped.  

ñTime to take all of this food to the shelter,ò she told Oleg.  

Oleg looked in the hallway closet and found one of Jerryôs old hats. He put it on for a 

semi-disguise out in public. Shelly grabbed his arm so he could escort her out to her Oldsmobile.  

 

*****  

 

Martin knew he could breathe easier, but he needed to find someone to see the Sismac 

deal through to the end. There wasnôt a whole lot to do.  Sismac probably didnôt want to ever 

meet with the cartel againé.for sure, they knew what kind of people they were dealing with.  

Someone on the committee needed to take charge and sway the Zyptorin decision so 

negatively that Distal couldnôt spin it in the press. As Martin studied and learned about these 

committees, he realized the power they had. Power over the pharmaceutical companies, power 

over the news agencies, and power over the medical communities. While Martin didnôt believe 

that Nick Johnson could sway the committee, he did find one man up to the job: David Clark. 

After listening to the bugged tapes, David Clark dominated the room with his presence, leading 

the discussions every meeting. Martin needed to approach him soon. 

One other detail Martin knew he had to take care of was the payment by Sismac. He had 

set up the $100 million payment to be made to PLH, but the feds now controlled this entity. 



Somehow, Martin had to figure out a way to get Sismac on board with changing the payment 

instructions without raising suspicions. He probably would only get one shot at talking with the 

Treasurer of Sismac and change the directions for the pay out. Of course, Martin knew that he 

would also need to set up the right bank account to handle a large wire transfer like $100 million. 

This would likely mean coming up with the right fake corporate papers for whatever corporation 

he was going to put on the name of the bank account. This could take a few weeks because he 

could not use the people he always used while with Julio. That world was dead and Martin had to 

recreate a fake document team. Not that he didnôt know people outside of Julioôs world, he just 

needed to know who he could trust and that would take some time. It was a good thing this drug 

trial was still a few months away from the finish line.  

Martin kept telling himself that continuing the Sismac sale without the cover of Julioôs 

cartel wasnôt out of his league. He could do this. He put this whole deal together from the start. 

Julio was simply the money guy. Martin believed that was the reason why Julio ultimately 

soured on him. Yet, if he were still tied to Julioôs hip, he too would have been wrangled up by 

the feds. For that, Martin was grateful and ready to pounce on this new opportunity. 

 

 



 

Thursday, January 16
th
 

5:45 p.m. 

 

What the hell was Nick Johnson gonna do now? The cops were still outside searching the 

property for Oleg and his mind was filled with all the backtracking from his plan that had to be 

done. If he hadnôt gone into the conference room and seen the cops out in front of his building, 

he might have proceeded with his plan to disappear for two years halfway across the country - 

his family in complete turmoil, all for nothing. 

That thought was just too horrible to focus on for more than a few seconds, so Nickôs 

mind moved on; with the cartel being rounded up by the feds, could his life be returned to 

normal? Of course, nobody close to him was aware of what was going on with these cartel thugs 

and his plan to fake his death. Normal was what his family thought for him, so normal he had to 

act. Problemé.his practice had bloody hand marks on the hallway and office walls and blood on 

the carpet. All from the effort to fake a crime scene, his crime scene.  

A police siren went off and he ran into the conference to look out the window. Nothing. 

Nobody scurrying around, guns drawn. Three officers were talking in the parking lot while 

Olegôs partner remained sitting in the back of one of the squad cars. It was strangely quiet in the 

clinic. All the time he prepared for his crime scene that night, it felt like the whole world was 

watching him, waiting to bust open his grand plans. With this latest development, however, the 

only presence he felt was his heart beating at a cardiac pace.  

After walking back to the crime area, he managed to clean up everything that looked out 

of order. All but the blood on the walls and carpet. There were two hand marks on the walls, one 

on the doorframe to his office and one in the hallway leading to the staff door.  It dawned on him 

as he sat in his office for a moment that the color of the hallway and doorframe was close enough 

to a can of paint his family had in their garage. Susan painted their basement bathroom last 

summer with this color. A few swaths of paint across the bloody marks could be explained away 

to Mary and Melanie as color experimentation for a new paint job. Mary had been on him for a 

few years to move away from the off white color on the walls of the clinic. Now was her chance. 

This paint swath plan meant Nick getting up early the next morning to paint over the bloody 

marks. And the blood stain in the carpet didnôt look like a blood stain unless you were a crime 

scene examiner looking for such clues.  

So, he needed to get home. Act like everything was normal. Oleg was most likely on the 

run.  Nick couldnôt wait to get the hell off of the Zyptorin drug committee. Normal was sounding 

pretty damn good. 

Of course, there was the explaining to his family about the Hansens ï how they got into 

the situation that they did with the cartel and how his son, Tom, likely would never see Peter 

Hansenôs son, Charlie, again. At least for a few years until they both were 18.  Tom was not 

going to take this well.  

 

*****  

 

The drive out of the clinic parking garage was uneventful, though he half expected Oleg 

to jump out at him from the back seat. It didnôt make much sense for Oleg to come after him no 

matter how pissed off he was. He had to know nothing of what happened with the feds was 

Nickôs doing. Where he went after the cops raided the parking lot was anybodyôs guess. Oleg 



must have seen the cops or something, but why leave his partner behind? Though the smart thing 

to do was to be heading fast toward Canada, Nickôs best thinking had Oleg hiding out 

somewhere in either his office building or one of the buildings nearby.  

How was he going to play it cool with his family because he didnôt want them to know 

that they all had been given a second lease on their life together? They didnôt need to ever learn 

about Oleg and the threats he made to Nickôs family on behalf of Julioôs cartel. His family came 

within ten minutes of believing that he had been killed in some horrific crime at his clinic. Sure, 

they might have been able to stick together upon Nick returning after two years, but the odds of 

that happening werenôt great in his mind. His whole body was shaking with excitement during 

the drive home. Everything inside him needed to calm way down. Susan would obsess about 

Oleg if she learned of his attack on Nick and would go nuts if she realized that he was still 

running loose after the feds invasion. This subject, then, was off limits forever.  

ñHey, sweetie,ò Susan welcomed from the kitchen. ñHow was your day?ò 

ñOh, fine, I got a lot done.ò Nick leaned in for a hug and kiss by the hot oven. The hug 

and kiss were a little more affectionate than usual but Susan didnôt say anything. 

 ñTomôs wondering about Charlie. I guess he didnôt show up for school today and nobody 

is at the Hansen house. Tom thinks they went on a vacation without telling him.ò 

He looked at Susan and she smiled sweetly. Just how to drop this bomb on his family was 

still escaping him. They were going to be really pissed at him for holding this information from 

them this whole time. But it had to be done. Right then. 

ñTom, can you come into the kitchen, please?ò he yelled upstairs. ñI need to talk with you 

and your mother about something.ò 

Susan reached for his arm. ñNick, whatôs up?ò She was no longer smiling.  

ñLetôs all sit at the table,ò he told her. ñThis is big news.ò  

Tom rumbled down the front stairs and entered the kitchen. 

ñDinner, ready?ò he said, while scratching his stomach. 

ñAlmost, Tom,ò Susan said, ñYour dad wants us to sit down at the table. He has 

something to tell us.ò 

They both sat down, looking up at Nick with confused and slightly worried faces. He 

smiled at them to take the pressure off but he didnôt want to smile too hard because his news 

wasnôt good news. At least not for Tom. The Hansen situation didnôt affect Susan all that much.   

ñGuys, I really donôt know how to say thiséso I think Iôll just come out and say it. Tom, 

Mr. Hansen got involved with a drug cartel that was forcing him to use his investment business 

as a money laundering unit for them. How he got involved with them, I donôt know. But, 

ultimately, things got so bad and dangerous for him and his family that they had to seek federal 

witness protection.ò 

Susanôs eyes grew huge. ñAnd all of this happened today? Thatôs why Charlie missed 

school and nobodyôs at their house?ò 

He nodded his head. 

ñSo, theyôre all gone, never to be seen again?ò Charlie screamed out.  

ñTom, Iôm not sure how witness protection works, but Iôd guess that you wonôt see 

Charlie at least for a few years.ò 

Tom put his head into his hands. ñOh, my god! This sucks so hard!ò 

The kitchen was quiet for a minute.  

ñAnd Peter never told you about any of this?ò Susan asked Nick. 



Why would she ask him that, of all the things she could come up? Why not ask him how 

he knew what he knew. That was more reasonable. Either way, though, he had to keep lying to 

his family and he was sick and tired of lying. 

ñWell, he told me he was having problems with his business,ò he replied. ñBut I had no 

idea things were so bad that witness protection came into the picture.ò 

ñI cannot imagine what that family is going through tonight!ò Susan yelled. She started to 

cry, which caught Nick off guard. He really didnôt think she would be too upset at all of this 

news about the Hansens.   

Tom looked up at him with red, puffed up eyes, then began to shake his head.  

ñCan these Mexicans find the Hansens?ò Tom asked. ñI hear theyôre worse than the 

mobé.the feds better know what theyôre doing.ò 

ñTom, people are very hard to find under this system,ò Nick said while reaching for 

Tomôs hands. ñPeople only get found if they make mistakes and leave their area and try to re-

enter their old life.ò 

Susan stood up and hugged the two of them. ñThis makes me appreciate our family so 

much more, you know, guys.ò 

ñThatôs right, honey!ò Nick blirted out. ñWeôre very lucky to have each other.ò 

Tom was getting uncomfortable so he was let out of the hug. 

ñWhy donôt I check on dinner,ò Susan said. 

ñWait ótil the guys hear about Charlieé.ò Tom started. 

ñUh, Tom, I wouldnôt say anything to anybody right now, just to be safe. Let the news 

come out on its own.ò 

ñHow the heck is that going to happen?ò Tom asked. 

ñOh, you never know.ò 

ñRightéwell, how did you learn of all this information, Honey?ò Susan inquired.  

Finally. Heôd been working on this explanation since the cop told him at the clinic all that 

was happening with the Hansens.  

He looked at Susan and Tom, trying to crack a warm smile. ñPeter had left instructions 

for the feds to let me know what happened today to his family. Thatôs where I was the past 

hour.ò 

ñPeter told you more details about what was wrong with his firm than youôre telling us, 

Nick,ò Susan declared. ñWhy else would he want the FBI or whoever to tell you what happened 

to the Hansen family?ò 

ñHe told me some more nasty details that you guys donôt need to know,ò he said. 

ñTheyôre really not important now, anyway.ò 

Susan laughed oddly. 

ñSo youôre saying that Charlieôs dad was a real criminal?ò Tom asked. 

The kitchen went quiet before Susan let out a loud, frustrated sigh. She always liked 

doing that when things got dramatic. 

ñTom, youôre dad does not want us to know anything more and we need to respect that,ò 

Susan declared.  

Nick went into the family room to sit down with the morning paper. Dinner would be 

ready in 15 minutes. Nothing exciting was being talked about in the news, at least not in northern 

New Jersey. The Hansen family ordeal would make great headlines for sure.  

 



 

Thursday, January 16
th
 

6:30 p.m. 

 

David Clark waltzed into Andersonôs, a premier steak restaurant in Summit, NJ. He and 

his wife Toni had eaten at this restaurant just last week, but David was not there to dine. He had 

an upgrade in mind, a golf club upgrade, to the most respected club in the state: Baltusrol. To 

accomplish this, David had to talk with the right people. And that meant for this night a dinner 

meeting at Andersonôs. The choice of Walter Masters, Davidôs target for Baltusrol admission. 

ñWalter, itôs great to see you!ò David exclaimed after finding Walter Masters at the bar of 

the restaurant. 

ñDavid, itôs been close to a year since we last met,ò Walter stated. ñHow have you been?ò 

It took more than money and connections to get into a club like Baltusrol. A family tree 

of old money and high powered careeréDavid Clark was worried he didnôt have what it took.  

ñToni and I just got back from our home in Miami, so I feel refreshed and rested for the 

rest of the winter.ò 

David and Walter knew each other while at Princeton. They were never roommates but 

good drinking buds nonetheless. Walter ran a decent sized hedge fund in New York City and 

David figured he was worth over $100 million. Their families intermingled in the early years but 

that faded as Walter and his wife, Sofia, began to run in completely different and much wealthier 

circles than David and Toni. Walter and David did manage, however, to have drinks or dinner at 

least once a year and to make time at college reunions. It was a strange relationship, in Davidôs 

mind.  

ñYes, I hear Toniôs kicking some butt at CBS these days,ò Walter offered. 

David smiled. ñSheôs doing great. I couldnôt be prouder.ò 

Toni couldnôt stand being around Walter anymore. They hadnôt seen each other for nearly 

four years, as Toni found him to have grown too intolerable to be around. David did not tell his 

wife that he was meeting Walter for dinner. 

ñWell, Sofia sends her love. Bobby is preparing for a tennis tournament in Philadelphia 

this weekend, so that has got her insanely busy.ò 

ñI bet it does, thatôs fantastic that heôs doing that well in tennis. Heôll be in Junior High 

next year, right?ò 

ñThatôs right,ò Walter said as the two of them sat down at their table. The dining area was 

about 3/4 full. 

The waiter arrived at their table, eagerly informing the two patrons of the evening 

specials. The grilled Halibut sounded especially pleasing to David. 

ñSoéhowôs the life at Distal these days?ò Walter asked. 

ñGood, goodéthe drug trial Iôm on is big news for that corporation, though Jim Newell 

clearly isnôt going to see it through. Gotta feel for the guy.ò 

Former Distal CEO Jim Newell had emerged from his coma back in November but was a 

mess in the head apparently. The Distal board named Robert Olsen as CEO just before 

Christmas. David Clark had placed three calls into Robertôs office for a lunch appointment with 

the new CEO. Nothing scheduled quite yet. 

ñYeah, the Distal stock has a lot riding on that trial. Of course, telling me anything about 

the trial would be grossly illegal, so letôs drop this discussion.ò 



David laughed before taking a long sip of his Asian beer. He loved with every ounce of 

his body the fact that he had information meaningful to Walter Masters. A moment to savor, 

indeed.  

ñI should tell you now that the membership committee at Baltusrol found your interest in 

our club to be intriguing,ò Walter stated. ñYouôre not only a surgeon to them, David. Your 

consulting to Distal has broadened your appeal. That said, youôll need to prove yourself under 

the new CEO.ò 

ñWell, I appreciate those kind words Walter, I really do.ò 

The problem for David Clark was simply that his consulting days at Distal were in fact 

numbered unless something dramatic happened, something that even he couldnôt dream of. He 

had continued his consulting assignments at Distal even with Robert Olsen on board, but the tone 

had changed considerably over the past month. David was told to report through Jacob 

Stevenson, a corporate manager and a much lower rank in the corporate structure than the senior 

vice president he had been reporting to under Jim Newell. To make matters worse, David had 

been invited to the Distal campus only twice since Jim Newellôs heart attack. Under Jimôs 

direction, David was asked to provide expert opinion on various drug and procedures throughout 

the industry. Jacob Stevenson, however, wasnôt interested in any of that; instead, David was 

asked about basic cardiac procedures that any medical intern could provide.  

Those werenôt the words David was looking for from Walter. He knew he had made 

some enemies over the years at the club and considerable work needed to be done if he stood a 

chance of getting in.  

ñSo, tell me, what is Robert Olsen like?ò Walter asked. 

David couldnôt wait for the waiter to arrive with the appetizers. He knew this question 

was bound to surface at some point of the dinner, but this was very early on. It was going to be a 

long night.  

ñWell, he has been so busy the first month on the job trying to stabilize that company that 

we havenôt found the time to sit down,ò I said flatly. ñItôll happen.  

David gave Walter Masters a wink of confidence and it was all that he had. No real 

substance to back it up. No corporate mojo on his side.  

ñThatôs understandable,ò Walter said while taking a bite into his salad that had just 

arrived. 

ñWhat else is going on with you guys besides tennis?ò David asked. ñNot to take 

anything away from Bobbyôs successéò 

ñThis is a regional quarterfinal heôs playing in actually,ò Walter inserted. ñHeôs playing a 

kid from Boston to start out.ò 

ñMan, Bostonéwow.ò 

ñOutside of that, Sofia has been consumed by the death of her mother two months ago. 

Heart attack, out of the blue.ò 

ñOh, Iôm sorry to hear that,ò David offered. His shrimp cocktail was too cold so he only 

took a few bites. Every time he met with Walter he felt the pressure to ask some intelligent 

question about the hedge fund Walter ran. David couldnôt think of anything tonight, however.  

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

6:05 a.m. 

 

Nick Johnson didnôt need a whole lot of time this morning to paint over the two blood 

spots near his office, maybe ten minutes before Mary and Melanie arrived around 7:40. 

Sometimes one of them was in closer to 7:30 so it was a little tricky on the timing. If he left too 

early, Susan was bound to get suspicious because this was something he never did; some people 

are morning people, not him.  

ñYou going on your run?ò he asked Susan. 

ñSureéit looks like the rain is going to hold off for an hour or so,ò Susan replied. ñWhat 

are you doing up?ò 

Sitting at the edge of the bed, he began to rub his head. ñBad headache and canôt sleep.ò 

ñOh, itôs probably the stress from the Hansenôs ordeal yesterday, sweetieéyou should 

relax. Itôs not like itôs any of your fault.ò 

Damn straight it wasnôt any of his fault! Susan would never have any idea the crushing 

irony in that statement but it hit him like a ton of bricks.  

ñYeah, I guess youôre right. I think Iôm going to head into the office a little early to look 

over some files. The officer distracted me yesterday afternoonéI didnôt get to them.ò 

ñOkay, well if I donôt see you before I get back from my run, make sure to have a great 

day, okay sweetie?ò Susan stated before leaning in with a kiss on the forehead.  

She was awfully perky in the mornings. A little too perky. 

After a quick shower and shave, Nick headed downstairs to stir up the can of paint in the 

garage. It looked good last night upon his examination. His left thigh was real sore from last 

eveningôs attempt at leaving a flesh sample at the crime scene. It wouldnôt be a major problem 

for him, however.  

Tom was still fast asleep but Susan would be sure to roust him around 7:00 for a shower 

and breakfast. He usually got out the door by 7:40 in the mornings. 

Tom and Nick made plans to do something cool on Saturday. While sitting on the couch 

together last night, it wasnôt clear to Nick what his son meant by cool but it was his idea. And 

that was cool with Nick. It was like he was sharing in his overwhelming joy over their new lease 

on life as a family. Somehow, unconsciously, sharing in that joy.  

Nick arrived at the clinic at 7:20 and quickly opened the doors. A cop was sitting in a 

squad car at the north end of the parking lot, an obvious and dismal signal to him that Oleg had 

not been caught. Why they thought he would be stupid enough to hang around here was beyond 

Nick.  

The paint from his garage actually blended in decently with his clinic wall color though 

one could still see the difference in tone. The blood spots looked much brighter in the daylight 

than under his office lights last evening. They required liberal coating that made him nervous 

about him being careless of dripping. Mary and Melanie walked in together and were laughing 

loudly about something. 

ñGood morning ladies, can one of you help me in here?ò 

They both walked down the hallway, clearly in shock that he had beat them into the 

clinic. The sight of him painting certainly didnôt help to put them at ease.  

ñWhat on godôs green earth are you doing, Nick!ò Melanie shouted. 

The second layer on the door frame was being brushed in as they approached him. 



ñHey, gals. Can one of you grab a towel to prevent dripping here? I thought Iôd try out 

some paint colors to shake some things up around here.ò 

Mary started laughing again. ñSo, you started with the door frame to test out the color? 

Why donôt you lay a swath out on that wall over there?ò 

She pointed to the long wall in his office.  

Melanie had found two patient gowns to put down under the paint. ñHere, these should 

work. I really donôt see why you started all of this before we got here. Plus, this does seem to be 

an after work kind of thing. The patients arenôt going to like fresh paint fumes.ò 

He looked her and smiled.  

ñWell?ò Melanie prompted. 

ñItôs a wonderful morning, isnôt it?ò he asked both of his nurses. 

They looked at each other like he had been kidnapped by aliens from planet kooko and 

burst into laughter.  

ñNick, is this one of your mid life spazzes again?ò Mary asked. ñDidnôt you just have one 

of these two months ago?ò 

ñNo, itôs nothing like that,ò he said. ñI saw this can of paint lying on my garage floor this 

morning and I thought, ówhat the heck?ôò 

Mary walked further into his office, then stood with her hands on her hips to assess the 

new paint color.  

ñI donôt know, Nick. Itôs too similar to what we currently have, donôt you think?ò Mary 

stated. ñOh, I forgoté.what the heck is that cop car doing here in the parking lot?ò 

His head spun around.  

ñGood question. Why donôt you go ask him?ò 

He knew they wouldnôt. 

ñWell, maybe we should run my fan in here,ò Melanie said. ñItôs getting pretty fumy.  

She ran down the hallway to her desk and was back quickly with her fan. Melanie 

cracked open the window in his office, sat the fan outside the door and aimed it toward the 

window.  

ñDonôt you think thatôs a bit overkill?ò Mary asked. 

ñNo,ò Melanie snapped. ñThis office needs fresh air anyway. At least until the first 

patient arrives.ò 

There were two appointments for 8:10 - they needed to get set up for that and cut out the 

chit chat in his office. The paint was starting to dry already. 

ñLinda James is back with her bronchitis,ò Mary said from her front desk. 

ñShe was here last Friday, right?ò he asked her. 

ñThatôs right.ò 

His practice had been running at full steam the past few weeks but todayôs schedule was a 

little light. People always called in during the day looking for open slots, so the schedule was 

most certainly going to fill up.  

It was 7:50 a.m. and they decided to let the fan run for five more minutes. The makeshift 

drop cloths under the painted door frame were still on the floor as well. Sitting down in his desk 

chair, the same chair that had the flesh fragment scraped onto it hours earlier, he began to focus 

his mind on the drama surrounding last nightôs events. Events that couldnôt be shared with 

anyone close to him. Sure, Father Michael and John Stevens were aware of his plans but they 

werenôt family or even close friends. They did, though, deserve a heads up as to what happened 

to the Hansens and the cartel. And his plan.  



ñIs Linda James going to need lab work today?ò Mary asked as she poked her head into 

his office. 

ñNot sure, yet. I want to hear her lungs and cough firsté.see what she has to say.ò 

Mary took a deep breath and declared the clinic odor free. She unplugged the fan, then 

returned it to Melanieôs desk. He picked up the gowns from the floor ï it was a good thing they 

put them down because the gowns had several blotches of paint on them ï while looking around 

the corner to the hallway wall that he had painted over. Everything looked good. Hard to believe 

that thirteen hours prior, this was a beaming crime scene.  

ñNick, you have a phone call,ò Melanie said. ñDavid Clark is on line 1 for you.ò 

He hadnôt talked with David in a few weeks so they were due.  

ñDavid, how are you?ò He asked his old college friend. 

ñSwell, Nick, Swell,ò he remarked. ñThe committee is planning to meet next TuesdayéI 

hope 7 p.m. works for you.ò 

He gave out a semi confident laugh. ñThat should work fine, I believe. Whatôs on the 

agenda?ò 

ñOh, we need to go over some of the remaining statistical data that is still trickling in 

from the first half of the trial. Then we need to draft a game plan for how we approach Distal 

managementé.theyôre going to want an update, you know.ò 

ñWell, that doesnôt surprise me at all, David.ò 

He glanced at his watch: 8:04. The girls werenôt going to let him talk on the phone for 

much longer....especially Mary.  

ñFeel like lunch today to get an early jump on the discussion?ò he asked. 

ñYou know, that would be great. 12:15 at Winstons?ò 

ñSee you there, budò 

They hung up. He stood, walked out of his office and stared briefly at the staff door. His 

portal to a likely ruined life avoided by a whisk of fate at the very last minute.  

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

6:07 a.m. 

 

ñI donôt know John, thatôs something we should consider,ò David Clark told his 

colleague John McPhail.  

ñYou shouldnôt listen to them, Davidénot at all.ò 

David had seen a plan to move the number of residents in his surgical group from three to 

five. What he didnôt know was how far that plan was from being a reality. His surgical group had 

being operating with three residents for as long as David had been there, but this plan was 

coming from the operating committee at Morristown Memorial Hospital where David spent most 

of his time. He didnôt serve on the operating committee and was quite thankful he didnôt. Too 

many hours of pencil pushing meetings. 

ñLook, Iôm not trying to rock the boat, here John. Itôs just that five residents would allow 

for more educationéI think we have gotten away from that. You know that Overlook went to 

five over two years ago?ò 

David actually liked the idea of more residents pulling down more of the daily workload 

as well. Not that his schedule was all that busy ï he performed operations a few mornings a week 

starting around 6am but was typically done with the day by 3pm ï but more residents was always 

a good thing for doctorôs hours. 

ñListen, I have to go track down Peter Hutchins before our 8:00. Iôll have to see you in 

there, all right?ò  

John dashed off toward Peterôs office. Peter was the hospitalôs head attorney.  

ñWorks for me,ò David replied. 

David kept walking down the hallway toward the north wing elevator. He needed to head 

upstairs to start scrubbing in for surgery.  

ñAre you David Clark,ò a voice rang out behind him.  

David spun around and saw a well dressed man jogging down the hallway toward him. 

The man held out his hand as the two met.  

ñMartin Verducia, from Sismac Pharmaceuticals,ò the man introduced himself to David. 

"David Clark,ò David replied while shaking Martinôs hand. ñWhat can I do for you?ò 

Martin smiled. ñDo you have a minute to talk?ò 

ñSureéIôve got five minuteséletôs sit down on this bench here.ò David pointed to a 

bench underneath a window fifteen feet away. 

Maybe Sismac wanted him for a consulting gig ala his time at Distal Pharmaceuticals. 

Davidôs ears started to burn.  

After they sat down, Martin continued. ñI am the VP of Project Management for Sismac 

and itôs my job to reach out to talent within the medical community and invite them to work with 

Sismac on various strategic projects.ò 

Davidôs heart began pounding.  John McPhail could keep his three residents. David 

didnôt care about that anymore. Something far bigger, far grander, had his attention now.  

Martin handed David a business card with all his information on it.  

ñOkay, what type of strategic projects did you have in mind?ò David inquired. 

ñWell, as you probably know, Sismac Pharmaceuticals is a highly acquisitive corporation 

and is currently looking at several opportunities for its next purchase. We need experts like you 



to assess the quality of drug pipelines for us. Youôll be working with several of the top 

executives of the company who are helping our CEO look at possible acquisitions.ò 

That was music to Davidôs ears. Distal Pharmaceuticals never brought him into the 

merger and acquisition hunt, never mentioned the word óstrategyô to him. Martin could go on 

speaking for several minutes for all David cared. 

Martin was done talking and David realized he needed to respond. Suddenly, he felt very 

insecure for some reason, didnôt feel terribly qualified for what this Martin Verducia was 

standing in the hallway of Morristown Memorial offering him. 

ñThat all sounds quite interesting, Martin. I have served on several drug trial committees 

as you may be aware and am quite knowledgeable about a large spectrum of drugs on the 

market.ò 

Martin began laughing. ñYouôre qualified with a capital Q, David. Thatôs why you saw 

me running after you in this hallway!ò 

David smiled but told himself not to laugh. That would come off as far too weak, so he 

decided to press for some more details instead.  

ñWhatôs the timing of this consulting engagement?ò 

ñReal soon, David. We understand that you have a Zyptorin committee meeting this 

Tuesday and we need you to make sure Distal doesnôt sweep the results of this trial under the rug 

like most pharmaceutical companies would.ò 

David flashed a wrinked, puzzled face. ñWhat does my Zyptorin committee have to do 

with Sismac, though? I donôt understand. Thatôs just one drug and itôs beginning to sound like a 

real dud for Distal?ò 

ñYouôll understand everything in due course, David. Simply know for now your task is 

focused on the Zyptorin committee.ò 

David certainly knew better than to argue with this man that was dropping a gift in his 

lap, a gift that was going to blow away the members at Baltusrol Golf Club, a gift that had been 

ripped away from him when Jim Newell suffered his heart attack. He deserved every stinkinô 

ounce of what Martin Verducia was offering. Yes, David Clark was back in the game and it felt 

grand, grander than he had felt in over two years. 

ñIôd like to put you on a retainer for $10,000 per month to start,ò Martin stated. ñYou 

have my number on my card, if you have any questions. I will call you in a few days and we can 

discuss more details at that time.ò 

Distal was still paying David $6,500 per month so this was a nice bump up in pay for the 

suddenly in demand consultant. He decided not to press Martin for the amount of hours per 

month expected to work on behalf of Sismac for that level of compensation. That could come at 

a later date, if at all.  

ñThat sounds reasonable, Martin,ò David noted while looking at his watch. ñI need to get 

ready for a surgery so we need to say goodbye for now, but I do really appreciate you tracking 

me down here at this crazy early hour of the morning.ò 

The two men shook hands. David walked onto the North Wing elevator and turned 

around to face the hallway. No sign of Martin, anywhere. 

David did not want to head into surgery over the next hour. He wanted to obsess about 

his new opportunity with Sismac Pharmaceutical. Just when a door of career expansion shut in 

his face, another opened promptly thereafter. And this door looked more promising.  

Oh how, David wished his dinner with Walter Masters was a day later. He was so much 

more confident now. 



ñDavid, John is looking for you,ò Brenda Watkins told him as he stepped onto the 5
th
 

floor of the hospital. Brenda was one of his nurses. 

ñOkay, where is he now?ò 

ñHe should be getting ready for pre-surgery like you should beé.honestly, where is your 

head today?ò Brenda blurted.  

ñFunny, Brendaé.real funny.ò David whispered strongly.  

Brenda loved to ride David and lately was taking every opportunity with muster. He 

didnôt understand what was behind all her mother-like angst, but he just kept telling her every 

now and then who the boss was and that seemed to calm her down for awhile. No time for a sit 

down to figure out what was really wrong. Who needed that? 

He quickly headed down the hallway toward the pre-surgery wing and found John 

McPhail starting to change into his scrubs. David joined him.  

ñWhere have you been, my boy?ò John asked hurriedly. 

ñI ran into a guy from Sismac Pharmaceuticals. They want me for consulting work so I 

was talking to him about that.ò 

ñWho?ò 

ñMartin Verducia, Sismacôs VP of Project Managementéhe wants me for strategy work 

of some sort. Itôs very high up.ò 

John slapped David on the back. It was an extra hard slap and David wondered what was 

behind it. 

ñYouôre living a fast life, Mr. David Clark. How the hell do you do it? You seem to have 

that Midas touch, you know?ò 

ñGotta grab the bull by the horns, Johnny boy!ò 

John was seven years younger than David and had recently joined Davidôs group two 

years ago from a surgical practice in San Francisco. David took it on himself to show John many 

of the finer sides of northern New Jersey since his arrival.  But John showed no interest in the 

country club lifestyle no matter how hard David pushed. The two couples got together once for 

dinner which was a mistake. Mainly because the two wives had absolutely nothing to say to one 

another. There was a freezing cold chasm between the two from the get go of introductions.  

ñWhat did Peter say?ò David prompted. 

ñYeah, he wasnôt inéhad to leave a message with Jules. You know the drill.ò 

David grunted because he absolutely did know the drill.  ñGot plans for the weekend?ò  

ñLauren and I are taking the boys to a water park inside some huge hotel just across the 

water gap,ò John replied. ñOur neighbors did that two weeks ago and had a blast.ò 

David and his wife had twin boys, age 6. 

 ñOh, that sounds delightful,ò David said with a wince.  

John had accused David many times of being too snobbish but David didnôt see this trait 

as a problem. He relished it. When David began calling John óthe preacherô, John got so upset 

that David thought it was affecting his surgeries. David then backed off from the name calling. 

