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PROLOGUE



Berlin, Germany

SONJA VERBRUGGE HAD no idea that this was going to be her

| ast day on earth. She was pushing

her way through the sea of summer tourists overflow ng the
busy si dewal ks of Unter den Linden.

Don't panic, she told herself. You nust keep calm

The instant nessage on her conputer from Franz had been
terrifying. Run, Sonja! Go to the

Artem sia Hotel. You wll be safe there. Wait until you
hear from—

The nessage had ended suddenly. Wiy had Franz not finished
it? What coul d be happeni ng? The

ni ght before, she had heard her husband saying to soneone
on the tel ephone that