There was no sense in risking their careers over petty behavior like that.  

David pinched the bridge of his nose to reset his concentration for the upcoming surgery. 

He had a job to do after all and he respected that to the utmost degree.  

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

7:25 a.m. 

 

Martin Verducia strolled out of Morristown Memorial. After consuming a sausage burrito 

breakfast in the cafeteria, reading the paper and making a few phone calls, Martin was ready for 

this Friday. The wind was whipping around so he put on his ski cap.  

The intro to David Clark was the easy part. Sell this guy on some lucrative consulting job 

that could last for years. Who wouldnôt take that bait?  

Martin wouldnôt start the $10k per month consulting salary for David until February and 

didnôt think it would last more than a few months. Or at least he hoped it didnôt. Martin knew, 

though, that he had to come out swinging with enough coin to catch Davidôs interest and sound 

legitimate. Sismac was a $100 billion company so they must have paid their consultants 

handsomely. 

That David Clark didnôt start asking questions about how Martin knew of the Tuesday 

Zyptorin committee meeting or even of the likely outcome of the health trial in general was a 

good sign for Martin. Maybe he was too excited about the opportunity to think of these 

questions, but somebody naturally cautious and afraid of risks would think of these questions off 

the bat; especially coming from a complete stranger.  

This was important because David was going to be asked to cross the legal lineémore 

like obliterate it. Martin hadnôt expected the doctor to be so open right from the start. Not there 

in the hospital hallway, out in the open for the whole world to see. Yet, something was driving 

Mr. Clark. And it was working in Martinôs favor.  

Martin walked through the outdoor visitors lot. It seemed that ¾ of the lot was full 

already at 8 a.m. About fifteen feet from his town car, he scanned the lot and spotted two men 

looking at him three rows to the east. They were in a blue pickup. Martin accelerated toward his 

car. He opened the door and checked the interior for a starter bomb. Nothing. Racing out of the 

lot in his town car, he continually checked his mirror. The blue pickup was trailing. Julio and the 

boys were back. At least someone from the cartel - Martin could only guess exactly who - still 

had an order on him.   

Martin crossed into the right lane and zipped down Madison Avenue. A FedEx truck was 

up ahead. Deciding to get ahead of this truck, Martin hid in front of him before making a right 

turn down Hoover Street. He made another quick left and waited, on a heavily treed, residential 

street with a few parked cars. No sign of the blue pickup. Martin knew he couldnôt stay put if he 

were to keep out of sight.  

Two middle aged women jogged by and were chatting up a storm. They sported matching 

purple spandex that was definitely pushing the limit on the shorter woman. The taller one 

stopped to tie her shoe, glancing briefly up at Martin as she stood up. But they kept on jogging 

once she was ready. No issue. It must have been garbage pickup day because he saw several 

folks messing with their garbage cans. Martin thought the sight of these uptight folks in their 

business attire messing with their garbage was fairly amusing.  

The number one lesson to trailing anyone is if you lose them, double back to where you 

last saw them and wait; targets often return to their original route if they think they are safe. That 

meant Martin changing his route. 

At this point, Martin had to realize that the cartel knew where he had been that morning. 

But, there was no way they knew where he was staying because, if they did, they would have 



tried to take him out right there in the apartment while he was sleeping. Martin had the 

appropriate defenses for that, anyway. 

This was a lot sooner than he had expected. Driving south in his town car, he tried to 

think of anybody else beyond the cartel that could be following him. It wasnôt like Martin hadnôt 

covered his tracks that morning. For over a month, Martin never stayed in one location at night 

for more than three nights. He was rusty at it, though. Martin had been living well in recent years 

as Julioôs #1 business negotiator. The job was lucrative, busy and creative. Martin still carried a 

gun, but, until his fallout with the cartel, he hadnôt felt the need to draw it in over five years. 

After his fallout with Julio, Martin found some isolated woods in western New Jersey and began 

to get re-acquainted with the ways of accurate shooting. 

Once Darryl Ludsten was murdered by Julio, Martin knew that things had changed. He 

had challenged Julio and, for that, their relationship could be no longer. Martin moved out of his 

New York apartment the morning he learned of Darryl. Yes, it was an early call. Julio didnôt 

order him to be removed until early December, as best as Martin could tell. Yet, there were no 

points for pride and guts in this business.  

The first hit came at 3am on December 6
th
. The alarm on his apartment was triggered 

which alerted Martin at his remote location. Not a terribly fancy alarm system, just not currently 

legal in the United States. The alarm was on for maybe three seconds before being de-activated 

by the two person team of assassins. They found his video feed in a matter of minutes and clearly 

didnôt appreciate him watching them search his apartment. Disappointed by his absence, they 

took sincere please in yanking the video cable out of the wall. Game on.  

Fortunately, whoever was in the blue pickup didnôt know who Martin was visiting at the 

hospital. He, then, just needed to stay clear of the hospital. That meant that all in person meetings 

with David Clark would need to be at his home. The question of how they found him at the 

hospital was still outstanding, though. Less than 24 hours prior, he was shooting at the cartel 

boss in Morristown, so why they thought he would stay in that town was simply insane. Except, 

they were dead on.   

They wouldnôt have recognized the town car he was driving given that Martin had 

switched to that car shortly after driving away from the Julio shooting. He had been trailing 

David Clark since mid November which meant him visiting Morristown Memorial, so maybe the 

cartel put one and two together. They got darn lucky, though, and they had to know it. Martin 

even had his ski hat on, making him not that recognizable, he thought.  

Martinôs cell phone rang. Only Gil had this number and the number on the screen wasnôt 

Gilôs. 

ñHello,ò he said. 

ñHey, baby, when are we going to see each other again?ò 

ñJules?ò Martin asked. 

Martin had spent a night with Jules earlier in the week but hadnôt planned on calling for a 

couple days. It wasnôt that he was playing games. But when youôre taking shots at a drug lord 

that week, you kind of want to keep your nights free. Martin really hoped he wasnôt going to 

have to do too much begging.  

ñThatôs right, mystery man,ò Jules stated. ñYou surprised I got your number and tracked 

your sorry ass down? Look, I thought we had fun together, thatôs alléI donôt mean to be all up 

in your face or anything.ò 

Yes she did. 



ñWe did have fun together, Juleséitôs just been a crazy busy week on my end, you 

know. I warned you about that Monday evening, didnôt I?ò 

Jules must have pulled Martinôs cell phone from his pants while he slept, finding his 

number that way. Pretty sneaky. Jules was a nurse at Morristown Memorial who thought Martin 

was a pharmaceutical sales representative. The two met while Martin was doing his homework 

on David Clark. Martin didnôt mean for the hookup to happen but they got talking in the cafeteria 

and one thing led to anotheré. 

ñOh, I get how busy you are. You think we can see each other this weekend, though?ò 

Jules pleaded. 

ñWell, how is your work schedule this weekend looking like? I remember you telling me 

how you have to work some Saturdays.ò  

Martin knew that nurseôs hours could be downright horrific. Jules was coming off a night 

shift when they met in the cafeteria, but he was drawn to her smile and energy. He had done 

enough all night stakeouts to know how hard it is to keep up the energy. However, she wasnôt 

over the top and Jules didnôt seem like the Red Bull type. She was just rightéwith a huge rack. 

ñOutside of tomorrow morning, my weekend is wide open, so why donôt we have dinner 

together tomorrow evening? You pick the place, I trust your taste.  You get one more chance 

with me, mister mystery.ò 

ñOkayé.why donôt we shoot for 7 p.m. at Peteôs Bistro in Somerville, itôs kinda like 

Mexi-Americana.ò 

ñYeah, I know where it is.ò Jules snorted. ñSee you there, Martin.ò 

Martin threw the cell phone in the front seat of his town car. Jules worked on the fifth 

floor of the hospital and Martin met with David Clark today on the second floor. He had to be 

careful about that kind of thing.  

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

8:20 a.m. 

 

ñTalk to me, what happened?ò Jim Lick asked on the cell phone. ñI didnôt think Iôd hear 

from you today.ò 

ñI donôt knowéwe think he spotted us and got spooked,ò Steven said. ñWe lost himéhe 

shot away from us. We had no choice but to chase after him after he tore out of the parking lot 

but we got caught up in traffic.ò  

Steven was the driver of the blue pickup. He was shaking he was so mad. So much work 

had been invested in the past 20 hours in the tracking of this guy and they were really trying to 

be careful with him not spotting them.   

ñCrap!ò Jim Lick yelled. ñHow the hell did he spot you guys? You were told countless 

times to hang back!ò 

ñI donôt know, Jiméthis guy just shot the cartel head yesterdayéyou think he might be a 

little bit jumpy? His head was like a damn swivel in the hospital parking lot. Martinôs definitely 

not a stupid man, so he knew what to look for.ò  

ñOkay, okay. What do you want to do now?ò 

ñWell, you know this guy is not going to stay at the same place as last night and will very 

likely switch cars on us, so we might very well be back to square one. He was visiting somebody 

at this hospital, but we donôt know who.ò 

There was silence on Jim Lickôs end for a few seconds.  

ñAnd he is going to be very careful around that hospital going forward because he knows 

we spotted him there,ò Jim Lick said finally. ñYou guys have surely realized that you need to 

find new wheels, right?ò 

Jim would fund the new wheels from his own accounts. The last thing he wanted was to 

go back to Boris with such a need.  

ñDefinitely, and speaking of new wheelsé.that bug we put in the interior of his car while 

he was in the parking lot probably wonôt be of any value to us. He didnôt make any phone calls 

and only received one call after losing us from someone we think is his girlfriend. If he were 

working with somebody, I would think heôd be on the phone more after spotting us. He probably 

thought we were cartel. Frankly, I was surprised he even started that car.ò 

Jim Lick had people there at the Julio shooting. More like down the street, observing 

events. Jim knew, like Martin did, that the feds were now all over this health trial and the trading 

of stock around it. The insider trading angle around the Zyptorin trial result was declared dead. 

No matter who was funding the effort.   

Boris Yakovlev, the head of the Russian network protecting Jim Lick from Julioôs cartel, 

was having a hard time seeing things that way. He wanted to know why they couldnôt simply 

harass Nick Johnson the way Julioôs gang was doing now that the FBI had the cartel out of sorts. 

Logical question. Except that the FBI was all over this drug trial, such that they likely would end 

up with the same raid as the cartel did if they acted as Boris requested.  

Boris and Julio were a lot alike, in that they viewed Jim Lick utterly expendable the 

moment he stopped being useful to them. So, advising Boris to pull back on the insider trading 

deal because of the FBI heat was insanely hard because he could very easily have shot Jim in the 

head on the spot. Yet, Boris viewed Jim as pretty smart and had some respect for his intelligence 

that bought Jim some leeway.  



Boris would only talk business when he had a bowl of pistachio ice cream at hand. Even 

when he golfed, he had a guy follow him around with a cooler so he could have the pistachio ice 

cream on the greens, on the tees or wherever. Jim got used to it in a hurry. The guy before the 

current cooler guy ran out of ice one day on the course and the pistachio ice cream got too soft 

for Borisôs liking. He was deported that night back to Russia. The word spread quickly: go 

overkill on the ice in the pistachio ice cream cooler.  

Boris had two cousins that were his key advisors with one cousin, Sasha, seeming to like 

Jim more than the other. Jim made sure to spend more time with Sasha, introducing him to the 

ways of America. Sasha and Jim spent three days in December in New York City and Sasha kept 

bugging him about going back. The man had fallen in love with Broadway after seeing the 

revival of the Hairspray musical. 

Boris praised Jim for sending guys to watch over the Julio lunch raid, but he was 

definitely struggling with what to do with the new opportunity. He obviously had to be leery of 

the FBI and absolutely didnôt want the feds to turn their sites on the Russian organization. All 

signs from Steven were that the Feds had no idea they were watching the whole event yesterday. 

Still, caution was needed for the next few days at least. The Russianôs bench wasnôt as deep as 

the Cartelôs in terms of top people that could step in for Julio.  

This Martin guy was hanging around for a reason, however. Clearly, he had to know that 

the cartel was aiming to cut him into little pieces over his actions. What, then, was keeping him 

in the same town as the assassination attempt? Sure, the cartel was a bit in disarray over the fed 

intrusion. This wasnôt going to last more than a few days, though, so the sane move was to leave 

the area. Unless this Martin guy was working something bigébig enough for the risk. And that 

was enough of a reason to hang around in New Jersey for a little while longer. Martin got up at 

the crack of dawn to visit a hospital where he couldnôt possibly have known anybody at unless 

he was targeting a doctor or some executive at the hospital. Certainly not visiting a patient.  

He was at the hospital for about 90 minutes, but that didnôt really mean anything to 

Steven. And Jim pointed out that no hospital executive would be at work at 6 a.m., so it had to be 

a doctor he was visiting. Probably a doctor that was operating that morning because thatôs when 

most scheduled surgeries happen. Jim had his gallbladder removed three years ago at 6:30 a.m. 

and would always remember having to get to the hospital by 5:15 a.m.  

ñWell, get your butts to his last place of residence and hope you beat him there. And 

donôt get spotted, got it?ò 

Steven cleared his throat and spit outside the truck before muttering something quickly to 

Joe, his partner. They were going to get one more shot at this. One more.  

ñWe understand, Jim. Heôll re-surface and Iôll give you a holler when we do end up 

seeing him again. You can count on that.ò  

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

12:15 p.m. 

 

ñThere he isé.how are you, Nick?ò David Clark asked him. ñSorry about those Jets. That 

was a hard loss, you know?ò 

The Jets lost last Sunday to the Oakland Raiders 30-10 in pretty much a blowout. The 

loss was hard because Nick was a huge Jets fan, always had been. David, being a lifelong 

Patriots fan, loved to rub it in.  

It was time for lunch at Winstonôs.  

David found him sitting with his diet coke at a table for two.  Nick had seen eight patients 

that morning and it felt great. You know the expression from professional ball players, ñIôm just 

happy to be here,ò? That was Nick Johnson.  

ñIôm goodéreally busy morning this morning.ò he smiled at David, choosing to ignore 

his comment about the Jets.  

ñYeah, I had a surgery and met with some dude over at Sismac Pharmaceuticals for 

another consulting gig.ò 

And the ball just kept rolling for óole David Clark, didnôt it? Nick decided on the way 

over to Winstonôs that it was the right thing to do to come clean to David and the committee 

about what went down yesterday and what had been happening to him the past few months. It 

wasnôt like Nick was expecting a whole bunch of sympathy from David ï he didnôt have it in 

him anyway ï it was simply a way for Nick to lay the groundwork to leave the committee. There 

was no way he was going to trust that Oleg or any other criminal network was going to leave his 

family alone if he didnôt part ways officially with the committee. It simply wasnôt worth the risk.  

Those guys that Oleg and his partner killed after approaching him in the parking lot were 

from another organization trying to muscle their way into the cartelôs business. Foolish, but they 

tried. Now that the feds had the cartel on the run, would Nick be seeing more of this other 

organization? 

ñThatôs really cool, David,ò he said. ñCongrats.ò 

David ordered a Johnny Walker on the rocks. He was done for the day.  

ñHowôs Susan doing?ò 

ñItôs funnyéHallmark wants her to come back, all of a sudden. Totally out of the blue.ò 

ñHuh, didnôt she leave there not on such great terms after that merger?ò David asked. 

ñThatôs what we all thought,ò he stated. ñBut things changed enough and it sounds like 

her old boss is under some performance pressure and was forced to admit the value Susan 

brought to the table.ò 

That was what he told Susan as they went to bed last night and she really appreciated it. 

Events of the past week simply didnôt allow him to be enthusiastic and overly supportive of this 

new development in her career. 

ñDoesnôt Sismac Pharmaceuticals have a competitor drug to Zyptorin?ò he asked. 

ñPulstin is a cardio drug but in a different class than Zyptorin,ò David said.  

ñThatôs good. I wouldnôt want to think that there was a conflict of interest here with your 

consulting projects.ò  

ñFunny, very funny,ò David said while itching his nose with his middle finger. ñListen to 

you, three months on a committee and youôre giving me ethics advice?ò 

ñRelax, bud, donôt have a conniption!ò 



Davidôs drink arrived and he dove into it with semi wild abandon. 

ñTony and I just got back from our pad in Florida. It was great to get away, but we had 

some rain down there too. Kinda disappointing.ò 

ñI feel for you, you big lug.ò  

Nickôs family needed to get away, something that he had been putting off for the past few 

months while under Olegôs watch. Susan was not a huge fan of Florida, though. They had been 

to Arizona a few years back and really enjoyed the dry heat.  

ñDavid, a Mexican drug cartel was threatening me over the results of the Zyptorin trial. 

Apparently, they were running some insider trading scheme. But an FBI roundup yesterday 

arrested those harassing me so, for now, my family is safe.ò 

Davidô jaw dropped. ñWhat? Youôve got to be frigginô kidding me? Why didnôt you tell 

me any of this when it was going on?ò 

ñI couldnôt say anything to anybody. These guys meant business and I was certain they 

were gonna come after Susan and Tom.ò 

David didnôt need to know that the cartel wasnôt going to let Nick live in the end. There 

were some details that he needed to keep secret, after all.  

ñSo, howôd the FBI end up getting involved then?ò Peter asked. ñThis is all too bizarre 

for a Friday afternoon lunch with an old college bud.ò 

David wanted to just sit there with his scotch and have idol, fun chit chat about life and 

sports. Not this.  

ñThe guy they were using for the money laundering operation ended up going to the FBI. 

He ran a money management firm that got taken over by the cartelôs funds. The insider trading 

game was going to run through this firm apparently.ò 

Peterôs name didnôt need to be dragged through the mud and Nick was very confident 

David would not make the connection. 

ñUh huhéso whatever the outcome of the trial, they either buy or sell the stock of Distal 

ahead of everybody else knowing the results?ò 

ñRight,ò he confirmed. 

David sat back in his chair and rubbed his chin. He looked to have put on ten pounds over 

the past year. For Nick, that was a discussion that could wait. Heck, he wasnôt even Davidôs 

personal physician but he did care for the guy, strangely enough. 

ñA week and a half before the FBI came crashing down on the cartelôs visit to New 

Jersey, this other criminal network tried to muscle their way into this insider trading scheme. But 

the cartel eliminated them in a hurry.ò 

ñYou were a popular dude,ò David said. ñDo you have any cotton pickinô idea why they 

picked you to be the information giver? I mean, no offense, but youôd just joined the committee 

and you had the least information of any of us. Not that Iôm saying I want to volunteer for such a 

disaster of a life turn, butéanyway, you get what Iôm saying.ò 

Nick burst into laughter because that had been the $60k question the whole time and it 

looked like there was never going to be an answer. He did promise himself that if he ever had 

Oleg at gun point, he would make him reveal his source. Nick always wondered why he didnôt 

ask them when they were all in the car together or even outside of his house during the holiday 

party. That would have been the most sensible.  

ñI have no frigginô clue. They simply showed up in the back seat of my car one evening 

and scared the living daylights out of me. One of them told me that theyôd been doing there 

homework on me.ò 



ñOkayé.now it seems like the coast is clear for Nick Johnson,ò David said with a smile 

and raising his glass of scotch. ñLetôs toast to that! Susan must have dropped dead when you told 

her about it all, huh?ò 

He toasted David with his lame diet coke but the conversation wasnôt done, though 

clearly David wanted it to be. 

ñPretty much,ò Nick replied. ñThough I couldnôt really tell her or Tom everything that 

had happened. There are some details that they really donôt need to know.ò 

David laughed and nearly spit up his drink. Nick waited for him to get his composer back 

before continuing on with his real bomb of the lunch hour.   

ñDavid, I need to drop off the committee,ò Nick said firmly. ñThis other criminal network 

could very easily re-surface and my family could be back in the same dangerous straits as before. 

We cannot take that chance.ò 

He didnôt plan on telling David about the missing Oleg and the police watch in the 

parking lot of his medical clinic.  

ñAhhhhé.ò David snorted while waving his right arm in dismissal. ñThe FBI has got to 

be monitoring the Zyptorin trial to make sure the cartel doesnôt re-surface, so I donôt think 

anyone will be bothering you anymore.ò 

ñStill, itôs a risk,ò Nick replied. ñEven if it is 10-15%, I canôt stay on the committee.ò 

ñLookécome to the Tuesday meeting and if we have to pay for protection for you and 

your family weôll do that. Though, I canôt imagine itôll come to that, Nick. These dudes are long 

gone from your life, I just know it.ò 

They werenôt going to solve anything at this lunch and David desperately wanted to move 

on to other, more fun subjects like the NFL playoffs.  

The waiter came with their food. Shrimp linguini for Nick, chef salad for the heart 

surgeon. Nick was starving.  He had only eaten a small banana three hours earlier. That was not 

enough for him, not even close, but it had been a hell of a morning as he had to rush out of the 

house with the paint to beat the girls to the office.  

ñSo, you think the Raiders can take Tennessee on Sunday?ò he asked David. They did 

need a change of subject.  

ñI hope so. I got a hundred bucks on them to one of our ENTôs on staff. Heôs a sucker for 

any kind of sports bet. That guyôs lost $600 bucks to me already this seasonéhe doesnôt know 

when to quit, not that I want him to or anything.ò 

David was a much bigger gambler than Nick was. Betting a hundred bucks on a football 

game was quite the foreign notion for Nickôs spending ways. The most he had won ever was 

$150 at an Indian casino in Connecticut five years ago. When they were in college together, 

David found a bookie in town to place bets and all of his friends thought he was nuts.    

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

1:30 p.m. 

 

Two patients were waiting for Nick when he returned to the office following his lunch 

with the great David Clark. A stack of mail was on his desk, with a hand written letter on the top 

of the stack drawing his interest. The two patients were going to take five minutes of his time 

each, tops, so he opened the letter. It was mailed yesterday afternoon from a few miles away it 

seemed. Inside was a letter: 

 

Nick: 

I just wanted to drop you a note apologizing for everything that I have gotten you into 

over the past few months. You have to believe me when I tell you that I never intended for the 

cartel to take over my firm or certainly not to turn their sights on you and your family. My greed 

caused all of this and I am to blame 100%. I know you probably will never forgive me for what I 

have done and I am okay with that, I guess. But, youôre still a dear friend and always will be. 

You and your family should be safe now and I wish you all the success and health going forward 

you deserve.  

Youôll be receiving another package from me in a few days. Itôll be mailed to your office. 

Please accept this as a gift. It really is the least I can do to repay you for your troubles. In the 

meantime, take care, Nick. 

 

Peter Hansen 

 

 

What the heck could be inside that package? Was it cartel blood money stolen at the last 

minute before the FBI raid? That wouldnôt have surprised him the slightest. But, he didnôt want 

any part of it, that was for sure.  

ñMr. Guerrera is ready for you,ò Melanie said after poking her nose into his office. 

ñNick, you donôt have time to read your mail!ò 

ñYouôre right,ò he said, putting the letter back into the envelope. Peterôs words were 

going to haunt him all afternoon, he just knew it.  

Rick Guerrera needed to get some stitches removed from his forearm ï Nick simply had 

to make sure the wound had healed okay. He had been a patient of Nickôs for a few years. Nice 

guy.  

The other patient, Jeff Randle, probably had a sinus infection so he was sent to the lab.  

Thirteen minutes later, Nick walked back to his office. 

The letter was missing from his desk. He searched for a minute all across his desk and 

floor, in the pile of mail. Nothing. It wasnôt in his pockets, in the trash can. He searched the exam 

rooms. Nothing. 

ñGirls, did you see anybody in my office?ò he shouted down the hallway. 

Melanie ran up to him. ñWhatôs all the ruckus, Nick? Keep your voice down.ò 

ñThere was a letter on my desk when I left to see those two patients and when I returned, 

it was gone! Iôm not imagining things here.ò 

Think, Nick, think.  



He had waited for Rick Guerreraôs stitches to get removed in order to examine the closed 

wound. Mr. Guerrera likely left the exam room shortly after Melanie and Nick did. Could he 

have taken this letter? No one in the waiting room ï there were two people waiting ï would have 

risked walking past Mary and down the hallway toward Nickôs office. But Rick Guerrera would 

have walked right passed Nickôs office. A name like Guerrera would fit in just fine in the cartel.  

Letôs say it was him. He had maybe fifteen, twenty seconds to operate his search in 

Nickôs office. Could he have known the letter was on the way? Maybe Nick was being way too 

paranoid; three months under Olegôs thumb would do that to a guy. 

But how the hell would Rick Guerrera have known the letter was on the way? That 

question was just too creepy.  

ñNick, you probably misplaced it somewhere. Have you looked in all places of your 

officeé.itôs probably on the floor, behind the desk.ò 

ñI have searched and searched.ò 

Melanie started looking around in his office before realizing that she didnôt have time for 

this odd problem. 

ñWas there anything of value in the letter?ò Melanie asked quite dismissively as she 

walked into the hallway to wait for Mary to call the next patient from the waiting area. 

That was a complicated question. Sure, the letter didnôt have anything in it that Nick 

couldnôt remember. But, was it comforting to him that somebody had stolen a letter stating that 

another package was coming in a few days? And that letter just happened to be sent by someone 

now in the witness protection program? No way. Whoever these guys wereé.they were going to 

be waiting for this other package. 

Melanie didnôt wait for his answer, though. The next patient, a Mr. Rogers, was already 

on the scale and having his temperature taken by Melanie. She was remarkably efficient in her 

job.  

Nick sat on the front edge of his desk, cursing this latest setback. On the one hand Peter 

was all apologetic about roping him into the cartel but Peterôs apology was very likely attracting 

harmful interests. The rope had never quite let go.  

Walking over to Mary, ñHon, could you look up Rick Guerreraôs file quickly?ò 

ñSure thing. Here it is. Do you need his phone number?ò she asked 

ñIs there a work number?ò 

ñOnly for his wife,ò Mary replied. ñThatôs who has the insurance.ò 

ñOhhhhéokayé.what is that number?ò 

Mary jotted it down on a yellow sticky and handed it to Nick. 

óWho the heck is Rick Guerrera?ô he asked himself. They had only met a few times 

before and Rick wasnôt the real chatty type anyway. He didnôt even know where Rick worked. 

óIf Rick were a cartel ass, that would make some sense, though.ô 

For the next few weeks, his plan was to have all the mail stay up at Maryôs desk. That 

way, if this package came the next week, it wouldnôt be sitting in his office waiting to get swiped 

away by some cartel criminal posing as a patient. 

The cop outside in the parking lot was pretty worthless. If Nick went to talk to him about 

the problem, the girls could very well hear about it and Nick would have to explain everything to 

them. That was not in the plan. He was surprised this morning that the girls didnôt talk about the 

cop in the parking lot again first thing. Maybe they figured that he had no clue either. Wouldnôt it 

be fantastic if that were actually the case? 

His office phone rang. 



ñHello?ò 

ñHey, sweetie! Howôs your day?ò Susan said. 

ñChaotic, howôs yourôs?ò 

ñStrangeé.I bumped into Laurie Arbor who told me about some guys watching our street 

earlier this week. ñ 

óTry three monthsô, he thought to himself. 

ñWhat? Watching our street? What days?ò 

ñBill noticed them Tuesday evening and they were here again on Wednesday. 

Apparently, they werenôt back last night.ò 

What made Bill notice Oleg and his partner on Tuesday and Wednesday night and not 

earlier? They parked pretty much in the same spot each night the past few months. 

ñHe was going to call the police if he saw them last night, though. And I wouldnôt have 

blamed him one bit, you know!ò 

That would not have been pretty if Bill had called the police. And thereôs no telling what 

Oleg would have done if Bill had walked up to the car to confront them.  

ñThat wouldôve been the right thing to doélisten, hon, I have to run to see a patient, so 

letôs talk tonighté.talk more about this, okay?ò 

ñAll right, save some lives this afternoon.ò 

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

4:30 p.m. 

 

Martin and Gil were sitting in Gilôs truck watching Andrew Rogers, the lab head they 

were pressing to make sure the Zyptorin trial results worked the way Martin wanted. The way 

Sismac Pharmaceuticals wanted.  

Martin took the one hour drive south after his close call with the cartel earlier that day. 

He would be staying there for a while. 

ñWhatôs this, dude?ò Martin asked Gil.  

Andrew Rogers had come out into the parking lot, having an argument with one of his lab 

peopleé.it was pretty heated. 

ñShould we do anything?ò Martin pressed.  

ñNo, but heôs really pissed, donôt you think? I sure hope nobody comes out and sees them 

like this.ò 

Martin had checked into a motel near Trenton, where he had a Chevy Blazer in storage. 

The motel would have to do for the next couple of days. The Blazer was his vehicle unless 

spotted again. Martin found himself still fuming he had been made at the hospital. Way too 

careless. 

ñDo you have any idea what they are fighting about?ò Martin asked further. 

ñNope.ò 

Martin worried from the beginning of this relationship with Andrew that one of the lab 

people would interfere if the data began to show more positive results for the Zyptorin drug. 

How could Andrew be expected to hide that from his lab people? There was really no point in 

discussing this with Gil because he had no further color about the argument.  

ñOh, crapé.whatôs this?ò Gil shouted. 

The guy arguing with Andrew shoved him to the ground and walked toward his car 

which was maybe fifteen feet away. Andrew got up. He was okay. Just what was going through 

his mind right then, Martin would have loved to know. But he had a decision to make. And 

quick.  

ñGil, I donôt like this at alléletôs take out this guyéhe has something on Andrewéthese 

kind of people donôt get into shoving matches in parking lotsé.something has gone wrongéwe 

canôt let this guy keep standingéno witnesses.ò 

Martin knew he couldnôt take any chances with problems at Andrewôs lab. The fact that 

they were talking in the parking lot meant that it was a conversation not meant for the rest of the 

lab to hear. At least thatôs what Martin hoped.  

Gil turned on his truck and waited for the guy to exit the parking lot. 

ñItôs too crowded here, weôll have to wait to do it right,ò Martin instructed.  

ñAll right.ò 

They followed him for about fifteen miles. Gilôs handgun of choice was a Walther P99, 

used by German police. Andrewôs attacker parked in front of Beeches nightclub, where he went 

inside, alone. Gil followed him inside the club first, with Martin waiting behind by a minute.  

Beeches was packed with Friday night happy hour celebrators. 

ñWhat can I get you pal?ò shouted one of the bartenders to Gil as he walked passed the 

bar with both eyes set on his target. 

ñBud,ò Gil shouted.  



The target was standing in the corner of the place. There were maybe 70 people around 

the bar, none of whom were talking to lab boy. The bar stood toward the middle of the nightclub. 

Gil handed the bartender a five and took his bud. The place was adding about five people 

every minute. A band started playing 80s rock which Gil normally would have liked. Martin 

found Gil and nodded his head toward the target who finally had to go to the bathroom. Gil 

followed, taking a quick look under the stalls. The room was empty. Gil grabbed the target away 

from the urinal and shoved him into a stall. Two shots to the forehead barely registered on the 

noise level at Beeches. A Motley Crew cover had taken over the place.  

Gil closed and locked the door of the stall before quickly walking out of the menôs room 

as two men were entering. A quick exit was needed so he found the back door. After working his 

way around the building, he met Martin out front.  

ñNobody heard or saw anything. Heôs in a locked stall, right now.ò 

ñManénice jobéit was my call and Iôve been meaning to get you some syringes with 

the new Fropogil drug but I didnôt see a reason you would need them that quickly. Bad planning 

on my end.ò 

Fropogil was a sedative that when applied in heavy overdose resulted in cardiac arrest in 

the victim.  

ñMartin, the cops will never tie this back to Andrew because he went back into the lab 

when we took off. Heôs got the alibiéand I doubt anybody saw him being pushed down in the 

parking lot. It all happened so fast, you know?ò 

Martin knew that his decision was basically choosing the best of two evils. A smart and 

thorough detective could possibly make the connection between this murder and the Darryl 

Ludsten and Brad Dellan killings. Possibly. Andrew needed to be coached on what to say to the 

police when they come asking about this latest killing. That conversation likely would happen in 

the morning, so Martin and Gil needed to get to Andrew tonight.  

But, to let Andrewôs co-worker start spouting off about a new trend in the Zyptorin trial, 

Martin absolutely could not afford. Sure, he and Gil didnôt have proof that was what Andrew and 

his co-worker were arguing over; Martin was pretty confident that was the subject, however. 

ñOkay, letôs give Andrew a shout right now and set up a place to meet him tonight.ò 

ñYou think the cops will wait ótil morning to talk with him?ò 

ñLetôs hope so.ò 

Gil pulled out his cellphone. ñSounds like a plan.ò 

ñWe need to tell Andrew not to mention the Zyptorin drug trial to the police or the 

detectiveséor anybody that talks to him about this co-worker of his. Tell Andrew to say that his 

job is to work in a lab and thatôs it. Keep it super general.ò 

They were going to have become counselors to Andrew, something that Martin had 

hoped to avoid all along.  

 

*****  

 

Andrew Rogers lived at 367 Midwood Place, a typical two story home by most standards. 

His wife, Jane, was a pharmacist in town and she had no idea of Gilôs existence in the Rogersô 

life. Gil intended to keep it that way.  

He and Andrew agreed that if Andrew needed to be contacted at home, Gil would call his 

cell phone and let it ring once. If at night, Andrew was to look out the front window for Gilôs 



flashing headlights. The Rogersô dog, Rudy, provided a nice excuse for Andrew to get out of the 

house for his talks with Gil. 

ñWhatôs up, Gil?ò Andrew said in a most negative tone. ñWhoôs your friend?ò 

ñWhat were you and that guy arguing about?ò Gil replied, ignoring Andrewôs curiosity 

about Martin.  

ñHow do youéyou saw Hank and me arguing?ò Andrew crossed his arms. 

ñPlease answer the question,ò Gil pressed. 

ñHeôs seeing a more positive trend in the Zyptorin resultséin the second phase.ò 

ñIs he the key guy in charge of the Zyptorin testing in your lab?ò 

ñYup,òAndrew said cautiously. 

ñSo why the argument?ò 

Andrew looked at Gil with wide, bulging eyes. ñYouôre kidding, right?ò 

ñJust give me the details about what was said and lose the attitude, Andrew.ò 

ñOkayé.he wanted to let the Distal executive team, via the Zyptorin steering committee, 

be aware of these very early readings.ò 

ñAnd you told him to hold off on notifying the world about these new, positive 

readings?ò Gil asked.  

ñYup.ò 

Gil laughed and Martin flashed a smirk. He could not have been more right about the 

situation. He totally made the balls out correct call in the taking out of Hank. Left to his own 

making, Gil probably wouldnôt have assaulted Hank once he pushed Andrew down in the 

parking lot. And, he surely wouldnôt have thought to hunt him down to take him out like he did.  

Maybe Hank hadnôt even been discovered yet in the menôs room at Beeches. That wasnôt 

too likely, however. But it was a great sign that Andrew didnôt know about Hankôs demise.  

Gil and Martin decided on the way over to Andrewôs home that they would hold off on 

telling him about Hank until they learned as much about what the two were arguing. If they 

dropped the bomb right off the bat, Andrew could have been too distraught to think straight. 

They both had experience with this kind of thing. 

ñAndrew, I donôt know how to make this sound pretty or anything so here goesé.we had 

to kill Hank.ò 

Martin had told Gil to do all the talking at least until Andrew was told about Hank being 

dead. 

ñWhat? Hank is dead? You assholes!ò Andrewôs right index finger shot toward Gilôs 

forehead. 

ñAndrew, we told you from the beginning that if anybody got in the way of you 

delivering a negative result for this drug trial, weôd kill themé.I was clear about that.ò 

ñI canôt believe this,ò Andrew whimpered. ñHe had a fianc®ésupposed to get married 

this summer.ò 

ñAll right, you need to focus here because this is very important, what I say next, okay 

Andrew?ò Gil stressed.  

Andrew pinched his lower lip. ñAnother bomb you wanna drop, Gil?ò 

ñThe police will want to talk with you in the morning probably,ò Gil went on. ñAll you 

need to tell them is that Hank worked with you in the lab. Do not mention the Zyptorin drug trial 

at any point, do you understand. Just keep it real general and brief. Donôt talk about your 

argumentéif they bring it up, which they probably wonôt, but if they do, tell them it was over 

budget cuts.ò 



The budget cut idea came from Martin. 

Gil handed Andrew a handwritten list of three statements Andrew needed to keep in mind 

when the police came knocking. Another idea of Martinôs. 

 

Do not mention the Zyptorin trial. You and Hank work in a lab and thatôs it. 

If they bring up the parking lot argument, tell them it was over budget cuts.   

You canôt think of any reason why anybody would want to kill Hank. 

 

Andrew was to study this list, commit it to memory.  

 

 



 

Friday, January 17
th
 

7:30 p.m. 

 

ñYou grabbed the letter right out of Johnsonôs office just like that? How the hell did you 

pull that off?ò 

ñYupéno one saw me. It was pure luck. I wasnôt even sure Hansen would have any 

communication with this guy.ò 

ñSo, whatôs your plan for this package thatôs coming?ò 

ñIôm working on itégive me some time. We seem to have everything in the right 

position at this point. Peter Hansenôs secret life is coming back from the dead so to speak.ò 

ñMaybe a day or so, right?ò 

ñYeah.ò 

Peter Hansen left millions behind when he went under federal protection. And he 

definitely hid it from the feds. The big question was where did he hide it and who knew about it? 

Maybe this package would help shed some light on that. Or maybe it contained specifics to how 

the family could be located. That could prove to be quite useful.  

Julioôs people were no doubt looking and they surely had a head start. Of course, they 

had to dodge the FBI in their hunt. It didnôt help that the cartelôs chief business guy, Martin 

Verducia, had disappeared. Rumored to have been whacked by the cartel itself.   

ñYou might have to come up with another creative reason to go see Nick Johnson.ò 

ñHeôs probably figured out who took the letter by now, though.ò 

ñUh huh, that could be a probleméyou think weôll need to come out in the open and be 

more blunt with him about our intentions? That could get ugly.ò 

ñNo, letôs see how this plays out.ò 

ñThatôs fineémake sure you donôt spook Dr. Nick, like following him too closely or 

hanging around his neighborhood. Heôs pretty seasoned to the criminal world right now and if he 

senses something is up, heôs going to shut down completely and weôll get nothing.ò  

ñHis wife is starting a new job, so sheôll be out of the house next week.ò 

ñWell, that makes things easier, doesnôt it?ò 
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12:30 a.m. 

 

ñHank Glazer was found shot in the head four hours ago in a bar,ò James Campbell stated 

to his boss. ñWhat do you want to do?ò 

Hank was their man, the one who could put a stop to this trial, the one who could keep 

Zyptorin on the pharmacy shelves.  

ñDamn, who did this?ò 

ñProbably somebody who didnôt want Hank talking to the committee on Tuesday. This 

was not some random deal, Scott.ò 

ñOkay, okayé.let me think hereé.get yourself into that lab before the sun rises and find 

out what Hank was looking at.ò 

ñI am already insideé.on his computer. Itôs a little tricky but I think I found what we 

need for Tuesday.ò 

The humming of the computerôs hard drive sounded like the ocean over the phone.  

ñSo, why are we even talking?ò 

ñScott, I just needed to wake your rich ass up, thatôs all! Remember whoôs doing all the 

real work around here.ò 

A womanôs voice could be heard talking to Scott. 

ñVery funny. Call me in six hours.ò 

James Campbell ended the call and pulled the disk from the computer. The Distal board 

was going to be very pleased with him. Heôd been inside the lab during off hours several times 

before so getting inside wasnôt difficult. The alarm was a basic Dobson 567 that James could 

have designed himself.  Just the previous week, he had hacked into Hankôs computer and Hank 

didnôt even notice.  

But James was no lab guy. He couldnôt have gone in front of the committee on Tuesday. 

No, this information now had to be sent more cryptically, through someone on the committee. A 

leak at the very top level, masked in a most devious way.  

Hank Glazer was found in a menôs room stall at Beechers with two bullet holes through 

his head. No accident at all. Someone wanted to keep the Zyptorin news negative. Hank was 

clearly a threat to that, but how on earth did these people find out? 

James didnôt feel like sleeping. 

 

 



 

Saturday, January 18
th
 

11:00 a.m. 

 

The sun was shining brightly that morning, nearly wiping out all the snow on the ground. 

Nick Johnson and his son, Tom, were out in the front yard picking up sticks that had fallen the 

last few months. They had three large oak trees in the front yard that dropped debris year round 

for them to deal with.  

Nick had to drag Tom outside this morning, as the shock of what happened to his best 

friend Charlie Hansen and family was still kicking his stomach mightily. School had been 

roughétons of questions, very few of which Tom could answer.  

Bill Arbor stepped out of his garage. Nick and Bill hadnôt spoken since last fall during a 

raking of the leaves event. He was an unemployed Wall Street banker back then and was pretty 

surly about the whole thing. Nick had heard Bill recently found another job on Wall Street, so 

maybe his life attitude had improved.  

ñHey, Nick, canôt beat this weather for the middle of January, huh?ò Bill shouted as he 

stepped across his front lawn. 

ñHi, Bill,ò Nick said while looking up from the pile of sticks. ñWhatôs up with this car 

that you saw this past week on this street? We donôt usually hear about that kind of thing around 

this neck of the woods, do we?ò 

ñI donôt knowé..they havenôt been back and maybe I was just being paranoid,ò Bill 

muttered. ñBut they were here for two nights. At least, I saw them twice, thatôs what I know, but 

I didnôt mean to alarm you guys or anything. Iôm sorry if I did.ò 

ñHow many were in the car?ò 

ñI saw two men, looking like early thirties.ò 

ñBoy, if you see them again, you should definitely call the police,ò Nick said. 

Thatôs what he was going to do. Not that he truly thought that Oleg would be back in his 

life. Was that cartel thug in on this letter stealing at his office? Hard to say.  

After maybe three hours of sleep last night, he came to the conclusion that if this package 

had anything like money or instructions on hiding money, or anything that criminals would want, 

he would get the FBI involved. He was done with Peter Hansen. His family could not afford this 

train any more. 

One thing he didnôt understand was why the people responsible for stealing the letter 

from his office werenôt hanging out on his street watching his house ala Oleg. Sure, the letter 

said that the package would be coming to the office, but plans change and these guys would be 

prepared for that. Nick had taken a walk an hour earlier up and down the street and didnôt see 

anything peculiar. Certainly these guys knew there was another package coming so why stop 

with just the letter? This was not adding up and his nerves were not the most steady for yard 

work that morning. Of course, the moment a UPS truck stopped in front of his house, he 

expected these guys to swoop in out of nowhere. Would Rick Guerrera be driving the vehicle?  

ñI would have knocked on their car door the second night and asked them what was up 

with them,ò Tom blurted out. He was busy tying up the sticks into bundles.  

ñOh, tough talk from the teenager,ò Bill laughed off.  

Nick walked over to Tom and mussed up his hair. 

ñI heard about Susanôs new job with Hallmark, thatôs cool.ò 

Bill wasnôt even two weeks into his new Wall Street banking job in the city. 



ñYup, it was all kind of out of the blue,ò Nick said.  

Bill chuckled. ñThatôs right, sometimes new jobs simply come from out of nowhere. My 

new job offer came from a guy I worked with ten years ago. We had kinda lost touch but he 

remembered me.ò 

ñThatôs awesome, Bill,ò Nick said with a smile.  

One thing Nick had realized over the past few months under Olegôs thumb, was that if 

everyone around you is happy that provides a sense of security. On the flip side, no happiness, no 

security, and heôd been living that flip side since early November.  

ñLaura is nearly ecstatic to get me out of the house,ò Bill said. ñInsanity doesnôt suit her 

very well I am afraid.ò 

He nodded his head in agreement.  

Someone Bill knew drove up in front of their homes and started a discussion with Bill, so 

Nick re-joined Tom in the stick bundling. The town picked up yard clippings on Tuesdays, 

meaning they needed to leave these bundles out by the street on Monday evening.  

Susan popped her head out of the front door.  

ñBoys, lunch is almost ready,ò she yelled out to them. ñIôm trying out a new home made 

pizza kit. It looks delicious.ò 

ñThatôs sweet, Mom, weôre almost done here, right dad?ò Tom said looking up at him, 

while on both knees working with the string.  

ñYou bet,ò Nick confirmed. 

Susan decided to step out onto their front porch. ñDid you talk to Bill about those guys he 

saw this week on our street?ò 

ñYes, I did, and I told him what I told you which was that if we see them again, weôre 

calling the cops immediately.ò 

ñStanley is coming over for dinner tonight,ò Susan said. ñHeôs looking forward to 

spending some quality time with you Tom.ò 

Tom was recently grounded for a month over an incident at a high school party at some 

kidôs home. Tom got so drunk that somehow he made it up to the parentsô master bedroom and 

puked onto the bed. Huge embarrassment for the Johnson clan. 

Susan asked Nick to run to the hardware store for some kitchen light bulbs so he hopped 

into his car for a quick shopping trip. She handed him two letters to mail on the way out the door. 

The letters needed stamps but he had some in his center console. Reaching into the console, he 

found a CD marked óplease listen, Nickô. He put the CD into his player and listened. 

 ñNick, itôs Peteré.please listen to this. This is the package. Donôt ask how it ended up in 

your car, just listen.ò 

Nick stopped the CD while driving out of the driveway. At least this was sleuthful 

enough that nobody watching him could see it being delivered as long as Peter went undetected 

in putting the CD into his car. That was kind of a big if. 

Maybe he needed to hear exactly what he was dealing with. Maybe Peter really needed 

his help. Maybe this was the best entertainment on the way to the hardware store.  

ñNick, before I went under, I got hold of nearly $1 billion of the cartelôs cash overseas 

and transferred it to hidden accounts across the globe. The account numbers and PINs are in an 

envelope attached to the backside of your shed. The PINs need to be updated every three months 

to keep these accounts active. Thatôs why I need you. All that you have to do is to go online 

every three months and update these PINs. Do not let these accounts go inactive. But thatôs all 

you have to do here, nothing more, I promise you. You donôt have to worry about where those 



accounts are or about moving any funds. The money will stay put if you do as I am requesting 

here. I am afraid if I go online to update these PINs, itôll make it easy for the Cartel to find me. 

Nick I am so sorry for having put you through all of this. I never meant to hurt you or 

your sweet family. If you turn this request down, I will completely understand. I just hope you 

wish to get back at the cartel the way I do. This could really set them back a few years at least 

and that should make us feel absolutely fantastic. For me, the thought of you disappearing for 

two years and risking the safety of your family would have eaten at me something fierce if I 

didnôt choose witness protection. That, and knowing that Julio was going to come after my own 

family at some point in the near future made the decision fairly rationale.ò  

  Why on Godôs green earth was Peter doing this? Yeah, he wanted the almighty revenge, 

set them back a few years. But he was taunting them, throwing sand their face. It was making no 

sense whatsoever, dammit! Why couldnôt he just leave the Cartel alone? They were going to 

devote every resource they had in hunting him down now.  And the best part of it all? The hot 

potato had landed in Nickôs lap and it was about to explode in his face.  

He turned the CD player off and put the CD in his back pocket. This was too much to 

comprehend and deal with in one setting. After returning from the hardware store, Nick found 

the envelope taped to the back of his shed as Peter had indicated and placed it in his work bag. 

He planned to move the envelope and CD to his bank safety deposit box. Keeping that 

information in the house or at work was just asking for that $1 billion to get back into the wrong 

hands.  

The FBI could wait, he had decided. Would there be a witness protection requirement if 

he turned over the funds to them? Would there be any presumed guilt on his part? Those 

thoughts occurred to Nick in the middle of the night and didnôt give him any warm fuzzies as he 

drove over to the bank to make the safety deposit box entry. 
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1:20 p.m. 

 

Detective Tom Rossa stepped onto the front porch of the home of Andrew and Gail 

Rogers. The rung doorbell only had to be heard once before Andrew came to the door. Gail and 

the kids were out for an afternoon of roller skating.  

Martin and Gil were sitting in Andrewôs closed garage listening to every word. They had 

been watching the Rogers house all morning before Gail and the kids left. Martin was pretty 

happy that he was able to listen in on this conversation. Nobody likes surprises in the criminal 

world and he had been getting too many of those since early Friday morning. Martin decided to 

lay off the pressure on Andrew to perform in front of the inevitable police interview because the 

risk of cracking was simply too high. Plus, the man didnôt do it ï that helped.  

ñAndrew Rogers?ò Detective Tom inquired. 

ñYes?ò  

ñI am Detective Tom Rossa,ò Tom said with casual authority. ñMay I ask you a few 

questions about Hank Glazer?ò 

ñSure,ò Andrew said. ñI heard about Hank this morning. Itôs terrible. Iôm having the 

hardest time wrapping my head around the whole thing, you know? This is such a shock to us 

alléò 

Andrew had seen the local news at 9 report on Hank earlier that morning, so he knew it 

was okay to announce his knowledge of the death. Otherwise, Martin had instructed him to play 

ignorant. Martin didnôt know if the media would have knowledge of Hankôs death before 

Andrew talked with the police. Andrew had been on the phone for much of the morning with 

several of the lab personnel talking about the incident.  

ñYou have heard then that Hank was murdered last night,ò Detective Tom interrupted.  

They were standing on the front porch of Andrewôs home. Martin had urged Andrew not 

to invite him into the house. The wind was whipping around something fierce at that hour and 

conversations tend to be cut short when forced to be had outside in those kinds of conditions. 

Left to the warm coziness of the Rogers home, the detective could fire away at one or two more 

questions than needed, questions that could provoke an ill -timed stumble from Andrew.  

ñItôs been all over the news.ò Andrew didnôt feel like telling the detective that he had 

been on the phone all morning with his staff. Martin had been very clear about keeping this 

conversation short, after all. 

ñDid Hank work for you?ò  

ñYes, I run a lab that is part of Mercy Hospital. He was one of my lab technicians.ò 

Detective Rossa coughed softly two times. Martin didnôt know what that meant. Probably 

nothing.  

ñWhat does a lab technician do?ò 

ñWell, we look under microscopes at test samples and determine the existence or non 

existence of bacteria, viruses etcé.pretty boring stuff.ò 

This was Andrewôs description of his job that he gave to most non medical people, 

particularly handy during the recent holiday party season. Or so he told Martin and Gil, when 

they informed him he was likely going to be asked this question by the detective. 

ñBoring enough to get killed over?ò Detective Tom asked.  

ñTo get killed over? Noé.No one pays any attention to the stuff we doéò 



ñHank was shot twice in the head, found in a menôs room stall at Beeches. This was no 

random burglaryéHe was involved with somethingé.ò 

Andrew started to play with the handle of his front storm door. 

ñNothingôs come to my attention at work. Hank was a fine worker and Iôm going to miss 

him terribly. But I didnôt know him all that well personally.ò 

It was a good thing the last statement was mostly the truth because this detective was 

sounding like he could spot a liar a mile away. Martin heard a change in tone in the detectiveôs 

detailed description of Hankôs murder. Slow and suspicious. 

ñIf there is anything else I can help you with, Iôll be happy to give you a call,ò Andrew 

volunteered. ñDo you have a card?ò 

ñOh, Iôm sorry,ò the detective said. ñI have a card in here somewhere. Here you goé.so, 

as far as the location of the murder goes, you donôt know if Hank went to Beeches after work 

often or was this a one -time kind of thing?ò 

Andrew hesitated for just a second. ñNo, like I said, I stayed out of his personal life.ò 

The house phone started ringing. It was Gil on his cell phone. Time for the conversation 

to end. 

ñAndrew, I wonôt take any more of your timeéyou have my card, so please call me if 

you hear anythingé.I mean anything!ò 

Martin heard the front door slam shut. 

ñHello?ò he said into the phone. 

ñThat detective needed to be cut offéhis questions were starting to zero in on you too 

much.ò Gil replied. 

ñI think it all went fine,ò Andrew said calmly. Gil and Martin walked back into the house 

and watched the detective drive away. ñHe didnôt learn anything from me.ò 

They went into the kitchen and sat down at the dining table.  

 ñThatôs my boy,ò Gil said. ñThat should be the last you hear from him, but if you do hear 

from him again, stick to the same game plan.ò 

ñSure sounds like he doesnôt have a clue who killed poor Hankéjust the way he was 

asking the questions, you knowé.ò Martin said.  

He didnôt really believe this because he could hear from the garage how increasingly 

suspicious the detective was getting of Andrew. But Andrew needed confidence if they were 

going to sell this to the police and everybody else.  

ñThe hunt into Hankôs personal life and what you knew of that was kept away from him 

good enough.ò Gil assured.  

The fact was that Hank and several of the staff used to go to Beeches quite often after 

work but had recently found a closer bar to frequent. Andrew only attended these after work get 

togethers once and awhile. 

Andrew had already assured Gil that Hankôs positive data on the second phase of the 

Zyptorin trial had not been revealed to the other lab technicians. Hankôs Zyptorin drug revelation 

died along with him.   

ñAll right, all righté.this detective will be talking with everyone in your lab,ò Martin 

said. ñYouôve got to be prepared for that and the questions that can pop out.ò 

ñOkay,ò Andrew stated cautiously. ñAll they know is the happy hours we spent with 

Hank at Beeches but I really only think I went to two or three of those over the past 18 months. 

That shouldnôt be a big deal. I really wish Hank hadnôt erupted like this and had come to me 



more calmly instead. But he was way too explosive with his anger and he was going to do 

something harmful to us all if he kept up with it for another day or so.ò 

Andrewôs family wasnôt due home for at least another hour. Martin hadnôt met his wife, 

Gail, yet but Gil considered her to be an A+ bitch. Gail made her husband visibly nervous when 

they were around others. Walking up to a wedding in October or leaving for the lab holiday party 

in December, Andrew fidgeted and squirmed mightily with a look of downright fear on his face 

that would scare little children. It wasnôt healthy.  

Andrew eyed the couch - football was on the TV. He needed to kick back and have a 

relaxing Sunday afternoon. As much as he could relax with two cartel men threatening him with 

a lab scheme that could cost him his career and even send him to prison. 

ñOkay,ò Martin said while standing up from the table. ñNice work today. I really do mean 

that because that could not have been easy for you. Weôre just lucky Hank didnôt talk to anybody 

else in the lab about the positive readings heôd been seeing. Anyway, the Zyptorin trial isnôt 

going to last for much longer it sounds like, so it does seem that thisôll all be over before you 

know it and you can go back to your old life.ò 

On their way out the door, Andrew grabbed Martin. 

ñYou gotta understand,ò he said. ñIôm gonna have to cover up all the data that Hank 

found and thatôs gonna take a few days. I wonôt know probably until tomorrow afternoon exactly 

how hard this is going to be, though.ò 

Martin looked at Gil. ñOkay, well, weôll play it by ear, but as long as nobody suspects 

anything, like the police or your lab workers, you shouldnôt feel stressed or even particularly 

rushed to cover it up because nobodyôs looking for it.ò 

Andrew smiled. ñI guess youôre right.ò 

He closed his front door and they were off. 

The Zyptorin trial committee meeting on Tuesday needed to go off without a hitch for 

Martinôs team. Andrew was not going to present in person. Rather, he was going to send in a 

report to the committee stating that the data for the early part of the second phase was 

inconclusive. Martin wanted to keep Andrew away from the committee members as much as 

possible. Andrew last met with the committee in mid December. Even before the Hank problem, 

Gil had instructed Andrew to steer the members toward a report sent by Andrew rather than an in 

person presentation.  

Martin needed to give David Clark a visit at his home on Sunday to discuss the plan for 

Tuesdayôs meeting. David was to take the lead once Andrewôs report was read by all committee 

members and hammer home the idea that this Zyptorin drug was a real loser. 

There had been no sign of the guys that followed Martin from the hospital parking lot.  

He thought being enough south of Morristown bought him at least a few days of security.  

 

*****  

 

It was 6:30 p.m. on Saturday night. 

ñHey babe,ò Jules said as she opened the front door to her condo. 

ñGood to see you, Jules.ò Martin leaned in with a kiss. 

She was good for him. Didnôt ask many questions. Raised in the Midwest. Loved her job 

working for egotistical cancer doctors. And she was hot. Blond, blue eyes, 5ô6, 125. Martin 

pegged her at 27, maybe a year or two off but definitely under 30.  



ñThe guy next to me is definitely on crack,ò she exclaimed. ñHe is suing the homeowner 

association over some issue with his driveway.ò 

ñIs the driveway crumbling or something?ò 

ñYeah, the home is only three years old and the association owns the driveways and 

sidewalks so it is their responsibility.ò 

Martin and Gilôs problem with Hank had been a pain in the ass Martin didnôt appreciate. 

He really needed a few days to rest and think about things. Something like a cartel hunting would 

do that to a guy, even somebody as seasoned as Martin. A night out with somebody not in his 

world, who believed he lived in another life as a pharmaceutical sales rep was the right medicine 

for Martin. Inane conversation about homeowners associations and drivewaysé.perfect. 

ñWhatôs going on at the hospital?ò he asked her. 

ñSecurity sure was busy today. They were called in when two guys were caught going 

floor to floor asking people to look at a picture and tell óem if theyôd seen the person or not. They 

only left when security escorted them out.ò 

Martin almost drove off the road. Had they gotten to David Clark? They most likely had 

not talked with Jules because she would have opened with this information.  

Just to be sure, thoughéòDid you talk to these guys?ò 

ñNo, I was with patients all morningé.I wonder whose picture it was?ò 

ñDid they say who they were?ò Martin figured they probably were posing as detectives. 

Thatôs what he would have done.  

ñI didnôt get any info other than what I just saidé.sorry sweetie,ò Jules chirped with her 

shiny smile. 

Martin hadnôt heard from David Clark, who had his number from the business card 

Martin handed to him in their first encounter at the hospital. Of course, he couldnôt ask David 

about these photo questions. That would seem way too suspicious. And there was the decent 

chance that David would ignore whatever warnings these guys would have given him if he 

volunteered knowledge of Martin from the photo. 

No, he might never know if these guys talked with David Clark. That was a risk.  
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8:00 p.m. 

 

ñWeôre sending you boys some help,ò Jim Lick told Steven. 

Steven sighed loudly into the phone. ñI donôt think thatôs necessary.ò 

ñWell, you still donôt know who Martin was meeting with at that hospital you were 

targeting yesterday, you have lost him ï probably for good - , and youôre running out of money. 

There anything else that Iôve failed to mention as it relates to your pathetic status?ò 

Steven actually got farther into the hospital network than he had anticipated, spending 

nearly 90 minutes questioning people before security showed up. Martin was not there to see a 

patient. No way. There was an angle he was working.  

ñBoris doesnôt like failure and this is failure, Steven,ò Jim said impatiently. It was not a 

negotiation. The decision had been made. More help was coming.  

ñOkay, okayébut we keep looking for Martin, right? No change in plans there?ò Steven 

asked Jim. 

Stevenôs blue pickup had been switched for a Ford Explorer due to Martin spotting the 

pickup on Friday. Jim didnôt tell Boris about that detail.  

ñProceed as planned and call me if you find him,ò Jim said. ñI think itôs safe to say that 

you wonôt be seeing him at that hospital anytime soon. Whoever he met withé.they are going to 

have to meet elsewhere.ò 
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9:40 p.m. 

 

ñYou know, David, the course committee could use somebody like you on it,ò Alan 

McLuhan declared. ñThe members look to you as a leader here and I agree wholeheartedly. You 

can really make your mark on all parts at Palm.ò 

David Clark and his wife Toni were socializing at the Palm Golf Club in Mendham, 

Davidôs current country club of choice. It was a nice club, decently challenging course, but it 

simply didnôt have the cache he so desperately sought. Not that the members of Palm Golf didnôt 

try. Nearly half of them worked on Wall Street, meaning their cache was best suited for the ways 

of Genghis Khan not the sophistication found at Baltusrol.  

Old money is like a fine wine. It canôt be rushed or imitated, no matter the effort or funds 

thrown toward the effort. Throw in the flair of high society culture and thatôs what David was 

looking for. It came down to the people in the end, people like Walter Masters, his college 

buddy, who had a wealthy lineage up the wazoo. When the two were in college together, Walter 

would often refer to their roommate status as óslumming it with David Clarkô.  

ñAlan, I simply donôt have the time for that kind of thing these days,ò David said before 

taking a sip of vodka and tonic. Iôm doing more and more consulting for pharmaceutical 

companies and it wouldnôt be fair to commit to a course committee a certain number of hours 

when I know Iôll have trouble making those meetings.ò 

Toni was pretty lukewarm upon learning of Davidôs encounter with Martin. ñWhy canôt 

you be satisfied as a heart surgeon?ò She asked him. ñWhat more does your ego want?ò 

She almost didnôt agree to come this night to Palm Golf. They did dinner and dancing at 

least one Saturday a month, sometimes two, but they hadnôt been in three weeks. They were due, 

he kept telling her.  

ñI heard that things were kinda winding down for you over at Distal,ò Alan gladly 

responded. ñWhatôs the latest?ò 

ñOh, I donôt want to discuss too many details, Alan!ò David said pretty loudly. ñBut a 

large European pharmaceutical has approached me and wants me for a lot more sophisticated 

work than what I was doing for the bloaks at Distal.ò 

Alan was in orthopedics, yet had developed quite a broad network of medical industry 

personnel over the years. He would do some checking on Monday about this information from 

David. Somebody would know something. Somewhere. 

A tap on Davidôs shoulder led him to turn around. The fist, meeting his right eye, 

weighed 1,000 pounds. David fell back three or four feet, barely managing to stay standing as his 

knees struggled to hold up his 210 pound frame. His vision blurred for a second but quickly 

recovered and his mind began racing to come to terms with what just happened.  

ñToo good for us, huh, Davy boy!ò slurred Ralph Walsh. 

Ralph wound up for another punch before being stopped by Alan who basically tackled 

the drunken club member. The two hit the floor with a thud that drew the attention of those 

within ten feet of them.  

ñHeôs trying to get into Baltusrol, folks!ò Ralph screamed with Alan on top of him. 

ñWeôre not high enough class for him, anymore!ò 

Toni rushed over to her husband.  



ñWhat the hell is going on here?ò She yelled. Toni poured some ice into a napkin and 

placed it onto Davidôs right eye.  

Ralphôs wife, Julie, pulled her husband from the floor. ñDavid, I am so sorry for this jerk. 

Heôs just drunk. Ralph, what the hell were you thinking you ass, making a scene like this in front 

of all these people? Weôre leaving.ò 

David wanted to keep fighting, wanted to plant his fist into óole Ralphy Boyôs face, 

wanted to leave this damn lower upper class golf club behind for good. This was the final straw. 

óNobody embarrasses David Clark like thatô, he thought to himself. 

ñWhat the hell was that all about?ò Toni whispered to David. ñWhy did you rile him up 

so much?ò 

ñMe?ò David exclaimed. ñI wasnôt even talking to him. He sucker punched meécame 

out of nowhere. That guy needs to get booted from this club. We have no room for this kind of 

boorish behavior here!ò 

David felt like soapboxing this incident, but Toni grabbed his hand hard which meant 

basically to shut up. Toni and David sat down at a table with Alan and his wife, Claire. 

ñWhat a night,ò Toni said, a tad embarrassed. ñDavid, you must have said something to 

him to get him that pissed off at you! Nobody civilized walks up to somebody and decks them. 

Not in country clubs anyhow. Waité.did you sleep with Julie or something? That must be it!ò 

Toniôs right index finger was now planted on Davidôs chest and her eyes had morphed 

into a wild haze. 

ñToni, no! He made some comment about me wanting to get into Baltusrol. It had 

nothing to do with what youôre suggesting. Right, Allen?ò 

David looked over at Allen who nodded sheepishly. It was an awkward moment indeed. 

One minute theyôre talking about the Palm Golf Club course committee and the next minute the 

cat bursts out of the bag about Davidôs pursuit of a Baltusrol admission.  

ñOh, Ralph is a blowhard, thatôs all!ò Claire piped in while reaching for Toniôs hand. 

ñDonôt listen to anything he says. Honestly, I donôt have the foggiest idea how Julie puts up with 

óole Ralphy boyôs drunken ways. I have some stories, Toni, that would knock your socks off. 

This was tame for him, believe you me.ò 

David took the ice out of the napkin and put it directly onto his fast swelling up right eye. 

óA juicy fat steak might serve the wounded spot betterô, he thought to himself.  

ñI need another drink,ò he muttered aloud. 

 David absolutely felt no desire to talk any further with his wife. óHow could she say 

those things about me cheating on her in front of other people like thatô, he thought. 

Alan popped up. ñAnother vodka tonic?ò 

ñRocks, Alan, rocks.ò 

 

 



 

Monday, January 20
th
 

1:35 p.m. 

 

ñDavid, Martin Verducia, how are you doing this afternoon?ò 

David hopped out of his desk chair to talk. ñMighty fine, Martin, mighty fine. What can I 

do for you?ò 

Surgery for most of the morning had kept David busy. A 90 minute lunch meant that he 

had been in his office for just five minutes when Martin called. A black and blue welt lay 

beneath Davidôs right eye lid, a victim of Saturday eveningôs sucker punch.  

ñYou have your Zyptorin committee meeting tomorrow night, right?ò Martin got right to 

the point.  

ñYes, sir,ò David stated. ñWeôll be reviewing some early results from the second phase of 

the trial which I expect to point to the same disappointing results we saw in the first phase for the 

drug.ò 

Martin laughed into the phone. ñThatôs interesting. Do you remember me telling you how 

we donôt want Distal sweeping this trial under the rug through some PR magic?ò 

ñSure do.ò David said. ñAnd Iôve been thinking about ways to bring that about through 

the committeeôs actions. If we insist on a committee press release in addition to Distalôs, then 

Distal wonôt be able to dilute the facts that this drug is a real loser. There are other ways I have 

thought of also.ò 

David always had been a good listener and this was something he heard loud and clear 

from Martin during their hallway discussion on Friday. Who was he kidding? He knew Martin 

had an agenda with this Zyptorin trial. Sismac wanted to buy Distal and if Distalôs stock fell hard 

enough on the bad Zyptorin news, Sismac could swoop in. David wasnôt born yesterday. If he 

had a hand in Sismacôs good fortune, good fortune was going to rain down on him. 

ñThatôs sounds like sound reasoning,ò Martin stated proudly. 

ñWell this isnôt the first committee Iôve served on and one of them did insist on a separate 

press release coming from the committee.ò 

ñExperience does matter at times, doesnôt it?ò 

ñWhy, yes it does,ò David said. 

He sat back down, putting his feet up onto the desk. There were so many questions David 

wanted to ask Martin. They would have to wait, though. Heôd only known Martin for three days 

and this was only their second conversation. 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 21
st
 

7:00 p.m. 

 

Nick Johnson strolled into Conference Room 3a on floor LL3 of Overlook Hospital in 

Summit, NJ. 3a was a fishbowl in the center of the floor. The wood blinds covering the windows 

of 3a were open tonight, which seemed strange to him.  

ñNick, how are you, sir?ò Dr. Norman Watson asked. Norman headed the committee in a 

very level headed kind of way.  

ñPretty good for a Tuesday night, Normané.how are things with you?ò he asked. 

Normanôs kids were long out of the house and Nick knew his wife was battling some kind of non 

life threatening illness.  

ñOh, Sally is feeling much better after seeing that Eastern Medicine doc in Westchester,ò 

Norman said. ñI donôt understand it one bit, but she swears by his treatment.ò 

David Clark walked into 3a. 

ñElvis is in the room!ò Pete Thompson shouted with a huge smile.   

The two men shook hands vigorously and talked for a minute. Nick went to get a water 

from the table in the back of the room before taking his seat at the main conference table. 

ñCool that you decided to make it here tonight,ò David whispered to Nick while rubbing 

his shoulders and sitting down next to him. 

ñWell, this is the only entertainment I seem to get these days, you know, David,ò he said 

to his old friend.  

He had pulled the account number and PIN information off the back of his shed on 

Saturday after learning of Peterôs request, before depositing all the information in his safety 

deposit box. That is all that he had done, though. He didnôt want to pull up these accounts on his 

home or office computers. If Peter was afraid that usage of these accounts could be detected and 

traced back to him, why couldnôt it be traced back to Nick? That was the oddest part of his whole 

plan. Many hotels have public desktops for guest usage. If he paid cash for a New York City 

hotel and registered under a different name, tracing back to him would be next to impossible. But 

Peter could just as easily have done this on his own end and kept Nick out of it.  

ñThis should be a quick meeting, though,ò David replied. ñThe Data Monitoring 

committee isnôt going to have any real meat for us for some time now.ò 

The second half of the patient pool started being tested with Zyptorin in late October and 

the lab results were just now coming in for the earliest of patients. The committee was supposed 

to see very rough numbers from these results tonight. The Data Monitoring committee wouldnôt 

bless these numbers, of course, yet Norman and his team found them useful nonetheless. 

ñAndrew Rogers has given us a rough breakdown of the numbers as supplied by Justin 

Witley, our statistician,ò Norman announced to everybody. ñJustin cautions that these are very, 

very preliminary numbers and hardly statistically significant. Itôs less than 100 people, but they 

tweaked the study enough for the second half of patientsé.ò 

David interrupted, ñNorman, do you have copies for us all or do we have to listen to you 

all evening?ò 

Norman glared at the heart surgeon. ñOh, Iôm sorry, let me pass this stack of Andrewôs 

report out to you all. Itôs only one pageéa summary.ò 

Norman waited for the stack to make it around the table before speaking again. 



ñAndrew sent me only one copy of the cover letter which basically explains the 

numbers,ò Norman continued. ñBottom line, folks, this drug isnôt performing any better than in 

the first part of the trial.ò 

ñActually, it looks like it might even be performing worse, if Iôm looking at the numbers 

correctly,ò David stated. ñThis looks like less than 10% effectiveness for Zyptorin, at least for 

this pool of patients.ò 

The drug trial was set up to prove Zyptorinôs claim that it was at least 40% more effective 

than the next leading artery plaque reduction drug on the market, Balentor.  

David seemed particularly pleased with himself upon making this statement, more odd 

than usual. This was terrible news for Distal which meant, the last time Nick checked, bad news 

for David.  

ñDavid, I think youôre right,ò Pete Thompson declared.  

The guy was a complete kiss ass. This was Peteôs second drug trial and he was in hog 

heaven. Clearly, kissing Davidôs ass was a good way to get onto more trials in the future. The 

rest of the committee just rolled their eyes.  

The fax machine rang and started whirring in the corner of the room. It caught John 

Goldmanôs attention, so he walked over to look at what was being faxed. 

ñWhat is it, John?ò Norman asked. 

ñItôs to you, Norman, from Andrew Rogers,ò John said. ñItôs one page of numbers with 

24% circled in the bottom.ò 

John walked the paper over to Norman who looked it over.  

ñWell the dates on this document run from the end of October through mid December,ò 

Norman stated. ñAnd there looks to be several hundred people here, maybe over five hundred.ò 

David shot out of his chair and ran over to Norman. ñLet me see that!ò he shouted while 

snatching the paper out of Normanôs grasp. 

ñIf that number 24% means 24% effective rate, then we need to let Distal management be 

aware of this new trend in the trial results,ò Stan Hutz declared. 

ñWhoa, whoa, whoaé.ò David responded in a super high pitch. ñThis committee doesnôt 

go running to the company on every whim and fancy this Zyptorin trial takes. Thereôs a set data 

monitoring process that has to be honored.ò 

Davidôs right hand began tapping the conference table. He didnôt look right, sort of like 

he was going to throw up.  

ñOh, take that formal crap and shove it where the sun donôt shine, David,ò Stan replied. 

ñDistal needs good news, this would be a very informal piece of information we would be 

passing along, not a big deal at alléò 

Norman pounded the conference table. ñEverybody settle down, will you! David, take 

your seat and hand back that fax,ò he said smoothly.  

David glared at Norman for two seconds before handing the fax back and taking his seat 

next to Nick. 

Norman continued. ñI personally donôt believe in sending false alarms or even early reads 

to corporate management teams. Even if this data is what it looks like, we donôt say anything to 

Distal until Justin Witley blesses the data.ò 

David softly clapped his hands and exhaled with his cheeks kind of puffed out. What was 

this guyôs deal? Nick could practically hear Davidôs heart beating while they sat next to each 

other. When he told David he was looking for entertainment, this wasnôt what he had in mind. If 

Norman had sided with Stan Hutz, there was no telling what Davidôs reaction would have been.  



ñDavid, itôs like youôre rooting for Distal to fail hereéwhatôs going on?ò Nick whispered 

to him. 

He whipped around and glared at Nick. ñDrop itéIôll talk with you later.ò 

Stan Hutz stood and began to walk around the room.  

ñWhy donôt we give Andrew Rogers a call right now?ò he said. ñI donôt know why he 

happened to forget these few hundred other patients. This doesnôt make any sense.ò 

Nick nodded his head but didnôt say anything because he did not want to get David all 

worked up again. For sure David would ask Nick later, after the meeting, what he thought they 

should have done with this information  - which was to tell Distal everything - yet David needed 

time to settle down. 

ñNo, I want to talk with Justin Witley, first, and see if he has seen these numbers,ò 

Norman stated. ñI will try to get Justin and Andrew on to a conference callé.maybe tonight or 

tomorrow morning. The fact that this fax came directly from Andrew makes me a little nervous, 

to be totally frank with you all. Itôs a little sloppy.ò  

 That was weird. Nick hadnôt thought of that until Norman brought it up. Also, this may 

have been his first drug trial, but Nick knew enough about Zyptorin by now that a rise to a 24% 

effective rate was just huge by any standards. Oleg and his cartel would have loved to get a hold 

of that news the day before it got announced to the public.  

David started to say something, then stopped himself. Everyone looked at him before 

Norman came to the rescue. 

ñWhy donôt we take a five minute break so we can make some copies of this fax, and I 

will see if Justin is around,ò Norman said.  

Stan Hutz walked over to David. ñHey, bud, I didnôt mean to get you so worked up,ò he 

said. ñLetôs just agree to disagree, okay?ò 

ñOkay,ò David said after clearing his throat. ñIôve been on two drug trials where we 

misled corporate management with early data and we ended up looking like idiots for it. I never 

want to be put in that position again, thatôs all.ò 

It wasnôt clear to Nick how this could be viewed as potentially misleading Distal 

management; not if they couched their finding with the clear caveat that the remaining trial data 

could end up markedly different than that being presented.  

Nick felt like he needed a stretch so he got up and began to walk around the conference 

room. The menôs room was down the hall, about halfway toward the elevator. He made his way 

in that direction, deciding that a bathroom break might be wise at that moment in the meeting. 

Nausea suddenly came over him upon entering the menôs room. He hustled into the far 

stall toward the window. Trying to take a few deep breaths and waiting to see if the moment 

passed, Nick sat down on the toilet seat with his head between his knees.  

Somebody came into the menôs room to use the urinal. Another shortly followed.  

ñHowôs it going, David?ò whispered one of the men 

ñWhat the hell are you doing here?ò 

Nickôs head sprung up because the second voice sounded a whole lot like David Clark. 

Nick then looked down to take a look at the shoes. They were too far to the right of his stall for 

him to look through the cracks of the stall and identify them. He suddenly realized that pulling 

his feet up from the floor might be a good idea.  

ñJust doing a little snooping,ò whispered the first man. ñItôs done all of the time, David. 

You have to relax.ò 

ñThereôs been a slight wrinkle,ò David whispered back. ñLetôs talk tomorrow, okay?ò 



ñNothing we canôt handle, right?ò 

ñThatôs right,ò David affirmed. 

The two men left the menôs room.  

How was Nick going to get out of there? Was Davidôs friend going to be watching from 

some dark corner in the hallway? They could have easily looked under the stalls before he had 

the chance to get his feet up. 

He decided to wait for somebody else to come into the menôs room and leave with them. 

45 seconds went by before Tom Meredith entered the menôs room. Nick exited the stall to wash 

his hands.  

Who the hell was David talking to? He said there was a wrinkle, like a wrinkle in a plan. 

He sure seemed surprised to see whoever came into the menôs room to talk with him. 

The two pairs of shoes that Nick saw were tan loafers and black boots. David wouldnôt be 

caught dead wearing black boots but Nick didnôt happen to notice what shoes David was wearing 

earlier in the evening.  

ñCrazy deal tonight, huh, Nick.ò Tom said to him. 

As Tom washed his hands, Nick waited for him with the door to the menôs room open. 

ñYeah, that fax better have the right information on it,ò Nick said. ñNorman wonôt 

appreciate a wild goose chase, you know.ò 

Tom laughed. 

They walked out into the hallway together and Nick scanned the area to see if anyone 

was watching them. No sign of anyone.  

ñCome on you guys, were about to get started again,ò Stan Hutz urged. 

ñHold your horses,ò Tom replied. ñWeôre coming.ò 

  Nick took his seat next to David. Tan leather loafers. He had them on. It took every 

ounce of restraint to keep from asking him right then who that guy he was talking to was. He said 

he was snoopingé.on their drug trial meeting? Maybe he was an industrial spy and David was 

selling information on the trial to him. That thought flowed through Nickôs mind so easily and it 

didnôt even faze him. He could thank Oleg and the cartel for that gift. After all, thatôs pretty 

much what Oleg was asking him to do for nearly five months. 

The voice talking to David was definitely not Olegôs. Nick would recognize that voice 

anywhere, anyhow.  

ñWell, folks, I was able to get Justin on the line, but he hasnôt seen this latest data shown 

in this here fax.ò 

Norman held up the fax. 

ñYou all have copies in front of you,ò he said. 

ñI donôt understand this, Normané.itôs not like we donôt have protocol to follow here,ò 

Stan Hutz replied. ñThis looks like Andrew Rogers is trying to do Justinôs job.ò 

Nick kept staring at his copy in front of him. Andrew had written on the bottom of the 

data run, ñSorry for the last minute insert.ò Stanôs point was dead on, of course. Yet, there had to 

be more to this deal than they knew at that moment. 

Nobody said anything for about thirty seconds as they all studied the numbers in front of 

them.  

ñI count 438 patients included in this additional data run,ò Rob Planters announced 

proudly. ñWhat is that, about 10% of the targeted patient count for the second half of this trial?ò 



ñCorrect, we are looking to study roughly 4,000 patients,ò Norman confirmed. ñOf 

course, we donôt know anything about these 438 patients. Weôre going to have to dig deep in 

order to verify this new upswing to 24%.ò 

David coughed loudly. ñI donôt believe this. Weôre actually considering this mysterious 

fax to be real and applicable to this study? The odds of this drug moving from below 15% 

effective rate to 24% are so low that we must start with the utmost cynicism here. And Iôm not 

hearing that at all.ò 

 David began to tap his right hand alongside his right leg at a furious pace. He clearly was 

not a fan of this fax and had been perfectly content having this meeting end with Andrewôs initial 

submission to the group that pointed to less than 10% effectiveness for Zyptorin. 

ñI prefer to keep more of an open mind than thaté.at least before I get a chance to talk 

with Andrew tomorrow morning,ò Norman responded. 

Davidôs cell phone rang but he let it go to voice mail. The blend of fury and panic flying 

through his head at that moment had to have been almost unbearable.  

ñMaybe Andrew did somehow jump the gun, got so excited by the data, that he left Justin 

out of the picture for the time being,ò Tom Meredith said.  

ñOr maybe, these patients live in a funky water zone and theyôre statistical anomalies not 

relevant to this trial,ò David shouted out. ñSomething is up here, I know it.ò 

Something was definitely up here but the problem didnôt start with Andrew Rogers, from 

Nickôs viewpoint. Mr. Black Boots was his focus.  

Nick had $1 billion at his disposal which suddenly became very appealing. Money found 

people who could find answers. At the very least, it could fund a private investigator to trail 

David indefinitely. William Miler, the former Morristown detective that had been so helpful in 

his planning to fake his death so to escape Olegôs grip, could again prove to be helpful in finding 

a trustworthy private investigator. Nick surprised William over the weekend by telling him what 

happened with Peter Hansen; their plan was off. William had expected him to be long gone by 

then. 

 The twisted side of Nick thought of luring Oleg back and sicking that cartel thug onto 

David. That thought lasted only a second in his head, though. Another meeting with Mr. Black 

Boots was bound to happen at some point. Probably in the next 24 hours from the sound of that 

conversation between the two in the menôs room. While Nick probably could find a private 

investigator to get cracking on David in the next 24 hours, discretely pulling money out of 

Peterôs accounts in that timeframe was next to impossible.  

ñWeôre going to have to meet more often if this data from Andrew is the real deal,ò 

Norman told them all.  

There were a few soft groans upon this announcement because this sounded like real 

work to the group.  

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 21
st
 

7:15 p.m. 

 

ñHey Sal, we bring todayôs grub!ò Shelly yelled out to the director of St. Thomas 

homeless shelter in Morristown, NJ.  

ñYou know where to put it, Shell,ò Sal replied.  

Oleg opened the large refrigerator in the kitchen and put their bag on the third shelf next 

to the bags of lettuce. A church group from Mendham was serving spaghetti for tonightôs meal. 

There were nine of them in the group and probably 100 homeless men and women eating.  

Sal grabbed Olegôs arm. ñHow long are you in town, man?ò 

ñExcuse me?ò Oleg asked. 

ñHow does your Aunt afford all of this food each night?ò Sal asked.  

Oleg shrugged his shoulders. He never heard Shelly tell Sal who Oleg was, so maybe he 

simply took a guess that Oleg was her nephew. Or maybe she spoke of a nephew in the past to 

Sal. Oleg had no idea what to say to Sal, in any case. 

Olegôs cell phone rang. 

ñI hear youôre looking for me,ò Gil said. 

ñYeah, are you still working for Martin?ò Oleg asked. ñI was lucky to get away last 

Thursday.ò 

Since Gil still thought Martin was part of the Cartel, he wasnôt sure how Martin was 

going to respond to Oleg.  

ñUh huh, but I donôt think heôs going to want to talk to you,ò Gil responded. ñYouôre too 

hot, you know?ò 

Oleg had little idea what Gil was doing for Martin or even where he was exactly. When 

he was taking orders from Martin and then Jorge, Oleg never asked them questions unrelated to 

his assignments. He had heard that Gil was working some kind of deal for Martin in southern 

New Jersey, but that was the extent of it. Oleg assumed it was a similar doctor insider trading 

angle that he and Karel had been working over on Dr. Nick Johnson up until the FBI raid. 

ñWell, Iôm staying up here for awhile, I believe, so can you give Martin my number?ò 

ñSure.ò Gil asked. ñHold on.ò 

ñ973-377-7544.ò 

Gil asked Oleg to repeat the number one more time while he found a pen and paper. 

After ending the phone call, Oleg looked up to find Shelly. An elderly homeless man was 

dancing with her in the corner of the dining hall. He was no Pacman machine but Shelly was 

smiling nonetheless. 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 21
st
 

9:35 p.m. 

 

ñMom, please lay off,ò Tom pleaded with Susan as Nick walked into their home after the 

committee meeting. ñMrs. Jules told us the paper needs to be under ten pages.ò 

Susan loved working with Tom on his essays for English and History classes. This was 

not Nickôs strength at all so she could have at it.  

ñNick, tell your boy that his mother is not an idiot,ò she pleaded to Nick. She was 

standing in their kitchen. ñI can add a lot of value to this essay, Tom. The last history paper you 

had, Mr. Stewart loved your conclusion which we worked on together heavily.ò 

Nick breathed a huge sigh. His mind was running wild with thoughts about Mr. Black 

Boots and whatever criminal plan he had gotten Nickôs college friend wrapped into. David didnôt 

seem to be the logical white collar criminal given that he already had such a great life. Plus, he 

knew from Nick the FBI was watching this trial very closely, so he had to be smart about this. Of 

course, if he was being pressured by Mr. Black Books like Oleg worked on Nick, David would 

not have had much of a choice. After all, the FBI didnôt completely shut down the cartel Oleg 

worked for.  

During the rest of the meeting and the ride home, Nick came to the conclusion that he 

was going to stick with the committee and see it through. Was it the fact that a good friend could 

be in trouble? Probably. He didnôt think that he was now some great crime solver or anything. 

Yes, Oleg forced him to learn things about the criminal world that no responsible citizen should 

ever learn. But it was his hope that he could put that knowledge to bed for good after the FBI 

raid.  

David didnôt seem to be the one calling the shots in that brief conversation in the menôs 

bathroom. And he did act sincerely shocked when Nick told him about Olegôs cartel at lunch last 

week. Either he had become a great actor or David just wasnôt of the right mindset for this type 

of criminal activity. Nick thought about talking with David after the meeting but a hostile 

response from him was highly likely. Especially given what he whispered to Nick after handing 

the fax back to Norman earlier in the evening. 

Mr. Black Boots said he was snooping. David told Nick at lunch last week that he was 

working with Sismac pharmaceuticals. Was that where Mr. Black Boots was from? Maybe the 

cartel wasnôt involved here at all.  

ñMom, youôve practically written the whole intro and conclusion yourself,ò Tom said 

while looking at his father.  

Tom was working at the desk in the kitchen which they kind of liked because he was an 

only child and they were not going to bother him. Not unless, one of them wanted to help out on 

some of his history essays.  

Nick gave Susan a hug. ñMaybe you should let the boy learn on his own for at least one 

nighté.can you do that?ò 

ñSo thatôs your contribution here tonight?ò she asked snidely. ñHow was your meeting, 

by the way? Did King David behave himself?ò 

Susan was not a fan of David Clarkétoo big of a pompous ass who treated Nick as 

someone to keep around for ego purposes only. He resented that, no matter how much truth lay 

in that sentiment. Susan was no idiot. 



ñOh, heôs managed to finagle a consulting job with Sismac Pharmaceuticals, so heôs all 

blabber mouth about thaté.also, we have some data problems with the trial meaning we might 

have to meet more often.ò 

ñDavid? A blabber mouth about his career? I donôt see it,ò Susan said sarcastically while 

crossing her arms. ñHow does he find the time to be a heart surgeon?ò    

Nick almost made a comment back to Susan about Sismac maybe poking its nose into the 

Zyptorin trial by using Davidôs services, but he held his tongue. Susan couldnôt help the situation 

any and she might have said something to the wrong people. She despised David Clark so. 

About ten years ago, when Tom was just learning how to ski, the Clarks and the Johnsons 

went on a ski trip to Vail. They had a decent week but, even back then, it was clear that Davidôs 

stature was rising much faster than Nickôs in the medical community. 

The management company notified them mid week that the condo in which they were 

staying was being offered to them on a time share basis. They could buy two weeks a year. The 

price: $8,500 per couple.  

After they all thought about the deal, they finally agreed to give it a go. David said he 

would notify the management company to gather up all of the paperwork. The Clarks and 

Johnsons went out that evening to celebrate - it felt like they were in college again- and the 

laughter kept growing with every drink. The $8,500 price was steep because Nick and Susan 

were not used to spending that kind of vacation money. Nick was still paying off medical school 

loans, but they had it lying around in their savings accounts and they figured they could swing it.  

The next Monday, David called and told Nick thereôd been a change in plans. It turned 

out that the Clarks were angling for another higher end time share property right on the ski 

slopes. David offered the Johnsons in on this deal as well, only now the price was $22,500 per 

couple for the same two weeks a year. This was clearly far out of their price range and they 

suspected that David knew that.  

ñNick, I didnôt think you guys would be comfortable with this kind of money, but I 

wanted to at least give you a chance,ò David told him. ñThe Jacobs ï you know Paul Jacobs, 

right? ï they are in if you guys pass, so donôt feel like thereôs any pressure here.ò 

David had a way to defuse peopleôs volatile reactions toward him. Paul Jacobs was a 

general surgeon who often worked with David. 

Susan was quite pissed about the whole thing, fuming about for over a month, and they 

ended up not seeing the Clarks for almost nine months until a dinner party at the Wesleys. When 

David announced during dinner that the Clarks were traveling out to their Vail time share, Susan 

nearly choked on her salmon.   

Even ten years later, Nick knew that he was going to get absolutely zero sympathy from 

Susan about David working over the Zyptorin committee for his own interest. 

 ñDid you grab some dinner before the meeting?ò Susan asked. 

ñSubway sandwich,..Turkey on whole wheat.ò 

 ñYou know, some of the kids at school are starting to say stuff about Charlie and itôs 

really pissing me off,ò Tom said from the desk.  

Susan walked over to Tom, pulling a chair over to sit down next to him.  

ñHow did anyone hear the details of their situation?ò she asked him. ñYou didnôt tell 

anybody what your father told us, did you?ò 

ñNo!ò Tom yelled. ñHonest, I didnôt! But rumors start when kids disappear out of the 

blue. I mean, Charlie left in the middle of the school week.ò 



Nick sat down at the kitchen table with a beer. ñUh huhéI can see how that would be 

confusing to people. We werenôt the only folks to notice that the Hansen family had completely 

disappeared.ò 

Susan had called him earlier in the day telling him how their phone was ringing off the 

hook for much of the morning. Friends were calling because everyone knew they were close to 

the Hansens. Poor Susan had to lie like a rug and claim ignorance. Wolfpack closing in on a 

fallen deer have no more vigor than these people hounding Susan.  

ñThe majority seems to be focused on them being whacked by the mob over some 

criminal act Mr. Hansen was involved in,ò Tom said. ñThat doesnôt seem too far of a stretch 

from what you told us actually happened, Dad.ò  

Nick laughed awkwardly. This had to be the eye of the storm. Everybody would forget 

about the Hansens in a few weeks or months and he simply needed to keep his mind steady. Yes, 

Peter and Nick were the only ones who knew everything at that point and Peter wasnôt letting 

him forget it. He couldnôt trust anybody else to keep his toehold in the old world of his. He had 

to respect that, not try to understand it or even control it.  

 ñWell, you make sure you keep tight lips about what your father told us because the 

protection of the Hansens depends on it,ò Susan said firmly. 

She had obviously put a lot of thought into Peterôs problems and it scared her. How a 

well respected citizen like Peter Hansen could get involved with such a grizzly criminal 

organization like a Mexican drug carteléshe had lost sleep the past few days. Susan wouldnôt 

admit it to Nick, but he knew. 

ñCharlie deserves it and I will honor that, Mom,ò Tom said.   

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 21
st
 

9:05 p.m. 

 

ñSomehow a lot more positive results are showing up in the Zyptorin data recently, 

Martin,ò David Clark said after closing the passenger door and sitting inside Martinôs truck in the 

parking garage of Overlook Hospital.  

ñWhat happened at the meeting?ò 

ñWe got two sets of dataéthe first from Andrew Rogers, our lab headé he sent ahead of 

time to the meeting showing how nothing had really changed in the trial results. If anything, the 

results had gotten slightly worse.ò 

Martin nodded his head. Nothing new here for him. This was in line with what Andrew 

told him he was going to show the committee.  

ñWhat happened next?ò Martin asked. 

ñWe got a fax from Andrew, saying ówhoops, sorry, here is some more dataô. Only this 

data shows a 24% average effective rate increase over the competition from the low to mid teens 

range weôd been in.ò 

ñWhat?ò Martin blurted. ñThis Andrew fellow sent you this during this meeting?ò 

Martinôs pulse rate shot to the moon.  

óGil, you idiot, how could you miss this development?ô he asked himself.  

ñYeah, about ten minutes into it,ò David said. 

ñI bet people are pretty confused over all of this,ò Martin stated. Maybe Hank Glazer was 

able to get the information he had on the Zyptorin trial to somebody else before he died. Then 

that person somehow found out the committee meeting time and fax number for the conference 

room? Not too likely. 

ñOur committee head is going to try to talk with Andrew and our data team head 

tomorrow morning and try to figure this whole thing out for us all,ò David replied.  

Martin knew that he and Gil had to talk with Andrew in advance of that conversation 

because the committee members werenôt the only people trying to figure out what the hell was 

going on. 

ñAnd let me guess,ò Martin started. ñWeôre not only talking about a few patients with this 

new 24% effective rate are we?ò 

David cleared his throat. ñNo, there were several hundred included in the second set that 

was faxed over to us. Thatôs enough to make it material to the study.ò 

Martin leaned back in the driver seat and let out a deep breath.  

ñOkay, why donôt we touch base in the morning?ò Martin asked. 

David nodded and left the truck.   

ñGil, find out what the hell is going on with Rogers, tonight!ò Martin screamed into his 

cell phone. ñHe sent over two sets of data and the second set showed much more positive results 

for this drug than heôd been showing the committee all this time. He faxed over this second set 

during the committee meeting.ò 

ñOh, crapé.Iôm gonna kill him,ò Gil muttered. ñIs he that stupid? He knows what we did 

to Hank for godôs sakeéò 

ñGet over there right now and figure out a way to talk with him in the next thirty or so 

minutes because the committee head is gonna try to talk with him first thing tomorrow morning 

and we need to fix this before that happens.ò 



ñWell, how do you think we do that?ò Gil asked while throwing on his coat. ñI mean if he 

has double crossed us, we have to hurt him donôt we?ò 

ñYeah, I just have a feeling there is something more to it than that, you know?ò Martin 

responded. 

ñLetôs hope so because we have put all our eggs into this guy and everything goes to pot 

if we lose him. Of course, you know that.ò 

Martin didnôt think it fit Andrewôs professional image to mysteriously send over a fax in 

the middle of a committee meeting. The guy was simply too polished for that.  

ñWhen you get to the Rogers house, figure out how to get him alone, and put me on 

speaker phone so I can talk and listen also,ò Martin instructed.  

Exactly how Gil was going to get Andrew out of the house without raising suspicion 

from his wife was going to be tricky. His kids went to bed by 8pm and Andrew and his wife 

usually watched television until 10pm. The clock was definitely ticking.  

ñI can do that. The Rogers have a dog, so heôll probably take the dog out for a walk or 

something,ò Gil said. ñHopefully, they havenôt done that already.ò 

ñCall me backñ,ò Martin stated.  

 

*****  

 

Gil pulled up to the Rogers house at 9:35pm. He had only needed to roust Andrew at this 

hour once before and he had gotten lucky that time because Andrew happened to be out walking 

his dog on the street. No such luck this time around.  

Andrew and Gail Rogers adored their television time between 8:30 and 10:00 each night. 

They sat together on a tan leather couch with their backs to the den window that looked out onto 

the backyard. Gil walked around to that window and peered cautiously through. Gail was 

standing only a few feet away, looking right at him. He spun back into the darkness, wondering 

in panic if heôd been spotted. Gil decided to crouch real low to try again. This time, Gail stood 

harmlessly in the kitchen, apparently unable to spot Gil the first go around. Andrew was nowhere 

in sight.  

ñGil,ò Andrew whispered from Gilôs left, maybe ten feet away. 

Gil spun to see Andrew with his dog in tow. 

ñI was down the street with Jake here when you pulled up,ò Andrew said as he walked 

closer. ñIs something wrong?ò 

Andrew motioned to Gil for them to walk around to the driveway where they couldnôt be 

heard by Gail. 

ñYou bet there is,ò Gil started firmly. He wanted to plant his fist into Andrewôs mouth 

but Martin would not have appreciated that. He remembered to dial Martin and put the cell 

phone on speakerphone.  

ñYou sent a fax during the committee meeting tonight showing very positive results for 

the Zyptorin trial,ò Martin declared. 

ñWhat?ò Andrew asked. ñI didnôt send any fax tonight. You think Iôm crazy to screw 

with you guys or something?ò 

ñWell, somebody with access to your lab sent that fax with your name on it tonight. Can 

you explain that?ò Martin asked over the speakerphone. 

Andrew ran his right hand through his hair. ñNo, I cannot explain that! This is all so 

crazy!ò 



A gust of wind nearly knocked the cell phone out of Gilôs hand. Jake started to get antsy 

so Andrew began walking him around in a circle in the driveway.  

ñIs this data real, though?ò Martin pressed. ñThe fax showed a 24% effective rate for 

several hundred patients.ò 

ñYeah, itôs real, but I had no intention of ever revealing that to the committee, if thatôs 

what youôre thinking. Hank began noticing this trend about a month before I met Gil and he was 

willing to help me out by changing the data enough for these patients to keep it in line with what 

weôd been seeing in the first half of the trial. Then, out of the blue, last week he decides that he 

doesnôt want to do that anymoreéYou know the rest.ò 

ñThatôs not exactly the story we got a few days ago from you, Andrew!ò Martin yelled. 

ñYeah, well, Iôm telling you the truth right now,ò Andrew muttered into the wind. ñDo 

you guys have any kind of knowledge how much pressure you put me under? I was scared to tell 

you the truth about how this trial was really developing.ò 

Jake let out a bark so Andrew firmed the leash and began to pet the dog aggressively.  

ñThe committee head is gonna give you a call first thing in the morning,ò Martin pressed. 

ñWhat are you going to tell him? Apparently, they argued for most of the meeting whether or not 

to show the faxed data to Distal management. They are holding off for now, but you need to 

settle them down when you talk, understand?ò 

Andrew knelt down to semi hug the dog. Nobody said anything for a bit, giving the wind 

a chance to dominate all senses. 

ñAndrew, you say that you guys changed the data over the past few months to make it 

more like the earlier parts of the trial,ò Martin inserted finally. ñThen why not blame the fax on 

somebody trying to frame you with fictitious data. You should offer to open your doors to an 

audit because you know they wonôt take you up on it and it makes you look credible. Blame it on 

some industry spies that are monkeying with the trial.ò 

Andrew smiled. ñImagine thatéPeople trying to monkey with the trial.ò 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 21
st
 

9:40 p.m. 

 

James waited in his Lexus, eight homes down the street from the Rogers home. Andrew 

had been a strangely naughty boy that evening, likely managing to piss off the very thugs that he 

had intended to keep very, very happy. One of those thugs just came barreling down the street to 

have a little chat with Mr. Rogers. James wanted to see this. 

ñHow did you know that they would see the fax?ò 

ñCalculated guess,ò James responded.  

ñWell, Iôd imagine that since you see these criminals paying Andrew a visit, you know 

the committee has seen the fax.ò 

ñI bugged the room, sir,ò James said. ñThey saw it and debated heavily over whether or 

not to present the data to Distal management. David Clark was the guy most adamantly opposed, 

almost in a weird way, you know? ò 

The wind was whipping around and freezing rain started to pelt Jamesôs Lexus. Visibility 

was growing worse so he moved the sedan closer by two homes.  

James had scoped out the conference room over the weekend. Thatôs how he knew the 

number for the fax machine. A cleaning crew lady came into the conference room as he was 

writing it down but she didnôt pay him any attention. James was surprised that the room wasnôt 

locked. Not that it would have made any difference if it had been locked, though.  

ñWe move full steam ahead with our plan then, right?ò James asked. 

ñAbsolutely. Iôll wire the first installment in the morning. This is going to get 

managementôs attention in a hurry. I can only imagine the debate hitting the committee smack in 

the mouth tonight. They thought this trial was almost over, that they could declare Zyptorin dead 

in the water.ò 

ñWell, you saw the data I pulled off of Hankôs computer. Somebody has been messing 

with this trial for more than a few months now.ò 

James was guessing that Hank and Andrew were screwing with the lab data under 

somebody elseôs direction. When Hank got second thoughts, he was killed.  

 

 



 

Wednesday, January 22
nd

  

7:45 a.m. 

 

It was six degrees outside when Nick Johnson left for work this morning which created 

an alertness that his body typically didnôt generate too much before his first patient of each day.  

ñYou seem kind of edgy this morning, Nick,ò Mary asked as they were going through the 

morning schedule. ñAre you feeling okay?ò 

Shrugging his shoulders slightly, ñI donôt know, that dang Zyptorin trial committee last 

night lasted longer than I thought it would, so I should be a lot more tired than I am right now. 

Iôll try to tone it down for you.ò 

He gave her a pat on the shoulder. 

ñDonôt mock me, Mr. Nick Johnson!ò she yelled. ñOkay, we have an opening around 

11:05 but Iôm sure weôll fill that. Outside of that, weôre booked all day.ò 

Business in the practice had been crazy busy this week, even more so than the previous 

weeks. He had three broken arms in two days, all from kids ï very unusual for this time of year, 

mainly because kids arenôt playing outside as much in January.  

He left a message for William Miler before leaving for work this morning. Williamôs 

wife answered the phone and told him William was out for his morning walk. David Clark and 

Mr. Black Boots were certainly wasting no time adjusting their plans to whatever happened in 

the conference room last night. Nick figured that he needed to get the ball rolling on a private 

investigator for David as soon as possible. Outside of the yellow pages, William Miler, was his 

best source. And a damn good one at that. 

The police car in the parking lot had been gone since two days ago. He was there on 

Monday which kind of freaked the ladies out. Melanie came darn close to walking out to the 

squad car to talk with the officer, but decided against that idea once she hit the lobby of their 

building. Nick told them the officer was probably doing some kind of traffic assessment and 

shouldnôt be bothered with. It was a very good thing he wasnôt there on Tuesday, however.    

ñSusan go running this morning in this frigid air?ò Mary asked. 

ñOh, sure, every morning,ò Nick replied. ñThough, I do believe she cut it short a bit this 

morning. Her feet get cold easily and this morning would put anybody to the test.ò 

Melanie entered the lobby area. She was busy stocking the medical supplies in their 

supply room. They had gotten a heavy shipment late yesterday and Nick told her she could finish 

putting the items away today. There was no need to rush it.  

ñHey kids, whatôs doing?ò Melanie asked. 

ñStockpile Sally!ò Mary yelled out. ñI bet your arms are getting tired. Iôll try to finish up 

with the rest of the supplies this morning.ò  

ñIôd really appreciate that,ò Melanie replied.  

The office phone rang. 

ñDr. Johnsonôs office, how may I help you?ò Mary asked. ñPlease hold.ò 

 She looked over to Nick and put the phone away from her mouth. ñNick, itôs a William 

Miler for you. Do you want to take it?ò 

ñYeah, let me grab it in my office,ò he responded. ñThanks, Mary.ò 

He ran down to his office and shut the door. 

ñWilliam, how are you?ò Nick asked into the phone. 

ñGood, good,ò William said. ñHappy to have your life back?ò 



When Nick had called William to reveal the change in plans, William was totally blown 

away upon hearing about last Thursdayôs events. It took a bit for his mind to wrap around the 

fact that Nick didnôt need to fake his death as they had planned. William eventually came to the 

conclusion that Oleg wouldnôt be much of a threat going forward. Then he really started pressing 

that this was a golden opportunity for Nick to bring his life back to where it was prior to 

September.  William mentioned this several times during their conversation. 

He laughed. ñYup, it feels good. Listen, the reason I called you concerns this drug 

committee that Iôm serving on.ò 

ñNick, you told me over the weekend that you were leaving that committee, for your 

mental health and overall safety.ò 

The disappointment in Williamôs voice reminded Nick of his fatherôs reaction years ago 

to Nickôs telling his father that he didnôt want to be a doctor or a lawyer. Clearly, he had since 

altered his tune on the doctor career.  

ñWell, things have changed,ò Nick said. ñOne of my friends could be in trouble, but I 

need more information and Iôm struggling trying to figure out how to get it.ò 

ñIs this friend doing something illegal?ò William asked. 

ñHe could be,ò he responded. ñI think he is in bed with an industry spy that is messing 

around with the data in the trial. That could mean millions of dollars to whatever corporation is 

funding this spy.ò 

Nick had gotten zero sleep the night before mainly because he was weighing the pros and 

cons of getting involved with whatever the hell David Clark was up to. The real kisser here was 

that, deep down, part of the reason for him even showing up for the committee meeting was to 

avoid Davidôs wrath. Now, he could have been heading full steam into the storm David and Mr. 

Black Boots were stirring up.  

Was he really trying to save David Clark from making a tragic mistake? In telling 

William this, he didnôt believe his words wholeheartedly, but they might have sounded 

convincing to the former detective. Maybe Nick had morphed into some noble crime fighter 

savvy to the ways of Mexican drug cartels and corporate espionage. Or maybe the thought of 

catching David Clark in the act, letting him know that Nick knew and holding it over his blasted 

egotistical head for the rest of his life was simply too darn appealing to let pass by. 

ñI thought the FBI was all over this drug trial, that nobody could even lay a fart on that 

committee without the feds knowing about,ò William asserted.  

ñMy friend, David Clark, was talking with this guy who wasnôt on the committee but was 

obviously there to spy on the committee meeting,ò he replied. ñThey met in the menôs room, of 

all cotton-pickinô places.ò  

ñOkay, so what do you want to do? Why donôt you just talk with David about it? You 

guys are college buddies, right?ò 

He probably would have confronted David about this whole thing last night if he hadnôt 

sniped at Nick while they were at the conference table. He definitely seemed to be in no mood to 

talk with Nick at all after meeting with Mr. Black Boots.  

ñHe would shut down on me completely if I confronted him with accusatory questions,ò 

Nick replied.  

His palm holding the phone started to sweat as he thought about telling William his need 

for a private investigator. There was very little chance he was going to understand why Nick 

wanted to immerse himself back into the crime world, so Nick needed a more casual approach. 



ñIf I can hire a private investigator to trail David and this guy he was talking with, maybe 

I can get some color as to where he is from,ò Nick started carefully. ñThen, a conversation with 

David would be more effective.ò 

William sighed heavily into the phone. ñNick, this guy could be from the cartel, for all 

you know, right? I mean, how do you know heôs from the pharmaceutical industry and not some 

thug just like the thugs that were threatening your life all those months?ò 

ñI donôt, William, I donôté.but that guy didnôt belong anywhere near the committee 

meeting last night and David didnôt tell him to get lost. Heôs crossing a line, I just know it.ò 

ñBut this is going to take you right back into the world of criminals youôve recently 

escaped so luckily from,ò William asserted. ñHiring a private investigator is never done in a 

hands off approachéit always comes back to the person doing the hiring in one way or another. 

I donôt want to see that happen to you, Nick, thatôs all.ò 

ñIs there a way I can hire this guy without him knowing who I am?ò Nick asked.  

That thought occurred to Nick around 4 a.m. this morning. If this private investigator 

were left payment and instructions, he wouldnôt care who hired him until he had a report to file. 

He could be told where to drop off a filed report.  

ñIôve seen that done a few times, yes, but private investigators donôt like to do that 

because they perceive that situation to be more risky.ò 

Nick looked at his watch which read 8:03 and stood up to look down the hallway. 

Melanie was coming for him with a frown on her face. 

ñWilliam, I have to see patients now, but please think this over and let me know.ò 

ñYou know, Nick, ummmé there is a guy I think can help you.ò William volunteered. 

ñIôm around most of the day today. Iôll call him this morning to gauge his interest, so why donôt 

you call me back when you have a chance after 11:00.ò 

ñCool. Talk with you then.ò 

Melanie was already standing in his office.  

ñChatty today, arenôt you?ò Melanie asked. ñWhatôs up with you? You never take long 

phone calls in the early mornings.ò 

ñLetôs see some patients,ò Nick said before grabbing his files. 

 

 



 

Wednesday, January 22
nd

  

8:45 a.m. 

 

Gil and Martin were paying Andrew a visit at his lab today, in particular his closed door 

office. The Zyptorin committee head was expected to call that morning and Martin didnôt want to 

miss this.  

ñMake sure you donôt make a sound when he puts us on the speaker phone,ò Martin 

instructed Gil. ñAndrew needs 100% of the committeeôs confidence.ò 

ñGot it,ò Gil noted.  

Martin looked at his watch. He wanted to be on the road by 9:30. 

The office phone rang and Andrew picked it up on the third ring as Martin had said. The 

speaker phone feature was set. 

ñAndrew Rogers speaking, how can I help you?ò 

ñAndrew, Norman Watson from the Zyptorin drug committee,ò Norman started. ñHow 

are you this morning?ò 

ñOh, fineé.did you all get the packet I sent for your committee meeting?ò 

Martin had told Andrew to control the questions in order to move the conversation in his 

favor. This was a good start. 

ñYes, Andrew, I have Justin Witley on the line as well,ò Norman responded. ñWe 

received your packet which didnôt show anything new about the trial data.ò 

ñThatôs right,ò Andrew confirmed. 

ñBut the reason weôre calling is that we received a fax during our committee meeting 

with your name on it that showed a marked improvement in the Zyptorin patient data for several 

hundred patients,ò Norman inserted. 

ñWhat!ò Andrew asked as snidely as he possibly could. ñAnd you guys think Iôd shoot 

you a fax in the middle of the meeting as a last second, almost forgotten submission? Give me a 

little credit, Norman!ò 

Nobody on the call said anything for a few seconds. 

ñSo, you canôt verify this new trend that shows a nearly 24% effective rate for this new 

population of patients.ò 

ñ24%!ò Andrew screamed. ñThatôs insane! Somebody is messing with you guys and 

using my good name to do it. Plain and simple. Weôve been in the low to mid teens and, all of a 

sudden, a few hundred patients start showing 24% out of the blue? Not possible, Norman.ò 

Martin wondered when Norman or Justin was going to bring up Hankôs murder. Surely, 

they had to know about it by now.  

ñSomebody messing with us?ò Justin asked. ñLike who, someone from the industry?ò 

ñI would start with the mother ship herself, Distal,ò Andrew responded coolly. ñThey 

have a huge vested interest in stalling this trial clearly not moving in their favor.ò 

Gil and Martin had fed Andrew this theory while they were talking in his driveway last 

night. Not that this was too far from what Martin actually believed. Distal was the culprit behind 

the fax, but not because they had crafted fictitious data. Rather, Martin suspected that supporters 

of Distal had discovered Andrewôs hiding of the truth.  

ñCome on, Andrew, you donôt really believe that do you?ò Justin asked. ñThis fax was 

prepared by someone who obviously knew what they were doing.ò 



ñWell, you guys are welcome to audit my lab all you wanté.Iôm an open book,ò Andrew 

offered.  

ñAndrew, I do think that if you knew about a jump to 24% for this multi hundred patient 

pool that you would have let the committee know well before last night,ò Norman stated. ñThe 

fax in the middle of the meeting kinda supports the theory of someone messing with our Zyptorin 

trial, Justin.ò 

Andrew smiled widely. Norman didnôt like confrontation and Martinôs theory was 

geniuséget everybodyôs head spinning over conspiracies.  

ñWeôre going to have to look over your lab results, Andrew, to make sure that things are 

squeaky clean,ò Justin inserted. ñThe committee is going to insist on thisé.this part isnôt going 

to be negotiable, Andrew. Theyôll insist on an outside party.ò 

Andrew was way ahead of them in this regard. He had already replaced the 438 patient 

artery plaque results that showed a 24% average improvement over the leading competitor 

Balentor with lab results from the first part of the trial. Actually, Hank did most of the leg work.  

ñThatôs fine, Justin,ò Andrew said as confidently as he could.  

Martin did know that if this person they assigned decided to stick around the lab full 

time, it would be difficult to keep the fraud going. It would mean odd hours at night for Andrew 

which would raise suspicion from Gail and raise the overall risk of the project to skyline heights.  

Andrew recently had his blood pressure checked at an annual physical. 130/85 was the 

result so the doctor cautioned Andrew to take it easy. He wanted to see him again in a month to 

monitor the level, warning Andrew that blood pressure pills might be in order if he couldnôt 

bring it down on his own. The overall cholesterol level was fine. When Gail found two gray hairs 

on his head last week, Andrew knew that the pills were only a matter of time.  

ñAll right, Andrew, Iôll call you in a few days after we find someone to look over your 

results and get the okay from the committee members,ò Norman concluded. 

ñI look forward to being vindicated,ò Andrew responded.  

They hung up the phone and Martin sat back in his chair.  

ñThat wasnôt so bad, was it?ò he asked. 

The next wave of patients in the trial werenôt even halfway through with their personal 

experiences with Zyptorin and Balentor, meaning Andrew wouldnôt be able to generate new lab 

results for at least another month. There were roughly 600 patients in this next round.  

ñThere should be ample time for this guy to come in and look over my lab slides and data 

runséI only hope he doesnôt go back too far,ò Andrew said as he stood up from his desk and 

started to walk toward the door. 

ñThis guy they send down here...he wonôt look too far under the hood,ò Martin affirmed 

for Andrew. 

Rick Edwins knocked on Andrewôs office door. Rick was one of Andrewôs four lab 

administrators. 

ñAndrew, Hankôs brother is here to pick up his things.ò 

ñI didnôt even know he had a brother,ò Andrew responded.  

óOh hell,ô Martin thought to himself. óWhat if Hank mentioned something to his brother 

about what he had been doing at the lab? It is Wednesday, though. If this guy suspected an office 

conspiracy surrounding his murder, he wouldnôt have waited a few days to appear.ô  

Andrew hustled out to the main area of the lab. Hankôs brother was a good three or four 

inches taller. He looked to be five or so years younger with a much fuller head of wavy blond 

hair. Andrewôs technical manager Sam Schuller was talking with Hankôs brother over by the 



coffee machine. The office didnôt get many visitors, mainly spouses and girlfriends a few times a 

month.  

ñAndrew Rogers, I was Hankôs boss here,ò Andrew said while holding out his hand for a 

shake from Hankôs brother. ñI canôt tell you how sorry we all are. Hank meant a lot to all of us.ò  

ñJacob,ò he said. ñThanks, itôs all kind of shell shocking personally, but I appreciate 

thaté I understand that you all packed up a box of Hankôs work things for me to pick up, so here 

I am.ò 

Martin looked on, through the doorway to Andrewôs office. Jacob seemed like he had a 

firm handshake, the kind of handshake that had to be careful when shaking hands with women.  

ñYes, itôs right over here, Jacob,ò Andrew said. He pointed to a corner desk that had a 

small television on it. Underneath that desk was the box for Jacob.  

ñYou know you all are welcome at Hankôs funeral service tomorrow,ò Jacob announced 

to Andrewôs team. ñI brought copies of directionséitôs only about 40 minutes from here.ò 

Andrew had told Martin and Gil that he didnôt know how many of his team was planning 

on attending the funeral, though he was pretty sure he would not be able to make it. Or didnôt 

want to make it. Or something like that. 

Lisa Maxwell, their receptionist, dragged the box out from underneath the desk.  

ñDo they have any more details on what happened to your poor brother, Jacob?ò she 

asked. ñI mean, that kind of thing doesnôt happen around here.ò 

ñYeah, the cops are pretty clueless about the whole thing, you know?ò Jacob replied, 

looking around at everyone in the office. ñI keep telling them over and over again that there is no 

way that my brother Hank was messed up with drugs. But itôs the easy explanation, the way they 

found him in the bar and all that.ò 

 óHow many of the crime scene details did the police share with Hankôs family?ô Martin 

asked himself. óThe part about him being found in a menôs room stall? Maybe not.ô 

ñIôll make sure we all show up tomorrow, Jacob,ò Lisa told Hankôs brother. She led him 

to the door. 

 

 



 

Wednesday, January 22
nd

  

11:35 a.m. 

 

Rob Juarez strolled into Nick Johnsonôs clinic shortly before noon. Blue jeans, black 

turtle neck, and cowboy boots that looked liked theyôd just spent a month on a Wyoming ranch. 

In any case, he sure as heck didnôt look like he belonged in suburban New Jersey. 

ñGood morning,ò he said to Mary. ñIs Dr. Johnson available by any chance? Tell him that 

William Miler sent me.ò 

Mary cocked her head slightly before standing up as slow as she could. ñIôll check, Mr.?ò 

ñJuarez, Rob Juarez,ò he responded.  

Mary walked briskly down the hallway. She found Nick as he was wrapping up a 

physical with Bob Trenton.  

ñThereôs a Rob Juarez out front for you?ò Mary told him. ñA William somebody sent 

him, like youôll know who that is.ò  

He looked up at her. ñHave him wait in my office. Weôll only be five minutes, I 

promise.ò 

Melanie came into the exam room as he was saying this and put her hands on her hips.  

ñWhat now, kids?ò  

Bob Trenton hopped off the exam table to begin to put his clothes back on. They all took 

the conversation out into the hallway. Had William Miler changed his tune or was this a last 

favor kind of thing? He sure didnôt sound too convinced that Nick was doing the right thing here 

during their phone conversation earlier this morning. But maybe William had a chance to talk it 

over with this Juarez guy and some assurances were made.  

ñHeôs gonna do some landscaping work this spring that I want to surprise Susan with so 

Iôm meeting him here,ò he told the ladies. ñMary we need to fax over a Singulair prescription for 

Mr. Trenton to the Basking Ridge CVS.ò 

Mary ran back to the front desk and escorted Mr. Juarez to Nickôs office. He had to write 

the prescription for Mr. Trenton quickly. 

ñKen Samson is in room one when youôre ready,ò Melanie told him in the hallway. 

He finished writing the prescription, handed it to her and walked into his office. 

ñHello,ò Nick said. ñMr. Juarez?ò 

The P.I. stood up to face Nick and held out his hand. A tattoo of what looked to be a 

scorpion poked out from the sleeve of his black turtleneck as they shook hands.   

ñRob Juarez, Nick. William Miler called me this morning and spelled out the situation 

your facing. Thatôs quite the ordeal youôve been through. You should be happy to have that scary 

mess behind you.ò  

ñOh, you donôt know the half of it!ò Nick laughed while sitting down in his desk chair. 

ñSo, youôre a private investigator who can track down this guy spying on my drug committee?ò 

He had to cut to the chase, with less than five minutes to finalize a transaction with this 

guy. No time for chit chat.  

ñYes, sir,ò Rob responded. ñYou suspect that your friend on this committee is trading 

inside information with outside parties because you witnessed them meeting last night? Do I 

have it right?ò  



ñYou have it right,ò he said. ñI need you to follow my friend and hope that he leads you 

to this outside party so we can figure out who this guy is. He has gotten my friend, or so I think, 

into a boatload of trouble so far. ò 

ñI can do that,ò Rob said casually. ñDavid Clark works over at Morristown Memorial and 

lives at 345 Tryland Rd., right?ò 

Smiling widely, he said, ñYouôve done your homework.ò  

ñOf course, William knows what heôs doing,ò Rob replied. ñWe two go back over fifteen 

years of doing business.ò 

He reached over the desk to give Rob his business card. Nick had two hundred cards in a 

box collecting dust since Mary had her own stack at her desk and used those to make 

appointments for the patients.  

Rob took the card from Nick and smiled, flashing a gold lower tooth that Nick could only 

imagine where that came from.  

ñMy fee is $5,000 up front, $10,000 for each month involved and a $20,000 payment 

upon completion of the project,ò Rob continued. ñI really donôt think this project request of 

yours will take more than a few weeks to fulfill.ò 

Opening his desk drawer, he pulled out his checkbook and wrote out a check in the 

amount of $5,000 to Rob Juarez. Peter Hansenôs drug laced bank accounts entrusted to him for 

monitoring would have to wait to be accessed so as to reimburse him for Mr. Juarezôs expenses. 

He needed to send this guy out on the job this afternoon, get him finding David coming back 

from lunch. Who knew what further trouble Mr. Clark had found himself earlier that morning.  

Mr. Black Boots, for sure, was aware of last nightôs controversial fax to the committee 

and must have been quite the busy bee wrapping his criminal head around that gem. Or maybe he 

was the one behind the fax and the data set that got everyone on the committee wildly confused? 

That seemed kinda fitting to Nick, though he wasnôt entirely sure why.  

ñDo you have a way to bug the inside of his car?ò he asked Rob. ñThat would be a decent 

way to catch this joker.ò 

ñDonôt worry, Nick, Iôll find this guy your friend was talking toé.quickly. Heôll make a 

move soon, they always do.ò 

Rob stood and flashed a grin. Nick handed him the check before walking him to the front 

desk. Things were moving quicker than Nick had expected and that was a good thing. It had to 

be that way. He was going to ask Rob if he carried a gun but he didnôt seem to appreciate the car 

bugging question so Nick held off.  

Melanie grabbed his arm in the hallway. She was pretty upset at him. Mr. Samson was 

waiting for his annual exam in room one. 

ñThanks, Mel,ò Nick told her. ñNo more distractions today, I promise.ò 

ñI hope not, Nick.ò 

 

 



 

Wednesday, January 22
nd

  

1:15 a.m. 

 

David Clarkôs vehicle of choice was a 2001 BMW Z3. A two-door coupe, this was no 

year round vehicle. Yet, that didnôt stop David from flaunting his prize in the Morristown 

Memorial parking garage. He kept a sandbag in the trunk to keep the backside from slipping too 

much in the snow, but this only helped to a degree. Doctors in the hospital had reserved parking 

on the second floor where the crosswalk into the hospital met the parking garage.  

Nick had given Rob Juarez a picture of David that was six years old, taken at college 

reunions. Two other people were in the picture, though the image of Mr. Clark was pretty clear. 

Rob also was told what car David drove. That was all he really needed. 

The BMW Z3 pulled into the garage at 1:08 and two men stepped out of the vehicle. Rob 

spotted David Clark who waltzed into the hospital with the other gentleman. Both men sported 

hospital badges, meaning the other man likely was not the spy Nick Johnson sought.  

Rob hustled up to Davidôs parking spot before quickly popping the trunk of the BMW Z3 

and disabling the battery to kill the alarm system. 90 seconds with a crow bar later, the car was 

open. He pulled out the ceiling light panel which took no more than fifteen seconds. Rob inserted 

his audio bug and put the light panel back into place. Reopening the hood, he re-activated the 

battery. Robôs car was at the north end of the 2
nd

 floor of the parking facility where there wasnôt 

any reserved parking. He still had vision of the BMW Z3 from that spot, though. Rob closed the 

hood and scurried away. 

ñNow who do you suppose that is?ò Jerry asked his partner. 

Jerry was a recent arrival to the state, appointed by Jim Lick to provide some aid to a 

struggling New Jersey project of Boris Yakovlev. Parked on the third floor side overlooking 

much of the second floor level where the doctors parked, these two men watched as Rob 

performed his break in.  

ñI donôt know, but he sure is being naughty,ò Tommy replied. ñWanna bet that car is 

somehow connected to Martin Verducia?ò  

ñThatôs what Iôm thinking, Tommy. Letôs find out who this car belongs to. What kind of 

car is that? A Mercedes?ò 

ñAhh, Iôm pretty sure thatôs a BMW Z3. Iôve seen a few of them around hereéall these 

damn rich cats that live in this area...ò  

After Rob finished his work and took his position at the north end of the 2
nd

 floor, 

Tommy began to get out of the car. 

Jerry reached out to grab his partner. ñHold on, bud. We shouldnôt go check out the car, 

even though I really want to see if the crowbar he used caused any visible damage. That guy is 

watching from over there. Letôs give Lick a call and see if he wants us to take this guy for a little 

ride.ò 

Tommy sat back into the passenger seat. 

ñI mean, this guyôs not stealing the vehicle, just planting something in it,ò Tommy said. 

ñLike a tracking device or somethingéthis has gotta be tied to Martin.ò 

ñOh, this guy is a hack, tagging along,ò Jerry replied. ñBut youôre probably right here.ò 

Tommy found Lickôs number in his cell phone log and dialed it up. 

ñJim Lick here.ò 



ñJim, itôs Jerry up in New Jersey. Listen, weôre in the hospital parking lot that your guys 

last week last saw Martin and we just saw a guy professionally bust into a doctorôs car and plant 

something in it. We think itôs definitely tied to Martin, that this doctor somehow knows Martin.ò 

ñSo, whoôs the doctor?ò Jim asked. 

ñUh, thatôs the next thing we need to find out,ò Jerry replied. ñBut that wonôt be 

hardé.give us an hour. But the reason weôre calling is to see if you want us to take this 

guyéheôs parked not even 100 yards away. ò 

Jerry suddenly realized that Jim yelled at him the last time he had asked Jim to make 

criminal network decisions, mainly because he didnôt view himself as a criminal.  

ñNo, wait on this guyé.see where he leads you,ò Jim responded. ñBut call me once you 

know who this doctor is because we can start doing our tracking on him. Do you think this other 

fellow who busted into the doctorôs car is a cartel guy?ò 

A white pickup truck pulled into the garage. It didnôt have the doctor look, yet there it 

was pulling right into one of the reserved slots. A male in his early 40s hopped out and hustled 

into the hospital. No visible hospital badge. 

ñI dunno,ò Jerry muttered. ñHe got in kind of quick, knew how to disable the alarmé.I 

dunno, thatôs all.ò 

ñOkay,ò Jim said. ñI hope heôs not cartel ócause that could get ugly. Martinôs a pussycat 

compared to Julio. Weôre not making any traction with the other guys so this is real good news. 

Great work, guys, real great work.ò 

ñTalk to you later, Jim.ò 

Jerry and Tommy got out of the sedan to check out the make and plate number of the 

targeted vehicle: BMW Z3. Then, they walked across the terminal into the hospital. Guest 

services was in the middle of the floor, which was the fourth floor of the hospital. A woman 

probably in her 70s sat behind the desk. 

ñHow can I help you two gentlemen?ò the woman asked tenderly. Twelve blooming red 

roses soared out of a white vase to her right.  

ñYes, weôre dropping off a BMW Z3 after detailing it for one of the doctors, but I forgot 

the doctorôs name and I need to get his keys to him,ò Jerry said with a flashing smile.  

ñOh, thatôs David Clarkôs caré.yeah, heôs on the fifth floor. Office 5308, in the northeast 

corridor,ò the woman volunteered.  

ñYou have saved my day, thank you so much.ò Jerry responded before pointing at the 

roses. ñIs it your birthday?ò 

ñWedding anniversary. Fifty years tomorrow.ò 

ñCongratulations.ò 

Jerry and Tommy left the guest services desk and walked around the corner to the 

elevators. They were sure Jim Lick was going to tell them to instruct Steven and his partner to 

get over to the Clark household and begin doing research.  

 

 



 

Saturday, January 25
th
 

8:35 p.m. 

 

James Campbell had been told to try again. His fax didnôt do the job. After working 

himself into the lab of Andrew Rogers and staff, James quickly noticed that Hankôs computer 

was gone. This was okay, though. He wasnôt there to steal any data or find some hidden 

encryption on a hard drive. Rather, Jamesôs mission was to remove lab tests, several hundred of 

them.  

The job took forty minutes. His two industrial briefcases were soon filled with about six 

months of trial lab results. James was parked a block away. Blizzard like conditions filled the 

night outside so he put his parka and ski mask back on. As James opened the door, his eyes 

zeroed in on a threaded Walther P22. Three silent pops to the forehead and James was dead.  

ñItôs taken care of,ò Gil told Martin on his cell phone. The briefcases had never even left 

the building. Andrew was going to have a busy Sunday putting these lab tests back into place. 

Martin began working his theory of a lab break-in after Andrew started pressing Gil that he 

really didnôt believe the faxed data came from Hank. Starting last night, Gil watched the lab 

during evening hours and became concerned with tonightôs snowfall. Visibility was real poor, 

requiring Gil to clear his windshield every twenty seconds. During one of these cleanings, he 

noticed something at the door of the lab. Just for a second. A shadow centered the doorframe, 

then was gone inside.  

ñWhat was he doing there?ò Martin asked. ñCan you tell?ò 

ñMartin, it looks like lab slideséhundreds of them in two briefcases.ò 

ñGil, you need to call Andrew and find out if these slides need to be refrigerated or 

somethingéhe might need to get over there tonight.ò 

ñWhat did you do with the body?ò 

ñItôs in here for nowé.Iôll move him when I leave.ò 

Gil knew he had to ditch the body of James real good because Hankôs murder was still 

too fresh. Things were bound to get way too intense in the area with two murders in less than two 

weeks.  

ñLetôs talk in a bit,ò Gil said. 

 

*****  

 

Martin stared out from his motel room onto the landscape of dirty busyness that was 

Route 1 near the NJ Turnpike. He needed to give David a call but he had to clear his head first 

and think of what to say to him and how to say it. Gil had put their project back on track. David 

needed to feel this development without knowing any of the details. Martin wanted his man 

confident with very limited knowledge of who Martin was and the real plan being worked.  

He pulled the cell phone out from his pocket. 

ñDavid, itôs Martin, howôs your weekend going?ò 

A burst of laughter filled the background wherever David was this Saturday evening.  

ñMartin, I can barely hear you, let me call you back, okay?ò David said. ñOne Minute?ò 

ñAll right.ò 

Martin still didnôt quite understand just what was driving David Clark. The guy sure went 

to plenty of parties on the weekends with his beautiful wife. What wasnôt enough for him? Did 



he not think that his stick was big enough at these parties? Martin promised a lot, but this guy 

wasnôt stupid. David knew there were risks, that there was something dangerous around the 

corner with Martin. 

Martinôs phone buzzed. ñDavid?ò 

ñOkay, I found a bedroomé.whatôs up?ò 

ñFull steam ahead my boy! Thatôs whatôs up. The source of the problem fax has been 

dealt with and will not be a problem going forward.ò 

ñDealt with?ò 

ñDavid, did the committee send somebody to babysit the lab for a while?ò 

Martin knew the answer to this. Andrew dealt with the guy all day on Friday, showing 

him all of the lab tests and computer data that ran the trial up to this point. A Monday visit for 

any fill in details for the guyôs official written report back to the committee was 50/50 at this 

point.  

ñNorman called all of the committee members this morning to tell us that Andrew Rogers 

was running a clean shop and we shouldnôt have any doubts about the quality of lab service 

provided by his staff. So, yes, we did send somebody down there to look at his lab and their 

report back was rock solidéò 

ñWhen will the committee meet again?ò Martin interrupted.  

ñProbably in a week or so. Theyôre all pretty disappointed that the trial data isnôt really 

turning all that positive after all.ò 

Loud giggling suddenly invaded the airwaves. 

ñGuys, Iôm on the phone hereé.uh, hold on here, Martin, this couple is too drunk to 

know whatôs upé.I need to find another roomò 

A young man, maybe 23, 6ô4, and with bleach blond hair was practically swallowing the 

face of a young woman that looked to be barely legal.  

ñDavid, where are you tonight?ò 

ñOh, Toni dragged me to a party of one of her co-workers,ò David replied. ñLots of 

entertainment business people here, so these kinds of parties can get out of hand.ò  

He hurried down the hall and found another bedroom that was empty. Or at least he sure 

as heck hoped it was. 

ñRough life, David.ò  

Martin hadnôt met Toni in person but had seen her while watching their house one 

weekend during his investigation of David as a potential ópartnerô in the Sismac venture. 

ñOkay, now, as I was saying, the committee loves to meet and be in the limelight. This 

fax kinda brought all that back to lifeéat least for a few days.ò 

ñWell, how much longer is this trial scheduled to go on in terms of the number of patients 

in the study?ò Martin asked. 

ñTwo or three more months is the latest I heard if we didnôt see anything positive develop 

out of the early stages of the trialôs second half.ò 

Martin had been thinking five or six months, so great news indeed. Of course, David 

Clark had been drinking at this party, but he sounded reasonably sober to Martin. 

ñYou need to get a lunch date or something with their CEO and start planting that 

seedé.the trial needs to be shut down, Zyptorin is failing to deliver.ò 

óEasier said than done,ô David thought to himself. óSure, why not simply waltz into the 

CEO suite and demand a lunch date? Youôre getting along swimmingly with those Distal guys 

these days!ô 



David didnôt wish to intimate any weaknesses to Martin, so he brushed this request off 

with casual flair. ñI should be able to get onto Olsenôs docket, yes.ò 

ñThatôs my boy!ò Martin shouted. ñNow, you have a great rest of your evening with all of 

those beautiful people, David.ò 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

11:20 a.m. 

 

Mary was standing next to Pat Myers, a patient in for an ear ache, as Nick strolled out of 

his office and toward the front desk.   

ñDid you get in touch with your brother this morning?ò he asked her. 

ñNot yet. I heard from Joan that they have to pay a $1,500 fine and do many hours of 

community service.ò 

Maryôs brother and wife had hosted a party for their daughter and several high school 

friends. Alcohol consumption got out of hand at the party, which didnôt present a problem until a 

kid passed out on his own front lawn. The parents found him there and called the police.  

ñHe must have had a good lawyer, ócause they are really cracking down hard on those 

kinds of cases these day,ò Nick said. ñItôs not like when we were high schoolers.ò 

Mr. Myers checked out with Mary. She used to scold Melanie and Nick for talking about 

their personal lives around the patients, but she gave up eventually. They were a lost cause, Mary 

would lecture them.  

ñTell me about it,ò Mary said. ñJoan left us a voice mail telling us the detailsé.I just 

havenôt had a chance to talk to him directly. For a while there, we all thought there might be jail 

time involved and that was so darn scary to even think about for too long.ò 

Nick walked back down the hallway.  

ñNick, David Clark is here,ò Mary announced. 

He stared at her intensely, yet nothing came out of his mouth. 

David peered around the hallway and came barging down it toward Nick. 

ñNick, can we talk in your office?ò he asked excitedly. 

ñSure.ò 

Nickôs college friend hustled into his office. 

ñWhat the hell?ò Nick muttered to himself while closing the office door.  

David chose not to sit down. 

ñOkay, I know this is going to sound crazy,ò David started.ò ñBut there are guys 

following me this morningéI mean I first saw them this morning but who knows how long 

theyôve been thereéright?ò 

ñAre you sure?ò  

David glared at him, like it was the stupidest question in the world. David did say óguysô, 

though, and that had his mind racing as to what the hell was happening with his private 

investigator.  

ñWhat did you see exactly?ò he asked. 

ñA white Camry with two guys in the front seat....Iôve spotted them three times this 

morning aloneéand they are probably out there in the parking lot right now.ò 

Had these guys done something to Rob?  Nick hadnôt heard from his P.I. in a few days, 

so that was very possible.  

ñWait, so you came here, even knowing that theyôd follow you here? Howôd you know 

they wouldnôt carjack you or something worse than that?ò 

David grinned and clapped his hands together. ñSee, thatôs the criminal thinking that I 

thought you probably developed when that cartel was threatening you all those months. Iôm here 

because maybe you can help me with this?ò 



Nick suddenly sat down on his desk with a gassy look on his face, and shook his head. 

David obviously had no clue who these people were, but he had to get a lot smarter. One thing 

Nick learned in dealing with Oleg was that where one criminal saw an opportunity, more were 

very likely to show up. Like the yahoos in the parking garage in Nickôs building that Oleg and 

his partner took care of. But Nick couldnôt just blurt out to David that, since he was already in 

bed with Mr. Black Boots, he should fully expect other criminals to show up in his increasingly 

complicated life. 

ñDavid, is there anything going on in your life that would lead people, maybe even 

dangerous people, to follow you around town?ò Nick asked him. 

 The heart surgeon decided to sit down on the desk next to Nick. 

ñNoéuhéI mean thereôs nothing that comes to mind directly, you know?ò David 

answered. 

ñOkay, these guys want something from you or are looking at you for somethingé.we 

can agree with that basic fact, right?ò he responded. ñI mean, why else do folks follow other 

people? Theyôre either suspected of something or have something that a criminal wants. Thatôs 

what I learned with the whole cartel experience.ò 

It was basic common sense, really, having nothing to do with the cartel experience. David 

couldnôt hear what was actually driving right through Nickôs skull. Mr. Black Boots was 

screwing with Davidôs life and he had to wake up fast before someone in his family got seriously 

hurt or even killed.  

ñWell, what the hell in my life do they want?ò David asked. ñThey could just as easily 

break into my home and steal all my possessions. Why follow me around?ò 

ñDid you try to lose them?ò  

ñNot really. I made a few unnecessary turns in getting here, but that only told me for sure 

that they are truly following me.ò 

ñWell, the one strategy that seemed to work with the Cartel thugs was to make them think 

that some other criminal network was trying to hone in on their territory. That drove them nuts 

and it did make them put less heat on me, at least temporarily. But, of course, I already knew 

who these guys were and was talking with them on a regular basis. You donôt have thatéò 

ñSo you think I should barge out there in the parking lot and demand a conversation with 

these guys?ò David asked. 

It was a damn good question to which he had no good answer. Oleg came directly to him, 

in a most violent, in-your-face kind of way. Of course, where the hell was Mr. Black Boots in all 

of this? Why hadnôt David called him for help? Was it possible that he was that blind to all of the 

dangers involved in his new relationship? 

ñNo, you have the upper hand here,ò he told his college friend. ñThey donôt know that 

theyôve been spotted and that gives you a certain degree of power.ò  

David began scratching his nose. ñMan, you have the moxie that I need. Thatôs what I 

should haveé.why Iôm here, I guess.ò 

ñBut seriously, I think theyôre waiting for you to do something, make a move of some 

sortéany ideas what that might be?ò 

Nick really had no clue what move these guys hoped David would make, but it had to be 

something dealing with the Zyptorin trial. Everything revolved around this stupid trial. He was 

giving David every chance during this brief encounter in his office to come clean about Mr. 

Black Boots but he was holding firm to his dirty secret. What Nick really needed to do was to 



give Rob a call and get a status update.  Maybe there was a whole caravan of interested parties 

following David Clark around town.  

ñAny idea? I got a bazillion ideas, right?ò David said. ñThey probably think I have 

something to sell from this trial.ò 

Nick laughed. ñOh, that cat is way out of the bag alreadyéanyway the feds are sniffing 

around too much for that to happen.ò 

Davidôs eyes grew wild. ñYou think theyôre feds?ò 

ñI donôt think so,ò he replied. ñNot unless youôre actually doing something that they 

consider to be illegal or even suspicious.ò 

David looked at him and, for a second, he thought that David was about to open up to 

him, possibly revealing his relationship with Mr. Black Boots. But like a fart in the wind, the 

look disappeared and reality set in quickly. 

ñIs your life so dang boring that youôre looking for juicy stuff from me?ò David sniped at 

Nick. ñOf course Iôm not doing anything that would attract the feds.ò 

ñOkay, okay,ò Nick said, throwing up his arms. ñLook, youôre the one who came rushing 

in here with the problem. Iôm only trying to help matters. That said, we both know that there are 

many other pharmaceutical companies more than interested in the happenings with the Zyptorin 

trial and its impact on Distal. Maybe thatôs whoôs following you.ò 

That was Nickôs best guess about Mr. Black Boots, that he was some kind of corporate 

spy. Nick just didnôt have a clue how that would play out. Exactly what were they spying on? 

Was there a competitor drug coming on the market that was looking to grab market share from 

Zyptorin if the trial didnôt go Distalôs way? Too many questions and way too few answers from 

Sir David Clark. 

Nick looked at his watch. ñDavid, I gotta get back into the action here, so we need to part 

ways, okay?ò 

David shot up from the desk. ñCooléyouôre a busy man. Iôll be on my way.ò 

After they shook hands, David walked down the hallway toward the exit while Nick 

found Melanie in Room 2.  

ñNo more visitors for the week, right?ò she semi-commanded.  

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

11:58 a.m. 

 

ñHow hot are you right now?ò Martin asked Oleg. 

ñNo more hot than you are, man. Iôd take the bumbling FBI over the cartel any day of the 

week to chase me around the metro area.ò 

Oleg had actually found it rather easy the past twelve or so days and he didnôt even have 

to travel that far away from Morristown.  

Nobody seemed to be checking in on Shelly which was really strange because many 

people in town seemed to know her. Oleg began to wonder if she was really as nuts as she first 

came off in their initial encounter on the front porch of her home.  

Shelly brought food home for each meal and Oleg just listened to her stories, not sure 

what was fiction or what was true. She said she was a World War II Navy nurse and was 

convinced that they had met at a navy hospital in the Philippines. Oleg simply nodded his head 

each time she would talk about them. He did wonder where the children were, if there were any, 

but he held his mouth shut. He had to stay on task. Most importantly, Oleg didnôt have to leave 

the house much, only to drive to the shelter each night. Shelly didnôt get one phone call the days 

Oleg was there and this kind of bothered him. He wanted to find the son if there was one and 

strangle the hell out of him. 

ñI think I would too, frankly,ò Martin responded to Oleg. 

They were meeting in Bridgewater, which was the farthest north Martin had been since 

being spotted by the cartel guys in the truck. The biggest risk to the Sismac plan in his mind was 

the cartel re-appearance. And for that, Oleg could come in handy. Plus, Martin knew that the 

cartel would stay clear of Oleg because the feds already had Karel and the odds of them getting 

information about Olegôs whereabouts were pretty decent.  

ñYou ready to come back out to the real world and join the big boys?ò Martin asked.  

ñAre you offering me a job?ò 

ñAs my security detail for the next two months or so.ò 

ñWhen can I start?ò 

ñHold on, Iôm getting a call here,ò Martin told Oleg. 

Martin pulled the phone from his pocket. 

ñHello?ò 

ñMartin! Itôs David Clark.ò 

ñYes, David, is everything okay?ò Martin asked cautiously. 

ñNo, Martin, I have people following meé.all day theyôve been following me around 

town. I noticed them this morning, first thing.ò 

ñHow many are there?ò  

ñTwo of them in a white Toyota.ò 

ñDid you go out for lunch?ò Martin asked David. 

ñYeah, and they followed me from the hospital parking garage. I donôt think they know 

that I know they are there. They keep a good four or five cars back at all timesébut they are 

very good at following because I tested them several times and they stuck with me. Even ran an 

almost red light, but they caught up to me.ò 



ñWell, donôt be running red lights or anything like that,ò Martin responded. ñYou donôt 

want them knowing that you see them. Theyôre probably looking for something other than you, 

David. You can take heart in that.ò 

Martin knew full well what they were looking for. Him.  

ñThatôs what a friend of mine told me. Is there a book written about this somewhere I 

need to read?ò 

ñYou talked about this with a friend of yours?ò 

ñUhhhéin very vague terms, Martin, donôt worry. He doesnôt know anything of 

importance. Heck, I donôt know anything of importance. Hey, where are you now?ò 

Martin told himself to act more like a healthcare industry executive than a former cartel 

operative on the lam. David had to believe that Martin had an edge to him, just not too sharp of 

an edge. Clearly, this was a work in progress.  

ñBut really, David, what do you expect me to do? I donôt know anybody that can help 

with this kind of thing. Even if I did, I donôt think you would want to aggravate the situation by 

bothering these guys or even letting them know that youôre aware of them following you. Your 

best bet is to wait for this whole thing to blow over.ò 

Silence took over the conversation for a few seconds. 

óDavid must be freaking out,ô Martin thought to himself. óI need to calm him down 

before he does something stupid.ô 

ñI donôt know,ò David stated. ñI canôt help but think that this has something to do with 

what we are doing with Sismacéò 

ñWhere are you now, David?ò Martin asked, hoping that he wasnôt off his normal driving 

route.  

ñHeading back to the hospital. Where did you think I went this morning? I had lunch with 

a doctor buddy of mine and Iôm driving back to my office with those guys about four cars behind 

me in their white Toyota. My life isnôt nearly as exciting as you might think but it might get a 

whole lot more exciting in a bad way for me if these guys donôt leave me alone.ò 

ñWell, do your best to ignore them for now,ò Martin instructed. ñI really donôt think 

theyôll bother you. In a day or two, Iôd be surprised if theyôre still following you.ò 

Martin gave him a wider time range than he actually believed it would take for these guys 

to ódisappearô. There was a reason David had called him, but he had a part to play nonetheless. 

90% of David Clark had to believe that Martin was just a Vice President at Sismac 

Pharmaceuticals with some modest connections to the security world. Nothing more. The 

remaining 10% knew the grizzlier story. 

ñOkay, youôre the boss,ò David replied. ñIôll call you later.ò 

Martin turned to Oleg. ñI think you have your first assignment.ò  

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

12:02 p.m. 

 

ñHey, Nick, whatôs up?ò Rob said upon answering his cell phone.  

Nickôs stomach settled. ñOh, am I glad to know that youôre okayéwhereôs David 

Clark?ò 

ñHeôs driving back to the hospital. Your friend has picked up some heat the past few days 

and Iôm playing third wheel it seems. Itôs not as awkward as it sounds but things can get kind of 

tricky at traffic lights. Itôs a good thing I know this area so well.ò 

ñSo, let me get this straight,ò Nick said. ñDavid has two parties following now? Like a 

frigginô caravan?ò 

Rob laughed loudly into the phone. ñItôs not as stupid as it sounds. These guys have no 

idea I exist, believe me.ò 

ñHow the hell do you know that?ò 

ñBecause they havenôt shot at me, Nick!ò Rob exclaimed. ñBut they sure thought 

something was going down when he stopped off at your building. They both got out of the car 

and hand their hands in their coat pockets ready to draw whatever firepower they had on them. 

Definitely on the prowl these guys are and they know what theyôre looking for, if you know what 

I mean.ò 

He leaned forward onto his office desk. ñThey thought Mr. Black Boots was in here?ò 

The thought sent a chill down his spine, with flashbacks of Oleg and his cartel gang 

controlling the temperature. 

ñWhy wouldnôt they? No one but David knows where this guy is, so pretty much 

everywhere out of the ordinary he stops at is going to draw their attention.ò 

ñBut they know who this Mr. Black Boots is, they must,ò Nick stated. ñOtherwise, they 

wouldnôt be following David at all, actually.ò  

ñThat would appear to be the case,ò Rob replied. ñOr else, they wouldôve stormed into 

your medical facility and been more than nasty to you and your stafféhey, I just thought of 

something. How do you know this Black Boots fellow isnôt on your drug committee? Did you 

walk around that night inspecting everybodyôs shoes, for Peteôs sake?ò 

ñWell, yeahéthey were all standing around in the conference room when I walked back 

in there and it did occur to me to look at everybodyôs shoes, but nobody was wearing anything 

like the boots that I saw in the menôs room. Plus, the voice was something that I didnôt recognize 

and Iôd heard all other members of the committee speak before.ò 

Mr. Black Boots could only be identified if David Clark met with him and these guys 

made a move on him, an event that Nick was beginning to assign less likelihood as each day 

passed.  But, then again, this was the same guy who approached David in the menôs room at the 

hospital where a dozen committee members could easily have seen him. He got lucky, in Nickôs 

book. 

ñThere are so many theories about this guy flying around in my head,ò Nick continued. 

ñItôs all too disturbing.ò 

ñAll right, I gotta ask you, Nickéwhy do you care so much about David Clarkôs affairs? 

You donôt seem like the kind of guy that would get mixed up with people like thiséò 

ñRob, my friend, things that I know about these kinds of people would blow your mind, 

maybe make you crap your pants or both!ò 



Nick wondered if Rob would benefit from knowing that David knew he was being 

followed by those two gentlemen. Probably notéand why clutter his mind? 

ñNick, these guys look a lot more criminal than your average PI, you know?ò 

ñWell, I havenôt actually gotten a look at them but it doesnôt sound like they are from 

within the pharmaceutical industry.ò 

They were definitely cartel, though he didnôt want to spook Rob too much. Nick had not 

told Rob about his troubles with Oleg and the cartel and had no intention of doing so. In a weird, 

cosmic way, Nick actually thought that if he kept talking about Oleg, that Cartel bastard would 

re-appear in his life at some point in the near future. And that, Nick didnôt need.  

ñOkay, Nick, Iôll call you if anything comes up. I got pictures of these two guys in their 

Toyota, but thatôs all I have so far.ò 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

12:05 p.m. 

 

Martin and Oleg drove north on 287 toward Morristown. They had an appointment with 

the parking garage at Morristown Memorial Hospital.  

ñIs Gil joining us?ò Oleg asked. 

ñNo, heôs busy down south guarding a project for me. 

Since Gil believed that Martin was cartel, he wouldnôt have found it too odd that Oleg 

was a part of Martinôs team. Gil was simply not needed...yet. 

ñThe two of us can handle these guys,ò Martin affirmed. 

ñWhere are they in the garage?ò Oleg asked. 

Martin took the last bite of his burger and wiped his mouth. He was a sucker for the 

Wendyôs Bacon Double Cheeseburger.  

ñThe only time Iôve seen them was in the outdoor lot, but David told me they followed 

him from the garage so they must have been watching his car more closely. Back when they 

spotted me, they had no idea who David Clark was.ò 

ñWell, what floor of the garage do the doctors park on?ò 

ñThe second floor, where the crosswalk into the hospital meets the garage.ò 

These guys certainly would recognize Martin but Oleg might go unnoticed. This was 

important because they didnôt know where exactly the two men following David Clark were 

parked on the second floor of the parking garage. Some due diligence was required, then, and 

this was going to be tricky. Martin just knew it. 

ñYou think these guys are cartel, right?ò Oleg asked. 

ñYup.ò 

ñBut, they must be fresh to this part of the country because Julio didnôt have that many 

guys up here and I knew about all of them.ò 

ñWhen were you last at Julioôs compound?ò 

ñAlmost three years ago, but I know some guys down in Florida that might have come up 

after Julio was shot. It might be them.ò 

Oleg took a drink from his soda.  

ñAre you sure you want to be with me?ò Martin asked. ñThe cartel will take you back if 

you show them you havenôt been compromised by Karelôs arrest.ò 

ñThatôs just it, theyôll never know what Karel has told them ï I donôt think he would say 

anything if he wanted to stay alive -  so theyôll always have suspicions that the feds have some 

info on me that could screw the cartel in some way down the road.ò 

Martin pulled the truck over about a mile from Morristown Memorial Hospital. He only 

had two Glock 17s in the trunk plus Olegôs Beretta and they both knew that drive-by shootings 

donôt have the best percentage of success when the targets are in another vehicle. A Glock 17 can 

empty its standard magazine of 17 shots in roughly three seconds, which places a heightened 

premium on accuracy. These two guys could have backed into their spot in the garage for easy 

view of David Clarkôs vehicle, but that might have made them too conspicuous. Either way, 

Martin figured to have a decent view of both gentlemen.  

Martin popped the trunk to retrieve his guns and start loading them. Oleg was all ready.  

The benefit of the drive-by was the easy getaway. This was going to be a loud, violent 

exchange, and other people could be in the garage. Obviously, Martin would try to time the event 



such that the coast was clear but people could come out of the walkway from the hospital or 

drive up to the second floor of the parking garage at any time. So, they had to be prepared for 

that. 

ñWhy donôt I walk up behind them and waste them in the head?ò Oleg asked. ñTheyôll 

never see me coming, believe me.ò 

ñIôm thinking of that plan, but also maybe we pull up to them and blast away. That way, 

youôre already in the car, in the backseat, for a quick getaway. ñ 

ñWell, either way, itôs not going to be quick because you still have to wind down that 

stupid ramp and wait for the gate to lift,ò Oleg stated. ñI wonder if it wouldnôt be better if we 

park away from the garage, do our business, and run off to the truck.ò 

They still had to scope out exactly where these guys were parked in the garage and 

Martin figured Oleg would have to handle those duties on foot if they couldnôt get a glimpse of 

them while passing the second floor of the garage on the way to the third floor. Martin needed 

Oleg to drive through the garage during this scouting mission because these guys would certainly 

recognize Martin. 

ñMaybe, as long as we donôt run into hospital security or real police while sprinting back 

to this truck.ò 

ñYeah, thatôs a firefight we want to avoid, right?ò 

Martin had his second Glock loaded, so he put the truck in gear. If Oleg felt that he was a 

better shot by walking up to these guys than from the backseat of their sedan, Martin was leaning 

toward that plan. 

ñI donôt think we need to make final plans until we see where theyôre exactly in the 

garage,ò Martin asserted. ñI know thereôs a light at the end of the hospital road that could slow us 

up.ò 

ñOkay....You know, Iôm pretty good with two Glocks in my hands,ò Oleg stated. ñNo 

problem keeping them steady.ò 

ñThatôs good to hear, because one of us is going to have to hold two pistols, so it might as 

well be the trained assassin.ò 

ñThat wasnôt really my role for the carteléyou know that right?ò 

ñI know.ò 

Oleg took the clip out of one of the Glocks to examine it.  

ñWhat happened between you and Julio?ò he asked. ñWe all thought youôd been wacked 

after you disappeared back in December.ò 

ñI told him not to kill any more of Peter Hansenôs people and he ignored me,ò Martin 

replied. ñBecause of that, Hansen went to the FBI.ò 

Martin and Oleg switched seats so Oleg could drive. As they approached the hospital, 

Martin sunk down in the front seat and put on sunglasses. Oleg drove into the parking garage.  

ñThe doctors have reserved parking on the second floor here,ò Oleg observed as they got 

to that level of the garage.  

ñAre both sides of the ramp reserved?ò Martin asked. 

ñUhéit looks like a side and a half,ò Oleg stated. ñI donôt see them here on this second 

ramp, though. David Clarkôs BMW sure is sweet. He does a whole lot better for himself than my 

doctor friend Nick Johnson.ò 

The day Martin saw Davidôs BMW, all uncertainty over whether he had found the right 

guy on the committee for his Sismac deal melted away. This guyôs hunger to show off could not 

be satisfied by a surgeonôs salary. 



Oleg slowed down to round the corner. 

ñThere they are,ò he told Martin calmly. ñParked head on in the inside row of this ramp, 

right by this corner. They have a view of part of the second floor ramp, and definitely David 

Clarkôs car.ò 

Oleg slowed the truck down as he approached the fourth ramp, giving Martin a chance 

for a quick glance at these guysô location. Oleg then raced up to the corner of the fifth and sixth 

ramps and stopped the truck.  

ñOkay, theyôre right up here,ò Oleg said, pointing to the sixth floor ramp. ñTheyôre the 

second car parked inside the corner on the third ramp. See? Thereôs a blue triangle painted on the 

cement keeping people from parking too close to the corner.ò 

ñAll right, well, we could pull up behind them on the third ramp and blast through the 

back window,ò Martin offered. ñThe only other drive-by option is to try to take them out right 

here. We can see them, but theyôll be looking right at us, also. Plus, itôs a much tighter window 

for us to shoot through, I think.ò 

ñAnd weôll be shooting over these cars on the second ramp,ò Oleg stated. 

Martin got out of the truck for a minute to walk around. He bent down, looking at the 

ramp going up on the other side. 

He walked back to the truck and opened the passenger door. 

ñI have the plan,ò he told Oleg. 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

12:30 p.m. 

 

ñWhoôs this babe?ò Jerry asked his partner Tommy. 

ñDunnoénever seen her beforeémaybe we should call her over and get her number. I 

love hot chicks in teacher glasses.ò 

A blond beauty with nerdy black framed glasses stepped out of her yellow Lexus and 

sauntered into the hospital. She was parked in one of the reserved doctor spots.  

ñI bet the David Clarks of the world have a field day with her,ò Tommy stated. 

Jerry took out the cigarette lighter and began to twirl it between his fingers.  

ñI heard itôs gonna snow tonight,ò Jerry said. 

ñReally? That better not be a problem. This guy is boring the crud out of me, but snowy 

road conditions arenôt the answer to that.ò 

ñHow much do you think Clark makes in an hour at work?ò Jerry asked. ñI bet he rakes 

in over $250 per houréand he doesnôt even work an eight hour day.  

David Clark could be counted on leaving the garage before 3:30 each afternoon. On rare 

occasions, he would have a later meeting with a patient, but those were maybe a few times a 

month.  

ñOh, somewhere in that area, Iôd guess. His wife probably makes just as much, if not 

more, than he does.ò 

ñThat must kill him,ò Jerry responded. 

An Indian doctor entered the garage from the crosswalk and hopped into his Suburban. 

He had a wide smile on his face as he talked on his cell phone. None of the other doctors were 

ever caught smiling upon leaving the hospital, but this guy was always beaming ear to ear. 

Tommy wondered if he was retarded. A doctor who was retarded.  

Jerry and Tommy werenôt happy to be called up to help out with a Jim Lick project. He 

was a joke to them. Boris only kept him around for his real estate saavy. Granted, he had the 

connections to infuse the Russian mob into the Miami real estate world. But, what the hell could 

Jim Lick be doing of any significance up in New Jersey? He was totally out of his element up 

there and he was nothing more than a finance guy. Those types donôt last long in charge of 

anything in criminal organizations. They ultimately overstep their bounds and get whacked by 

somebody who views them as simply expendable.  

Yet, when they saw David Clarkôs car getting violated by the hood popper, alarm killer 

guy, their opinion changed. Martin was up to something and he was drawing interest. And not 

only from Borisôs organization.  

Jim told Jerry earlier that morning that pressure was building from somewhere within 

Borisôs trusted ring of family and ófriendsô to grab David Clark and spur a meeting with Martin. 

Patience was growing thin. But, for now, Boris wanted them to stay the course. Donôt force 

anything. Jerry knew that it was Sasha, Borisôs cousin, who was needling the organization to 

move faster. He was the voice of unreason, in Jerryôs view, for Boris. The fly by the seat of his 

pants kind of guy. Unfortunately, in criminal organizations, that kind of passion is adored and 

rewarded. Even part of Boris really appreciated his cousinôs aggressive passion. How long Boris 

could keep his cousin Sasha at bay was anybodyôs guess, so everybody in NJ had to be ready for 

any sudden change.  



Jerry questioned exactly how grabbing David Clark would drive Martin out of hiding. 

Granted, no one from their side knew what Martin was doing with David Clark but Jerry had a 

hard time believing that this doctor was absolutely essential to whatever scheme he was cooking 

up. And nothing would spook Martin more if they did do something with the doctor. Martin 

would most likely go deeper into hiding and not take any risks by appearing stupidly in wide óout 

in the openô public places like hospitals.  

Jerry didnôt call the shots, though, and did whatever he was told by Jim. For now, Lick 

had Borisôs ear, so that had to be respected. What Jerry wanted was to work more closely with 

Boris, and pulling off a success in New Jersey was a great way to bring that about.  

ñWhat the hell?ò Tommy asked, pointing to the smoke. 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

12:32 p.m. 

 

Oleg and Martin sprinted up the garage ramp to the second level. The garage was 70% 

full at that hour but no cars were moving down or up the ramp. As they made their way up the 

second ramp, they stayed against the interior wall, in front of the parked cars.  

Sand from the roads had pooled up against the wall, yet all they could do was to walk 

through and around it, trying not to create a grinding noise with their shoes and the sand. A 

Honda Accord had parked right up against the wall requiring them to slide over the hood. Oleg 

bent the hood as he slid making a sound that they both knew could be heard within fifty feet. 

They were only twenty feet from their target, causing Martin to signal for them to get their 

weapons out and be ready for anything. Martinôs pulse was flying off the charts.  

The wall grew shorter toward the corner of the second and third levels, so they crouched 

and got ready. They were on their knees because the wall in front of them was only about four 

feet tall. The two gentlemen were sitting in their sedan just on the other side. Oleg and Martin 

did a final check on their weapons before standing up ready to fire.  

The targeted car was filled with smoke, but Oleg began to blast away nonetheless. He 

emptied the Glock in his right hand into the cabin of the Toyota. 

ñI donôt like thisé.go, go, go!ò Martin screamed.  

They turned down the center of the second ramp toward the staircase.  

ñHead over to the staircase and out to our truck,ò Martin yelled to Oleg as they ran. ñI 

canôt see theméò 

A bullet struck Martin in the arm. Another hissed by his ear. Oleg grabbed him and they 

darted in front of the doctorsô cars. Oleg took the Beretta to return fire. This gave them time to 

slide along the outer wall. The shots from the targeted guys suddenly stopped, but Martin knew 

better than to pop his head up for a look.   

ñI think theyôve come down to our ramp,ò Oleg said. ñTheyôre up there, on the other side 

of those cars.ò 

Two doctors suddenly came out of the walkway. Oleg yanked Martin to move faster and 

they reached the staircase. Martinôs truck was 150 yards away, parked on the side of the main 

road running up to the hospital. The group of doctors had saved them, for now. 

ñThey probably went back to get the car,ò Oleg yelled as they were sprinting across part 

of the hospital front lawn toward Martinôs truck. The divots in the icy snow were tricky for 

Martin who was trying to focus on his wound.  

Once they reached the truck, they sped off down the main road of the hospital. The light 

at the end of the hospital road was going to be an issue.  

ñHow badôs your arm?ò Oleg asked. ñCan you tell without taking off your shirt, ócause 

that might be really hard for you.ò 

ñBleeding bad.ò 

Oleg pulled out the front of his turtle neck from his jeans and, using a pocket knife, tore 

away at the bottom of the shirt.  

ñHere, get this as tightly around it as possible until we get away and safe,ò he told Martin. 

ñThat should help stop the bleeding or at least slow it down enough.ò 



Martin kept his coat on while wrapping the shirt piece around his arm. It was barely long 

enough, but it would have to do. Plus, he didnôt want to get too cold with a bleeding wound, 

having heard about that kind of thing causing problems with folks.  

ñWe need to get into the city,ò Martin said firmly. ñFind our stitch guy on the upper west 

side, over by the George Washington.ò 

Lou Jenkins was his name. This was the same guy who stitched up Karel when he was 

shot last fall down in Philadelphia during the Linder household invasion. Martin had never met 

him, only had his number. 

ñWe can be there in 40 minutes,ò Oleg said. ñJust sit tight and try to keep as much 

pressure on that area as you can take.ò 

Martin laughed. ñGot it, bud.ò 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

12:28 p.m. 

 

Rob Juarez hustled up the garage ramp to the second level. He slid against the interior 

wall, in front of the parked cars so as not to be seen. As the wall grew shorter toward the corner 

of the second and third levels he crouched down in his stride. He slid around the corner, hugging 

the rear of the first car parked next to the blue triangle. Rob got onto his knees and crawled over 

to his target. He lit the smoke bomb, placed it into the tail pipe and, after pulling out a 

racquetball ball from his pocket, he jammed it into the pipe.   

Rob retraced his path, hustling down the ramps to the outside parking lot. The job had 

gone a little smoother than he had anticipated. He stopped to listen and was not quite sure how 

long the smoke would take to snake into the interior of their car. Then Rob heard them. 

Swearing. That was his cue to get the heck out of the garage.  

Twenty minutes earlier, he saw two men in a white truck approach the parking lot and, as 

they got closer to the garage, one of the men slinked down in his seat. Five minutes later, they 

drove out of the garage to park their truck on the side of the exit road of the hospital. One of the 

men started to point back to the garage. Something was definitely up and it had to involve the 

two guys parked on the third level watching David Clarkôs car.  

It had dawned on Rob yesterday that these guys watching Dr. Clark were a sitting duck 

parked there on the third level of the garage. He didnôt know who would threaten them, just that 

they could be a target themselves. Rob even thought about calling the police to come and harass 

these guys. Maybe they could get them to move out of the garage and these guys would have no 

clue who called the police because anybody from the hospital could have seen them the past few 

days. They were sitting there in that same spot all day, for Peteôs sake.  

Rob knew that Dr. Clark was friends with Nick, so, as he put the pieces together, he came 

to the conclusion that these men parked outside the garage meant harm to the two men parked on 

the third level. Rob had no idea why. He just had seen enough the past few days to play it smart. 

Rob knew the men inside the garage had been following Dr. Clark around town and these other 

guys were acting suspicious enough for something bad to go down. If that happened, things 

would most certainly turn negatively for Dr. Clark.  

The smoke bomb he had in the trunk ï left over from a prior job where he had to drive 

out a cheating husband from his loverôs house in the middle of a blistering cold December night 

ï but he had to think quickly for the tail pipe plug. He thought about running into the hospital 

cafeteria for a potato because he had seen that work in movies, but time was of the most essence; 

that trip would have taken at least fifteen minutes round trip. Fortunately, Rob was a pretty active 

racquetball player, and, after seeing the can of racquetball balls in the back seat of his car, he got 

out of his car to test out the fit in his tail pipe. Like a glove. 

Of course, Rob had never done this kind of job before. Yet, common sense was telling 

him that the smoke had to make its way somewhere through the car. It would either come out of 

the engine of the car or the interior. Either way, it would drive these guys out of the car.  

And that was the whole idea. If these two guys were killed, David Clark was about to get 

a rain of hell dropped on him. Whoever hired these guys would likely move to more rash 

options, like kidnapping David for information or harming his family. They could even kill him 

out of misguided revenge, though that was the less likely of scenarios as he saw it playing out.   



Rob had to make the gut call that his client would not want that, plain and simple. Plus, 

Rob wanted the $20,000 payment for a successful identification of this Mr. Black Boots that 

David Clark was tied into. It was beginning to frustrate Rob that he had yet to see David with 

another non doctor around the hospital grounds. Nobody suspicious looking at all, certainly 

nobody looking the part of a Mr. Black Boots. Maintain the status quo for David Clark. That was 

Robôs focus and the best chance, in his view, of finding Mr. Black Boots.  

The suspicious guys in the white truck threatened that status quo.  Yes, that status quo 

involved an awkward and possibly dangerous three party caravan with two of the parties 

following Dr. Clark, but it was a situation Rob could deal with. These new guys in the white 

truck would make it hard for Rob to manage things. So, he had to stop their mission. Even if he 

had to use a stupid racquetball ball. 
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12:35 p.m. 

 

Tommy found the smoke bomb in the tail pipe and promptly ripped it out. It was still 

smoking heavily when he threw it to the floor of the garage. Tommy barely noticed the 

racquetball he sent bouncing across several parked cars. With their windows rolled down, he and 

Jerry tore out of the garage in chase of the white truck. They almost slammed right into a 

minivan coming up the first floor ramp as they turned the corner.  

ñThat was Martin,ò Jerry shouted. ñHe tried to kill us? Us?ò    

ñDo you see them?ò Tommy asked, trying to ignore Jerryôs rant. 

Tommy was driving which wasnôt the usual way of things between the two, but Jerry told 

him he needed to be the one hanging out the window and shooting at the white truck when they 

found it. 

ñNoéthey canôt be more than thirty seconds ahead of us, though,ò Jerry responded. ñGo 

right at this light. They wouldnôt go left unless the light was green. Iôll bet that it wasnôt green 

because this line is four cars deep.ò  

The exit road from the hospital fed onto Madison Avenue where there was a light for left 

hand turners. Jerry was figuring that he and Tommy had gotten back to their car and dealt with 

the smoke before Martin and his friend got going in their truck. But traffic was a bitch at that 

hour.  

Those stupid doctors just had to come out of the hospital right then,ò Jerry yelled. ñWe 

had them pinned down. Dammit!ò 

ñLook! Is that them?ò Tommy asked, pointing at a white pickup about ¼ mile up ahead 

on Madison Avenue. 

Jerry squinted and leaned forward in his seat. ñNoéthatôs an extended cab. They have a 

two-seater.ò 

ñWell, here is 287,ò Tommy said. ñWhat do you want to do?ò 

ñGo southéthey may need to get into the city,ò Jerry said. ñMartin was hit back there but 

I donôt know how bad.ò 

ñYou think they have a stitch guy in the city?ò 

Jerry shrugged his shoulders. ñGot any better ideas?ò 

An 18 wheeler jumped in front of them and Tommy had to swerve to miss him. Landing 

in the middle lane behind a Fed-Ex truck, they couldnôt see down the highway at all.  

ñI vote we amp things up a lot with this doctor,ò Tommy stated once he navigated them 

clear of the truck congestion. ñNo more sitting around and waiting for him to take us to Martin. 

That was way too embarrassing.ò 

ñRightéthat only allowed Martin to come directly to us and make us look like idiots. 

That doesnôt happen again.ò 

ñBut why fill this car with smoke when he knew that weôd have to get out?ò Tommy 

wondered aloud. ñWe were sitting ducks while in the car.ò 

ñTommy, that whole part of the deal is so bizarreéwe need to give Jim a call and let him 

know that we have been attacked, but are okay.ò 

ñYeah, but donôt tell him about the smoke in the car,ò Tommy said. ñHe wonôt 

understand how we let that happen, ócause I sure donôt.ò 

ñGood point.ò 



They came upon I-78 East toward New York City and took that route. Jerry got out his 

cell phone from his coat.  

ñJim, itôs Jerryéweôve had a problem up here,ò Jerry started. ñIt seems that whoever 

David Clark is dealing with didnôt like us poking our nose into their business. They attacked us 

in the friggin parking garage twenty minutes ago.ò 

ñOh, crap, I was afraid this might happenéyou guys all right?ò Jim asked. ñHow many 

guys came at you?ò 

ñYeah, weôre okay. It was two guys that we could tell. Weôd never seen them before but 

they were quick.ò  

Jerry really wanted Jim to come up with the idea to get more aggressive with David 

Clark, make it his baby. In Jerryôs view, that plan was destined for failure, so if it became Jimôs 

baby, he would fall from grace. That was of most interest to Jerry. In that light, Jerry was not 

going to tell Jim that one of the attackers was Martin. Jim Lick didnôt deserve to know that he 

was so close to his planned target.  

ñOh man, we gotta find out who the hell these guys areò Jim asserted. ñHowôd they know 

you were in the garage?ò 

ñThey mustôve been watching out for David Clark and noticed us sitting there,ò Jerry 

replied. ñIf you knew what you were looking for, we were pretty easy to spotéI do think this 

only proves that whatever Martin is doing has some real money attached to it, right? I mean, 

these guys he has cannot come cheap with all the planning they had to do. Maybe he got back 

into the cartel once Julio got swept up by the feds, although a cartel raid usually involves a few 

more people.ò 

ñIt would appear that way, yes,ò Jim replied. ñOkay, let me run all of this by Boris and 

see what he thinks, but I bet we are going to go after this doctor, maybe even his family if thatôs 

what it takes because this is getting ridiculous!ò 

Jerry smiled and tapped Tommy on the shoulder. ñThanks, Jim, why donôt we try to talk 

tomorrow if we can?ò 

When they arrived at the Holland Tunnel, Jerry told Tommy to turn the car around and 

head on back to Morristown. They werenôt going to find them in the city if that was where they 

headed, though they could just as easily have headed down south on I-287. Something was 

telling Jerry that Martin was hiding out in Southern NJ.  

Jim pulled out his cell phone again. 

ñRonny, itôs Jerry. We got into a gunfight with Martin Verducia and he may be headed 

your way in the city. We shot him in the arm, but Iôm not sure how bad it is. All I need from you 

is for you to call me if you see him visit Lou. Itôs kind of a long shot, I know, but you never 

know, right? Heôs got Oleg with him, so youôll recognize them.ò 

ñJerry, Iôm happy to help you out,ò Ronny said. ñYeah, I remember Oleg. That was a 

long time ago.ò 

Jerry shut off his cell phone and put it back into his coat pocket. He thought about 

enlisting Ronny to take Martin out, but that wasnôt the objective here. Killing Martin didnôt give 

Boris any answers to what kind of financial deal he was working here with the Zyptorin trial. 

And Jerry doubted very highly that David Clark knew anything beyond what Martin wanted him 

to know.   
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12:35pm 

 

ñLou, itôs Martin Verducia,ò Martin yelled into the phone, trying to ignore the pain 

shooting up his right arm. ñWeôre just crossing the GWéIôve been shoté.we can be at your 

place in fifteen minutes. Cool. Whatôs your address?ò 

Oleg knew how to find Lou from his experience with Karelôs gunshot wound from the 

Linderôs body guard. The exact cross street was a little fuzzy, though. Martin put the phone 

down. Coming out of the hospital, he had to make a right hand turn onto Madison Avenue and 

chose to have Oleg head north on I-287. This took them to I-80 where they could head east into 

New York City by crossing the George Washington Bridge. The reason for going north was 

simply because the two guys chasing them more than likely expected them to head south.  

óWhat had gone wrong back there?ô Martin thought to himself. óHow on earth did their 

car smoke up like that and where were those guys when Oleg began shooting?ô  

ñIt was a good thing you only emptied the one glock,ò Martin said. ñI really didnôt see 

them getting any chance at all to fire back the way they did.ò 

ñThey mustôve known we were coming,ò Oleg responded. ñThey filled their sedan with 

smoke to confuse the hell out of us and create an opportunity for them to take the offensive. We 

got damn lucky those doctors came out of that hospital when they did.ò 

Martin tried to laugh, but thought twice about it. ñOh cômon!  Thereôs no way these guys 

saw us beforehandéunless they had people looking out from the parking lotéI bet thatôs what 

happened. Thereôs more than two of them.ò 

For a brief second, Martin thought about going back to the parking lot and searching for 

suspicious guys hanging out in their vehicle. But they probably were out helping the two that 

shot up Martin. Even if they werenôt, Martin was useless with his arm in the shape it was. Plus, 

they were running low on ammo. 

It started to rain heavily and Oleg had to lean forward in his seat to see the street signs. 

Martinôs last apartment in the city was in Soho, yet Louôs pad was not far from Columbia 

University, an area of Manhattan that was pretty foreign to Martin.  

ñ787 91
st
,ò Oleg read out. ñHere we are.ò 

He parked the truck out front before surveying the landscape of 91
st
 street. A truck was 

dropping off an enormous load of vegetables for a deli half a block down the streetétwo ladies 

walking their dogs were talking thirty feet away; Nobody was paying them any attention, though.  

Lou lived on the second floor of the dark walkup. A guy with a grey beard down to his 

chest passed them in the stairwell. 

ñHeôs waiting for you,ò the bearded man told Oleg and Martin. 

Oleg knocked softly on the metal door, #202. 

ñDoorôs open,ò Lou yelled.  

Oleg and Martin stepped inside, finding five people milling around the place. Lou was at 

the kitchen table. 

ñAll right, come over here,ò Lou said to Martin. ñLetôs see what you have.ò 

Martin took off his coat and peeled off his shirt. With the pressure from Olegôs shirt wrap 

gone, the wound started to bleed again.  

Lou gave Martin a shot for the pain and went to work, while Oleg decided to check out 

the other people in the apartment. He couldnôt be too careful. Lou was a cartel contact, after all.  



ñHey, I know youéOleg, right?ò a guy in his thirties asked from the sofa. ñRonnyéI ran 

a job with you, maybe a year and a half ago, down in Miami.ò 

Oleg squinted to get a decent look at the guy. Short dark crew cut, maybe 5ô10, 180.  No 

connection. 

ñSorry, mané.Iôve run a lot of jobs with a lot of guys, you know?ò Oleg replied. 

Ronny stood up from the sofa and laughed. ñTell me about it, bud.ò  He slapped Oleg on 

the back and walked into another room. Oleg spotted Ronny pulling out his cell phone before 

closing the door of the room.  

Lou was busy stitching up Martin. As Oleg watched them, he figured five more minutes 

of medical attention would do.  

Two young women walked into the apartment. ñSay, hey!ò one of them yelled out. 

Oleg was becoming sincerely disappointed by the lack of privacy that Lou offered with 

his medical service.  

ñHey, baby, you want to get it on?ò one of them asked Oleg.  

He wasnôt sure what drugs they were on, but their eyes were glazed over and one of the 

ladies had the shakes pretty bad. Oleg watched them walk into the room Ronnie was in.  

ñOkay, mané.I think youôre all set,ò Lou told Martin, who hopped up from the chair and 

put his shirt back on. He threw a few hundred on the table. 

The two drugged out ladies burst out of the room. ñJim Lick, Jim Lick, wanna lick him 

all over, baby! Lick, lick, lick! Get off the loving phone, Ronny! Ronny baby. I wanna get naked 

with you Ronny baby!ò 

Oleg whipped around to face the two women. ñIs he on the phone with Jim Lick?ò 

ñNo silly,ò the shaking woman told Oleg. ñSomeone who works for himésomething 

about a shooting in a garage. Do I look like yesterdayôs messenger to you, baby? I want the 

current pleasure, nothing more, got it?ò 

Martin grabbed Oleg. ñWe gotta go!ò 

Flying open Louôs metal door, they burst down the stairwell and out of the building, half 

expecting Ronnie to be charging after them gun in hand. Oleg was behind with his glock pointed 

upward at Louôs apartment the whole time.  

When they got into the truck, the questions started.  

ñWhat the hell was going on back there?ò Martin asked. 

ñApparently, we walked into a hornetôs nest,ò Oleg replied. ñIt sounds like those guys in 

the garage were from Lickôs organization and not cartel like weôd assumed.ò 

Martin wasnôt sure how much to trust the words of obviously drugged out ladies, but 

these words were too pointed and direct to ignore. Just how had Lickôs organization figured out 

who David Clark was? Was it the photo question session Lickôs guys were organizing in the 

hospital ten days ago? David didnôt seem like the type that could keep that big a secret from 

Martin, though. If he had seen the photo and heard from Lickôs men their description of who 

Martin really was, could David be expected to stay quiet about this for more than a week? Martin 

didnôt think so.  Lickôs guys must have found David some other way.  

They couldnôt possibly know all of the details to the Sismac plan. Not even the great 

David Clark was privy to those.  At some point, Oleg was going to figure it out, but heôd been 

quiet enough so far. Martin appreciated that.  

ñRonny mustôve done a job with you when you were watching over Lick for the cartel,ò 

Martin said. 



Oleg exhaled. ñI honestly donôt remember him at alléyou know, in December, when 

Karel and I heard that Lick had gotten himself hitched to the Russian mob, I canôt say that we 

were all that surprised. That guy is slimy but smart.ò 

ñUh huh, I wonder how many men Lick sent up this way. And why didnôt Ronny try to 

take us out right there. We were kind of easy targets. He couldôve surprised us quickly out of the 

bedroom with a couple of shots before we could react. If he took you out, I was a sitting duck 

while being worked on by Lou.ò 

 ñYeahéI donôt know, and I bet Ronny is wondering the exact same thing right about 

now,ò Oleg stated smoothly. 

Martin pulled out his cell phone. ñGil, we could use your help up here.ò 

ñI can be up there in 40 minutes,ò Gil responded. ñWhere do you want to meet?ò 

ñPull off onto Harter Rd, from I-287 and wait for us to call.ò 

ñAll right.ò 

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

4:25 p.m. 

 

The Clark family lived at 87 Whistle Lane which by the standards of 99.5% of Americans 

was a Mansion. Five bedrooms upstairs, huge granite-counter island in the Mediterranean tiled 

kitchen and back yard landscaping that featured a multi level pool highlighted by two home 

magazines in the past few years.  

David pulled into his garage and hit the button to close the garage door.  His son Andy 

would be at school until six for wrestling practice. David always arrived around 5:40 to watch a 

little bit of each practice each night, something that he knew most of the other fathers couldnôt 

do.  

Andy was in the ninth grade at the Pingry School.  Toni and David had been hoping that 

wrestling would turn things around for their son because his grades were not very good in the fall 

and he seemed totally miserable. The early part of the season was tough on the whole family, but 

things really started to improve in mid December. Andy scored a few victories and, by mid 

January, it was clear that his grades were picking up.  

David grabbed a beer from the refrigerator before finding a frosted mug in the freezer. He 

sat down at the kitchen computer and started to surf the web. A soft beeping began going off 

down the hallway, so David stood up to check it out. It was coming from the powder room near 

the front entrance of the home.  

He hit the light of the bathroom and saw the words on the mirror. Written in Toniôs dark 

red lipstick: 

 

We Got Into Your House 

You Got Lucky This Time 

Make Sure Martin Meets You At 12pm Tomorrow 

787 Mountainside Rd. 

 

David looked down at the sink and spotted the source of the noise: a tiny alarm that 

looked more fitting for a dorm room. Could they still be in the house? How the hell did they get 

in? And why the interest in Martin?  Was this the reason he was being followed? 

He decided to search the house. Nothing seemed to be missing, though David had seen 

enough crime movies to realize that they might have left a bug or two in the house. He needed to 

give Martin a call and began to think where he should do that. The car was probably safe as was 

the deck on the back of the house. David chose the deck. 

His cell phone had been with him all day, so that was clean and un-tappable.  

ñMartin, some guys broke into my house,ò David told his business partner. 

ñAre you okay?ò Martin asked dryly. 

ñFine, but they left a note for youéthey want you to meet me on Mountainside Road 

tomorrow at noon.ò 

David hadnôt been taken yetéthat was good. Martin figured such a phone call would be 

coming in the next few hours. The Russian Mob was not going to sit still, not after what 

happened back at the hospital. They were showing remarkable restraint, though, which troubled 

Martin as Oleg pulled into a mall parking lot in Bridgewater, NJ.  

ñYou realize thatôs a trap, right?ò Martin asked. 



ñMartin, what arenôt you telling me, here?ò David started. ñFirst, I discover that two men 

are following me and you tell me that you know nothing. Are you going to tell me that you know 

nothing now? These men want you, not me!ò 

Martin had his story ready, but he was going to start at least with the basic truth and see 

where the conversation headed.  

ñDavid, are you sitting down? Those men are from the Russian mob and they are 

convinced that we are up to something incredibly lucrative and they want in on it.ò 

David didnôt say anything for a moment. Martin could hear the wind whipping through 

Davidôs cell phone. 

ñThe Russian mob? You got me mixed up with the murdering Russian mob?ò David 

yelled. ñThis is not happening, Martin. And I thought you worked for Sismac, but Fortune 500 

corporations donôt get involved with mob deals. Theyôre above all that junkéò 

ñDavid, I do work for Sismac,ò Martin interrupted. ñI need to talk with our corporate 

security and figure this out.ò 

ñWell, Iôm calling the police because I need to protect my family.ò 

Martin knew he hadnôt called the police or at least he hoped that David hadnôt. Had he 

thought this through and realized that the good thing he had going with Martin might not look so 

good to the police? Or Toni? 

Martin didnôt respond right away, giving David time to reflect on his last statement. 

ñWhy havenôt you called the police already?ò Martin finally asked.  

ñI donôt knowé.if the police found out about our deal with the Zyptorin 

committeeéthatôd be bad. I canôt just show up to them and say that the Russian mob is after my 

family. Theyôre going to start asking questions and, at some point, theyôre going to make the 

connection back to the committee. What do you think theyôll do if we donôt show up tomorrow?ò 

ñDavid, Iôve been emailing corporate security as we have been speaking and they just 

wrote back to me that they can assign two people to protect you and your familyéstarting 

tomorrow.ò 

ñI think weôll move to a hotel, thanks,ò David replied. ñToni is going to have my head for 

this, but I gotta tell her.ò 

ñDavid, if you tell Toni, sheôll call the police unless you tell her about our deal for the 

Zyptorin committee and I donôt believe you want to do that.ò 

He was going to have to be very creative to keep his wife and son in the dark. This was 

not Martinôs territory. What was his territory was sending Oleg and Gil over to protect Davidôs 

family tomorrow. Clearly, it would be a whole lot easier if David got his family into a hotel 

without telling them the truth about the situation. 

Martin and Oleg were probably going to spend tomorrow morning somewhere near 

Morristown Memorial where they could monitor the Russians in their watching over David 

Clark. How were they going to react when they realized that David was not going to the meeting 

place on Mountainside Road?   

Of course, if there were in fact some of Lickôs guys in the outdoor parking lot, that was 

going to make it a lot trickier for Martin and Oleg to get close enough to the parking garage. One 

thing was for sure, they needed new wheels. 

ñI have to tell Toni something, Martin,ò David stated. ñIôll think of what that is exactly.ò 

ñHey, David?ò 

ñYeah?ò 

ñOleg has an idea. Weôll see you in a bit.ò 



 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

7:00 p.m. 

 

It had been a brutal day for Toni Clark. She was the co-executive producer for CBS 

morning show, which meant getting up at 3:30 a.m. five days a week.  Because of this, Toni tried 

really hard to be home by 5:30 p.m. at the latest. But for the past two days, one of the co-hosts of 

the show, Ginny Morgan, had taken her contract dispute with the network to a new level, 

deciding to exit the show until a new deal could be negotiated. Toni thought this was a 

completely foolish move, yet, still was not happy with Ginnyôs replacement, Linda Franklin. 

Make that, Hugh Sinclair, the other co-host, was not happy with her. He couldnôt stand her, 

actually, and the frost between them was starting to come through on TV. All of this meant that 

Toni spent an extra hour in the afternoon trying to reason with Linda over her behavior with 

Hugh. 

ñHowôd your math test go?ò Toni asked her son Andy.  

David and his family were eating take-out Chinese. Andy had a mouthful of eggroll, so 

Toni waited for the response.  

ñFine.ò 

ñCan you please expand on that, Andrew?ò David asked. 

ñI think I knew everything because I studied kinda hard for it, you know?ò Andy pleaded. 

Toni smiled. She had spent 25 minutes with Andy last night going over the study material 

for the test, an investment in her eyes.  

ñYou did study hard, and weôre proud of you for that, Andy,ò Toni said warmly while 

rustling his hair. 

Andy took a few more bites of szechuan chicken before asking to be excused. He ran 

down to the basement to watch some TV. No tests or assignments for tomorrow and his 

homework was done already. 

Toni put the leftover food back into the bag and stuck it into the refrigerator.  

ñIôm going to head upstairs to take a bath,ò she told David, who was filling up the 

dishwasher.  

ñIsnôt it kind of late for that?ò David asked. 

ñHon, I need this after todayé.Linda can be such a bitch. She has no desire to get along 

with Hugh. I donôt understand her at all.ò 

David didnôt say anything. The one thing he had learned over the years was not to get 

involved over fights between women.  

Toni walked upstairs to the master bedroom and got undressed. Her favorite bathrobe was 

waiting for her on her closet door. After setting the water to fill up the tub in the bathroom, she 

rounded the corner for the toilet.  

Her scream was much more primal than David had envisioned, possibly scaring the crap 

out of their neighbors.  

Toni sprinted down the stairs and was hyper-ventilating.  

ñThereôséuhéhugeé.ass.... snakeéin our bathroom!ò Her eyes grew huge as she 

blurted this out. She sat on the edge of the couch. ñYou gotta deal with this David and soon!ò 

Andy was upstairs by now and heard the part about the snake. ñWhere?ò he asked. ñI 

need to see this thing!ò 



David grabbed his shoulder. ñWait, nobody is going into there. Toni, did you close the 

door?ò 

She looked at him like he was from Mars. ñWhat? I donôt know! You go check! We are 

not staying in this house tonight. Call 911 and ask them what to do to get this thing out of our 

house.ò  

 David ran upstairs to close the door and then stood at the top of the stairs to give 

instructions to his son. ñAndy, you need to pack a bag for tonight and tomorrowôs school. Come 

upstairs, please.ò 

Toni and Andy approached the landing.  

ñIs that door shut?ò she asked David. 

ñYes, and that snake is still around the toilet. I donôt think itôs going anywhere because 

they like cold surfaces.ò  

Toni and Andy walked up the stairs holding hands.  

ñYou can do this, Mom,ò Andy said. 

Davidôs wife came into the bedroom, seeing that he had already gotten out a suitcase for 

them from the closet closest to the bathroom. Toni was still shaking pretty badly. 

ñAll right, letôs get packed and head for the Hyatt,ò Toni said. ñWhy donôt you wait 

around for whoever the emergency folks send over to deal with this.ò 

Andy walked into their bedroom with his school backpack and a small bag for 

tomorrowôs clothes.  

David had never seen Toni pack that quickly and was afraid she would forget something 

for work apparel. She needed to look really good in her position, after all. Toni had David go 

into the bathroom and grab her makeup and toiletry bag.  

Once they were all downstairs, ñYou sure you have what you need for tomorrow?ò David 

asked his wife.  

ñI think so,ò Toni replied. ñLet me check.ò 

While she did the mental check of how she was going to look in only eight hours to head 

back into the city, Andy and David loaded their things into the car.  

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

7:30 p.m. 

 

It worked, theyôve fled for a hotel,ò David told Martin over the phone. ñThat thing really 

scared her, thoughé.I hope it was worth it.ò 

David wasnôt convinced that these Russian mobsters would come after him at home. His 

office or on the way home were just as viable targets and they didnôt involve his family. Unless 

he got himself killed or injured. David tried arguing with Martin over this but got nowhere. 

The snake was Olegôs idea. He and Karel had talked with this owner of a reptile store in 

Morristown one night a while back at Luiggiôs. Mark Dewinn was his name and Oleg still had 

his card.  

After calling Mark and working out a deal to pay him $500 for a day or two of use of the 

biggest non harmful snake he had in the store, Oleg and Martin went to pick it up. Nearly five 

feet long with red and black stripesé.they couldnôt believe how big this snake was.  

ñIt will be, donôt worry, Doctor Clark,ò Martin said. ñThese guys arenôt going to want to 

come after you in broad daylight.ò 

ñSo are you coming over now to pick this thing back up?ò David asked. 

ñWeôre on our way.ò 

Gil was expected to meet Martin and Oleg at the Clark house and was supposed to bring 

a lot more ammo and a few more guns. Martin wanted to get to the hospital early tomorrow 

morning, well before the day employees were due to arrive. He did think it was best for David to 

work only a half day and head home in the afternoon.  

ñSo, I tell Toni that the Animal Control people came but couldnôt find the snake and will 

be back tomorrow for another look?ò 

ñThat sounds good and reasonableéyou just better hope she doesnôt call Animal Control 

during the day tomorrow for a status update.ò 

ñThat would be bad, yes.ò 

Toni never even had time to talk to David on the phone during her workday, however, so 

he wasnôt too worried about her following up on her own. 

ñLook out your window,ò Martin instructed. 

ñItôs good to see you.ò 

David opened the door for Oleg and Martin. 

ñGet on your landline and call my cell,ò Martin whispered to David. ñIôm sure they have 

your system bugged, so ask me on the phone if I plan to cut these guys in on our insider trading 

angle with the Zyptorin committee.ò    

David walked into the kitchen and picked up the landline. 

ñMartin, itôs David,ò he said on the phone. 

ñWhat can I do for you, David?ò Martin asked while standing outside on the deck of the 

house. 

ñYou know, Iôve been thinking about this meeting tomorrow with these guys, and Iôm 

wondering how you plan to play ité.likeéare you going to cut them in on our insider trading 

angle with the Zyptorin committee?ò 

ñDavid, you worry too much,ò Martin said. ñDonôt worry about tomorrowôs meeting. Let 

us handle things.ò 

ñShould we meet in the morning?ò David asked. 



ñRight, letôs meet at the hospital around 10:00.ò 

ñOkay, see you then.ò 

Martin pulled David out to the deck. ñYou understand why we did that, right?ò 

ñNo.ò 

ñThese Russians arenôt interested in an insider trading angle with this committee. They 

know there is too much federal heat after the cartel got raided. So, if they think thatôs all weôre 

up to, maybe they start to lose interest. Maybe.ò 

ñWow, youôve given this a lot of thought, bud,ò David said. 

ñItôs in your best interest, David,ò Martin replied. 

Oleg rapped on the deck door. ñGil is here.ò 

Gil walked out to the deck and whispered in Martinôs ear. ñThere are two guys parked 

two houses down the street.ò 

ñThey werenôt there ten minutes ago,ò Martin replied. ñDid you bring everything?ò 

Gil nodded. 

ñDavid, stay in the houseéweôll be back.ò 

Martin had told Gil to park two houses down from him on the street behind Davidôs 

house because he figured somebody was watching the Clarks, though he and Oleg were surprised 

not to see anybody on Davidôs street when they checked before parking themselves. Oleg, Gil 

and Martin walked through the Clarkôs backyard toward Gilôs car.  

They couldnôt see the men in the sedan real well. The street light was a good 400 feet 

away on the other side of the street. Martin figured Jim Lick had between four and six people on 

this project in New Jersey, but there were definitely only two men in the sedan.  

Oleg and Gil came up to the tree that was almost perpendicular to the rear of the vehicle 

and dove down to the ground. Oleg swung around on his knees to the driver side, while Gil made 

his way to the front passenger window. Both windows were closed.  

Oleg was the signal giver, under the car. He pointed at Gil, they counted to three with 

their fingers, before popping up and blasting their silencers through the windows. The two men 

in the sedan slumped in their seats, dead.  The id on the driver read Steven Renard of Fort 

Lauderdale, Fl. 

Gil and Oleg put the bodies in the trunk of Stevenôs sedan. Oleg then drove the car ten 

minutes to the Best Western hotel parking lot on Route 24 with Gil following.  

They met Martin in the Clark backyard at 8:45 p.m. 

ñThat should thin their troops for tomorrow,ò Martin declared confidently. ñItôs good to 

have you here, Gil.ò 

Gil patted Martin on the back.  

ñLetôs go inside and grab this snake,ò Oleg said. 

ñSnake?ò Gil asked. 

ñDonôt ask,ò Martin commanded.  

The reptile store owner had given Martin his home number and said to call him if they 

needed to return the snake during non store hours.  

 

 



 

Tuesday, January 28
th
 

9:30 p.m. 

 

ñTheyôre not answering,ò Tommy told his partner Jerry. ñWhere could they be?ò 

The two men were standing on Whistle Lane, maybe two hundred feet from the Clark 

property. Tommy put his cell phone back into his coat pocket.  

ñNothing seems to be going on here tonight,ò Jerry said. ñIôm not even sure anybodyôs 

home at the Clark house.ò 

Tommy had tried the cell phones of both Steven and his partner, Joe, and gotten no 

answer.  

ñIf I were that family, I would get out of dodgeéò 

ñWhen did you last speak to them?ò Steven asked.  

ñOh, I donôt knowé.maybe around 5:00, and they told me they were heading over here 

tonight as you told óem to.ò 

Jerry shook his head in disgust. 

ñI got a bad feeling about this,ò he said. ñTommy, letôs give them an hour before we call 

Lick and let him know that weôre down to two men up here.ò 

ñI told them to be on guard and super careful.ò 

It started raining hard, producing amazingly slick conditions as the rain bounced off the 

crusty snow. 

The two men got into their sedan and drove off.  

 

 



 

Wednesday, January 29
th
 

9:55 a.m. 

 

Rob Juarez entered Nickôs clinic shortly before 10 a.m. Mary told Nick she thought the 

guy had the flu he looked so worn. Rob had to sit in the waiting room for ten minutes before he 

had the chance to spend five minutes with Nick, so Mary knew of what she spoke. Previously, 

Nick had told the girls the guy was his landscaper, but they were starting to wonder how many 

times a landscaper needed to drop by a clientôs office. This was Robôs third visit in a week.  

ñAll right, you know that I park on Darden Drive, which offshoots from Whistle Lane, 

because I can get a shot of the Clark house without being completely obvious.ò 

ñNo, I didnôt know those details, but okay,ò Nick replied. Rob surely had a point in 

telling him all of this, he had to hope.  

ñAnyway, these guys following David got into a shootout with two other men, one of 

which Iôm guessing is Mr. Black Boots.ò 

ñWhat! Where!ò Nick semi yelled. 

ñIn the parking garage of Morristown Memorial yesterday afternoon.ò 

ñHoly...this iséò 

ñWait, Iôm not done,ò Rob continued. ñSo, last night I leave my car every now and then 

to get a full look at Willow Lane and I see two men dragging two other men out of a sedan, put 

them in a trunk and drive off with the car. I didnôt see exactly what happened to the two dead 

men, but Iôm thinking they were sitting in their car on Willow Lane and were assassinated right 

there.ò 

ñDid you get a look at any of them?ò Nick asked. His head started to pound, so he began 

to rub his temples furiously. 

ñNo, the lighting was terrible,ò Rob replied. ñBut I did see David Clark pull out of his 

garage later on that evening and head off somewhere for the night. His wife and son left earlier.ò 

ñWhat the hell is going on with that boy?ò he asked. ñIôve got to talk with him. Do you 

have any pictures of any of this?ò 

Rob started to scratch his nose. 

ñI tried taking some of the bodies being put into the trunk but I didnôt want the flash to go 

off so it didnôt work.ò 

Where were David and his family going for the night? They must have known what was 

about to go down, but Nick didnôt have the foggiest idea how David explained this to Toni. Of 

course, he probably laid onto her the same whopping lie heôd been laying on Nick since the last 

Zyptorin committee meeting. 

ñSure, I can see how that wouldnôt work. Rob, if this is getting too dangerous for you, Iôd 

totally understand. These people are hardened criminals, likely part of some Mexican drug cartel. 

You may be getting too close for your own good here.ò 

And where the hell were the neighbors through all of this? Yes, this was late January and 

people arenôt generally doing outdoor things at that time of night unless they have a dog, but 

putting two grown men into the trunk of a sedan under the moonlit sky without getting noticed is 

damn lucky. 

Rob laughed awkwardly. ñDonôt worry about me, Nick, Iôm careful and, anyway, this is 

easily the most excitement Iôve had in two years.ò 



ñYeah, well, excitement is one thing, you getting a bullet between the eyes is totally 

another matter, donôt you think? What if those guys spotted you watching them put those bodies 

into the trunk last night?ò 

Melanie knocked on the door. ñMatthew Evanston is in room one for you. Heôs got a 

wicked sore throatéwe need an RST.ò  

ñOkay, Mel, thanks,ò he said with a smile. Strep throat had been spreading like wildfire 

lately in the area and he thought about asking Melanie right then and there if she had ordered 

more RST kits for their office; but he decided to hold off.  

Melanie glanced nastily at Rob who shot up from his chair. 

ñIôll get out of all yours hair,ò Rob announced.  

ñRob, letôs talk this afternoon. Are you heading over to the parking lot this morning?ò 

Nick asked while walking the P.I. out of his office.  

ñUh huh, things should be interesting over there today.ò 

 Rob had his strut back and promptly showed it off in his exit from the clinic. 

On his walk back to room one, Nick began thinking that maybe he should surprise Susan 

with a big landscaping job. Susan started her new job at Hallmark on Monday. Not a huge 

adjustment to Nickôs family, but enough to throw Tom and Nick off their game a tad. It was a 

full eight hour day which was made up mostly of conference calls with Hallmark corporate in 

Kansas City. For the time being, no travel was being required of Susan which was a blessing. 

Two days into it, she seemed really happy with this new development. The executives in Kansas 

City were showing, at least initially, respect for her ideas and it looked as if they were looking to 

her subsidiary company, Hunterôs Mill, for growth beyond the traditional greeting card business. 

Meg Sonoma, Susanôs boss, was in New Jersey for the week to personally welcome Susan back 

into the fold and form a positive relationship from the start. That was important because Susan 

had left shortly after Hallmarkôs takeover of Hunterôs Mill last year on somewhat frosty terms. 

They had been doing take out for dinner the first few nights but Nick was determined to 

cook something up for the family just to say he did it and prove that this new transition wasnôt 

too big for them. It helped that Tom didnôt play a sport in the winter. 

The past week, the thought of Oleg being Mr. Black Boots seem to grow more real as 

Robôs news became more violent and overall disturbing. The cartel had to be involved here 

somehow and just because the feds raided some parts of the cartel during the lunch with Peter 

Hansen, didnôt mean that these organizations werenôt flexible and able to adjust quickly. Oleg 

would know that and would know that the best way for him to avoid the cops that were looking 

for him would be to rejoin the new cartel effort.  

Nick was thrilled, though, that he had not seen the man. That chapter of his life he hoped 

was long gone. That said, David Clark was deep in it and Nick did have to find a way to pull him 

out. It would certainly help matters if he knew that David understood who these guys he was 

dealing with were. Nick wasnôt convinced. Neither was Rob, who didnôt see David until well 

after the crime scene on Whistle Lane had driven off. 

ñIt has been like Grand Central station with you and your friend visitors lately during 

office hours, Nick,ò Mary pleaded. ñItôs starting to look un-professional, if you want my 

opinion.ò 

ñI appreciate that, Mary, and I do apologize,ò he responded while leaning on the hallway 

wall. ñSusan working this week has us a bit in disarray and Rob couldnôt sit down with her like 

he normally would.ò 

He gave Mary a gentle pat on the back. 



 

 



 

Wednesday, January 29
th
 

5:30 a.m. 

 

Oleg, Martin and Gil pulled into the outdoor lot of Morristown Memorial where maybe 

90% of the lot was empty. David had told Martin that Wednesday mornings were surgery 

mornings and he would be arriving on this particular Wednesday shortly before 6am.  

It was 28 degrees outside, with a slight breeze from the south. No moisture from the sky 

was expected today. There was no sign of Lickôs men around anywhere, but had David arrived 

yet? Though they certainly had his schedule down pat by then, this morning was going to be very 

different from the routine. 

Oleg and Martin left Gil with his car parked among a pack of five cars parked near the 

entrance to the hospital. Lickôs men didnôt know Gil and wouldnôt connect him to anything if he 

were spotted sitting there. 

The main concern was the threat of retaliation for the two missing men from last night. 

They probably hadnôt figured out completely what happened but they certainly had realized by 

Wednesday morning that these guys were missing. And what did that mean for David Clark? 

They wouldnôt have been able to follow him to the hospital this morning because the surviving 

crew of Jim Lickôs didnôt know where the Clarks were staying.  

Martin had told David to park on the street on the other side of the hospital for today. 

Avoid the parking garage and his normal routine completely. That way, Lickôs boys would have 

to come into the hospital to get at him and that was a whole lot more risky. Of course, there was 

the chance that they believed last nightôs phone call from David where he spouted off about the 

insider trading scheme that Martin was running. If they believed that, they would likely give up 

the chase because this would have been a bad case of déjà vu for Jim Lick.  

ñIs David going to call you when he gets here?ò Oleg asked. 

ñThat was the plan we set last night,ò Martin replied. ñLetôs hope things run smoothly. 

His wife has to leave for the city at such a ridiculous houréI donôt know how they do it.ò 

ñLife in the fast lane, man, life in the fast lane.ò 

They were standing on the third floor of the hospital, looking out the floor to ceiling 

window facing the parking garage and outdoor lot.  

A fire alarm suddenly went off a few floors up above. It wasnôt real loud but Oleg and 

Martin both knew that sound.  

ñWhat floorôs David on?ò Oleg asked. 

ñFifth is where his office is but he operates on fourth.ò 

The early morning hour meant that the hospital was quieter than usual thus enabling the 

alarm to blare louder across the entire building.  

Personnel on the third floor began to scurry around in what appeared to be an effort to 

establish evacuation zones. Typical hospital fire protocol calls for emergency assembly points 

outside of the building. The third floor personnel were probably trying to figure out if their floor 

was going to be effected.   

ñThat alarm is not right above us,ò Oleg asserted. ñMaybe two floors, but Iôd guess three 

or four floors. Letôs go check it out.ò  

They ran to the stairwell but it was too full of people walking down.  

ñWhereôs the alarm?ò Martin asked a nurse. 

ñOn five,ò she replied. ñItôs a gas leak.ò 



Oleg and Martin decided to try the elevators which meant waiting for three minutes. An 

empty one did finally arrive and they took it up to floor five. 

The alarm was still blaring on the floor but not many people remained. It sure didnôt 

smell like a gas leak. The emergency lights were flashing, having replaced the ceiling lighting. 

Martin led Oleg to Davidôs office which was empty. 

ñYou shouldnôt be here,ò someone said behind them.  

They spun around. It was a janitor with a mop and bucket of dirty water. Walt, his name 

tag read. 

 ñI was supposed to meet Dr. Clark this morning,ò Martin said as innocently as he could. 

ñWhatôs going on this morning?ò 

Maybe they needed to see a neurologist not a cardiologist, the way the janitor was 

looking at the two of them. 

ñWhatôs with Dr. Clark this morning?ò the janitor asked. ñEveryone knows heôs in 

surgery all morning and not available for his office. His secretary, Janet, should have known 

that.ò 

Martin shook his head. ñIôm sorry?ò 

ñI just had this same conversation with two different guys not fifteen minutes ago.ò 

Crap. 

ñDid you see where those two guys went?ò Oleg asked. 

ñNah, they sure were in a hurry, though. One of them nearly knocked me over as they ran 

off toward the stairwell.ò 

After thanking the janitor, they hustled down the hallway toward the stairwell. ñGee, I 

wonder who set off the fire alarm ten minutes ago?ò Martin whispered to Oleg. 

Lickôs guys didnôt know yet that Clark wasnôt showing up for the meeting at 

Mountainside Road, so why were they riskily pushing the envelope. Was it because he didnôt 

park in the parking garage this morning? Had they learned the fate of their two teammates that 

Gil and Oleg brilliantly handled last night?  

Martin pulled out his cell phone. ñIôm gonna call David and check in.ò 

No answer. 

The stairwell had cleared up, so Oleg and Martin ran down to the fourth floor. Here, the 

regular lights were on and it looked like business as usual. Except they couldnôt simply march 

into the surgical area without being called out and harassed almost immediately. They walked 

the perimeter of the part of the floor they had access to, spotting nothing unusual.  

ñGil, you seeing anything out there where you are?ò Martin asked on his cell phone.  

ñWhat the hell has been going on in there this morning?ò Gil fired back. ñA bunch of 

hospital workers and patients came pouring out of here about five minutes ago.ò 

ñLooks like someone pulled the fire alarm and the whole fifth floor had to evacuate,ò 

Martin replied. ñTwo of Lickôs men are in this building from what we can tell. We ran into a 

janitor on Five who told us he saw them 10-15 minutes before us.ò 

ñWell, I havenôt seen anybody like that outside and I even have a decent look into the 

parking garageé.no activity there.ò 

The doors to the restricted surgical area burst open and out came Lickôs two men with 

David who was in his scrubs. They likely yanked him right out of surgery or pre-surgery. How 

they did it so peacefully was beyond Martin and Oleg. 

Oleg drew his Glock, forcing one of the men to grab David as a shield. Both of Lickôs 

operatives had their weapons drawn immediately.  



ñStop, they have my wife and kidéyou have to leave us alone!ò David pleaded. 

Oleg looked at Martin who nodded for him to lower the Glock. 

Martin knew there was no way Lickôs men had Toni and her son. They couldnôt have 

grabbed them in the hotel because the only guys who could have had that information were shot 

and killed last night on Whistle Lane. They could have grabbed Toni in the city and Andy at 

school but that was highly unlikely given the quantity of men that job would require. Martin 

thought he could use Gil as an advantage over the tense situation, so he didnôt want to push it 

right there on the fourth floor.  

David and Lickôs operatives walked toward the elevator doors. The restricted surgical 

area doors suddenly swung open again and a security officer came sprinting out, gun drawn. 

ñHold it, right thereé.turn around slowly.ò 

The Lick operative not holding David turned and the security official fired, striking this 

Lick operative. Upon seeing this, his partner let go of David and shot the security official. Oleg 

returned fire, mowing down both of Lickôs men for good. 

Martin and Oleg grabbed David and sprinted down the staircase. 

ñDavid, they donôt have your wife and kid,ò Martin asserted as they hustled down the 

stairs. ñThey only told you that to get you to leave quietly.ò 

ñThat was weird timing on your part,ò David said. 

The three arrived at the first floor and cautiously opened the stairwell door. A large group 

from the fifth floor was coming in from the outside. As Martin, Oleg and David walked into the 

hallway, three police officers entered the hospital and sprinted for the stairwell. Two large fire 

trucks were parked outside. 

ñI need to get back up there,ò David said. ñTheyôre gonna want to know what happened, 

why there are three bodies in the hallway.ò 

 ñTell them as it happened, that the security guy came out firing and some other guys on 

the floor cleaned up the rest,ò Martin instructed. ñThey probably have the whole thing taped on 

their video system anyway.ò 

Gil rushed in through the front door.  

ñI heard those cops talking about shots being fired on the fourth floor,ò he said. ñLet me 

take a wild guessé.ò 

ñWe need to get out of here, Gil, pronto,ò Martin demanded. 

ñRightéletôs go, then,ò Gil responded. 

 

**********  

 

David left them to head back up to the fourth floor. Those two thugs got to him in the 

pre-op room quietly, far too quietly.  The fourth floor had two security guards, Larry and Doug, 

but only Doug got involved in the action and was way late at that. Maybe Lickôs guys killed off 

Larry and stashed him somewhere. 

David was starting to scrub in when they burst into the room. Dr. Stew Lawart was also 

there with him in the room and they flashed him a police badge to hold him off. They whispered 

to David that they had his wife and kid but they must have said it loudly enough for Dr. Stew to 

hear because he had to have been the one to grab Doug and tell him what was going down.  

David opened the fourth floor stairwell door and entered the hallway. The three police 

officers were talking with several members of the medical staff. Doug was sitting up, having 

been shot in the shoulder. The dead thugs were covered up with white sheets. 



 ñDavid, are you all right?ò Susan Boundersond asked him while rushing over. Susan was 

one of his surgical nurses. Her cheeks were rose red, which really stood out against her pale skin.  

ñIôm fine,ò David assured.  

He told the police everything that happened and then learned that Lickôs men had in fact 

used the fake police badge to hold off several people who told them to get out of the surgical 

area that morning. 

 

 



 

Wednesday, January 29
th
 

12:00 p.m. 

 

 Nick Johnson had 45 minutes for lunch and today was Burrito Wednesday at Pabloôs 

down the street.  

ñCan you get some sour cream on the side?ò Mary asked him. Melanie was not a fan of 

Mexican food, but Mary loved it and usually accompanied him to Pabloôs. Today, however, she 

had too many prescriptions to process for patients. As a result, Nick had agreed to get her 

favorite, Chicken Quesadillas, to go.  

ñNo problem,ò he told her. 

Turning and walking through the door to his clinic, he bumped into a middle aged 

gentleman.  

ñIôm so sorry,ò Nick said, quickly moving around the gentleman to begin walking to the 

parking garage. 

ñNo probleméDr. Johnson, right?ò 

ñYes?ò  Nick turned. 

ñMartin Verducia, with Sismac Pharmaceuticals,ò the man said. He handed Nick a 

business card. 

ñMartin, itôs nice to meet you, but Iôm late for lunch. Can you swing by maybe tomorrow 

morning?ò 

ñOh, Iôll walk you to your car,ò Martin said. ñI can be real quick.ò 

They began walking across the lobby and it dawned on Nick that Martin wasnôt a 

pharmaceutical rep.  

ñSo, youôre not here to push some drugs onto my practice?ò 

Martin smiled widely. ñNo, no. My team has been talking with David Clark about a 

generous consulting engagement with Sismac and he thought about bringing you along for the 

ride.ò 

ñAlong for the ride?ò Nick asked. That didnôt sound too appetizing given his track record 

with Oleg et al. 

ñWe want you two to be leading our clinical trial committees,ò Martin began. ñWeôve 

had some issues with that area as of late and weôre looking for new talent.ò 

Issues with a clinical trial committee? Well, he couldnôt blame Martin for coming to the 

right guy, but this was sounding too good to be the real deal.  

 ñLet me ask you,ò Nick started. ñHow did you find Dr. Clark?ò  

Martin laughed for a second, not telling Nick why he thought that was so funny. 

ñOur contacts over at Distal made the initial meeting arrangement, though Davidôs 

achievements at Distal were widely known through industry channels.ò 

Davidôs achievements at Distal? Nick had no idea about that because he had supposed 

that David wasnôt happy over there and that was the reason for his pursuit of Sismac.  

ñOh, that makes sense, heôs quite the guy,ò Nick replied. ñWell, let me think about it, talk 

it over with David, and Iôll call you in a few days, okay?ò 

ñThat sounds fine, indeed, Dr. Johnson,ò Martin stated. ñEnjoy your lunch.ò 

They shook hands and parted. Martin exited out the side door of the parking garage 

which fed out to the outdoor lot. Nick presumed that was where Martin had parked. 



Why should he trust this guy from Sismac Pharmaceuticals at all? Maybe he was Mr. 

Black Boots? As Nick drove over to Pabloôs, these thoughts grew angrier because he knew 

David was up to something criminal. Was Sismac Pharmaceuticals funding it all? The cartel gets 

thinned out by the feds, so a major pharmaceutical company decides to take its place? 

The Committee wasnôt due to meet again until the end of February, so he needed to force 

a meeting with David. How Nick was going to do that wasnôt going to be too difficult, but it had 

to be the right venue. He needed to talk some sense into David, if there was any left. 

His cell phone rang. 

ñHello?ò 

ñNick, Rob here. Thereôs been a shooting here at the hospital. Two men were killed on 

the fourth floor and a security guard was shot.ò 

ñWhat? When?ò he yelled. 

ñReally early this morning,ò Rob replied. ñIt all happened well before I saw you in your 

office. I only heard about it from one of the guys clearing the snow in the parking lot.ò 

He slammed his steering wheel. ñDo you know who these guys were?ò 

ñNope, the snow guy said two cops were talking on the way out of the hospital about how 

the stiffs were from Florida but werenôt in their system.ò 

  ñBut that security guard is alive?ò Nick asked. ñHe must know what actually 

happenedéò 

ñYeah, Iôd love to spend two minutes alone with him, but that ainôt happening.ò 

ñYup, you and me bothé.hey, any sign of David Clark during all of this hoopla? Do you 

think he has any clue what went down?ò 

ñOh, Iôm sure he has more information than we have, but I havenôt seen him at all this 

morning.ò Rob stated. ñDavid may even have been able to talk with the security guard if the 

police didnôt hurry the guard away from everybody.ò 

If David didnôt have a clue who he was dealing with before, he had to have one now, for 

Godôs sake. This all happened on his floor, while he was there operating.   

ñOkay, well let me know if you hear anything else or if you see David do anything out of 

the ordinary.ò 

ñSounds good.ò 

 

 



 

Thursday, January 30
th
 

5:30 a.m. 

 

The buzzing of Martinôs cell phone began morphing into the sound of the ocean waves 

that were featured in his dream, but that lasted only a few seconds.  

ñUhéhello?ò  

ñMartin Verducia?ò the voice on the other end asked in a most German accent. 

ñYes, whoôs this?ò 

ñMartin, my name is Wilhem Pietra, with Sismac Pharmaceuticals.ò 

Martin shot up from the bed.  

ñYes, yes, how are you?ò 

ñGood, goodéhave you seen the morning papers yet?ò Wilhem asked. 

ñNo, not yet,ò Martin replied, wondering why this guy didnôt understand the time on the 

east coast.  

ñOh, all rightéwell, the Bankers Post has a lead story this morning on the Zyptorin trial. 

Itôs bad news for Distal. You really should get a copy and read it.ò 

Bankers Post was the leading financial newspaper in the US. Martin had been a 

subscriber when he was with Julio but had to resort to buying at newstands since. 

ñI will make sure to do just that,ò Martin stated. ñDid Roger Wilco ask you to give me a 

call this morning?ò 

Roger was Sismacôs VP & Treasurer that set up the deal with Martin back in November.  

ñYes, he did.ò 

   ñOkay, is that all?ò Martin asked. ñDoes he want to meet again?ò 

ñNo, but he wants you to follow the news carefully over the next few days.ò 

ñThatôs fine,ò Martin replied. ñCan you pass on a message for me, please? Tell him that 

weôve changed bank accounts since we last met and I need to update him with the wire 

instructions.ò 

ñAll right, Iôll pass that alongéand I donôt think thatôll be a problem, sir,ò Wilhem said. 

ñYou have a great day, okay?ò 

ñTake care.ò 

Martin put the cell phone on the nightstand and climbed out of bed. No time for a 

showeréhe had to read this article. How in the world did the Bankers Post people get 

knowledge of what was happening with the Zyptorion trial?  

Sismac was convinced that this would move Distal stock south enough for them to jump 

in with a bid for the company. Distal stock was already 7% lower from where Martin struck the 

deal with Roger Wilco, mainly from the CEO having a heart attack back in December, and 

Sismac must have felt that this story would send it to the magic 15% decline figure that Sismac 

and Martin had agreed upon. Otherwise, Roger wouldnôt have had Wilhem call Martin to alert 

him to a newspaper article.  

This phone call moved up Martinôs time table all whole lot. He was previously thinking 

that news of the Zyptorian trial wouldnôt hit the news wires for at least two more months. Now 

he had to figure out what this all meant. Martin had already set up the new fake corporate 

account for Sismac to wire the money.  

What Martin didnôt want was to cut off David too early and have him start calling Sismac 

corporate offices asking for Martin Verducia. That would be bad for everybody, but mostly 



Martin. So, for now, David still was to think that there was a great job at Sismac waiting for him 

in the sunset. He would need to get in touch with David this morning if the article was as he 

thought it was. The hospital, however, was off limits, so communication had to be done over the 

phone.  

It was going to take Jim Lick a few days to regroup if he was going to bother at all. He 

had now lost four of his men up here and who knew what the Russians thought about all of that. 

David had been told to stay clear of the parking garage and outdoor lot for now and security in 

the hospital was pretty tight at least for the next few weeks. Gil had resumed his watch over 

Andrew Rogers after the hospital shootings two days ago. The plan was for Oleg and Martin to 

start watching David at home more closely, probably starting Thursday night.  

Martin hopped into his truck and drove toward the town square where he knew he could 

buy a Bankers Post for Thursday, January 30. Wilhem better not have been yanking his chain at 

5:30 a.m.  

Of course, Martin now regretted ever going to meet Nick Johnson on Tuesday. This was 

another person he was going to have to string along, though not to the degree he needed to with 

David Clark. Nick was due to call Martin in a day or two to discuss his 'decision' on whether to 

accept Martin's invite to the Sismac team. Martin had gone to Nick with the thinking that David 

needed some support on the committee to accelerate the negative trends in the Zyptorin trial. But 

if Sismac soon was going to make a hostile bid for Distal, Martin was going to get his $100 

million payout and his cares about the committee and Zyptorin trial would then fly out the 

window.  

As he pulled into the square, Martin smiled upon the satisfaction of knowing that he had 

put into the negotiated contract with Sismac a point about the payout being due within 24 hours 

of the first press release of a bid for Distal. Martin knew that corporate takeovers could last 

months, even a year or more, before they get completed and Julio wouldn't want to take that risk. 

Sure, Julio was out of the picture, but Roger Wilco didnôt know that. Was Wilhem's phone call, 

then, a signal that Sismac was preparing to make an offer for Distal today? 

Martin pulled out his cell phone.  

"Oleg, meet me for breakfast in the square in 25 minutes. Bakerôs Garden" 

ñWhy so early? What time is it?ò 

ñItôs almost 6,ò Martin declared. ñI got woken up at 5:30 so I let you sleep in a bit, okay? 

You can thank me later.ò 

The newstand wasn't really a newstand, rather a Wawa mart that sold papers. Martin 

grabbed a copy of the Bankers Post and there it was: The Zyptorin headline. He scanned the front 

page to make sure Sismac hadn't made an overnight offer for Distal and didn't see anything. The 

article didn't say anything Martin hadn't already heard from David. Most importantly, it didn't 

mention the strange fax the committee had received nor the alarmingly positive data that Andrew 

Rogers had been suppressing. The undisclosed source who the reporter talked with said that 1500 

patients had gone through the Zyptorin trial thus far and this pool was averaging less than 15% 

more effectiveness than Balentor, the other leading drug. Martin knew the stock market wouldnôt 

open for three more hours, yet Roger Wilco would not have had Wilhem make that call if they 

didnôt think the Distal stock was going to get crushed on this news.  

Martin paid for the paper and walked back into the square. Light snow was coming from 

the sky which matched the forecast he saw on TV last night. His cell phone buzzed. It was David 

Clark.  

ñDavid?ò 



ñDid you see the article yet?ò David asked right away. ñA buddy of mine here at the 

hospital showed it to me.ò 

ñYeah, Iôve seen it. It doesnôt tell us anything we donôt already know, right?ò 

ñUh huhéhave you talked with the boys over at Sismac? Are they going to make a run at 

Distal this morning, you think?ò 

ñOh, I donôt know about that, but itôs been all silence on my end,ò Martin said. ñI just got 

out of the shower, David.  I donôt work directly with the mergers and finance team at Sismac so 

Iôm as much in the dark as you are when it comes to that kind of thing.ò 

ñOkay, okay. Well, this puts the Zyptorin trial into chaos and I have no idea what Distalôs 

going to do with us.ò 

ñWell, if you hear about an emergency committee meeting, you let me know. And if I 

hear anything more about things going on with my company, Iôll keep you posted.ò 

ñSounds good,ò David stated. 

Martin hung up the phone and walked into Bakerôs Garden. He found a booth and sat 

down. After pulling out an envelope from his coat pocket, he reached for his cell phone again. 

Roger Wilco, Sismacôs Treasurer, needed Martinôs new wire transfer information. 

ñRoger, itôs Martin Verducia.ò 

ñMartin, howôre things?ò Roger asked with a shaky voice. ñI just got off the phone with 

the Viola family. Apparently, Julio sends his regards.ò 

ñWhat?ò Martin shouted. ñDonôt listen to theméthe feds have them all locked up.ò 

ñMartin, have a nice day,ò Roger said before hanging up the phone. 

Martin slammed the cell phone on the table and looked up at the front door of the 

restaurant to find Oleg with an Uzi.  

Two short blasts later, Martin Verducia was a bloody corpse at Bakerôs Garden. A 

chainsaw to Martinôs ego moments before his violent death.  Julio Viola had his Thursday 

morning treat. 

 

 

 

 

 


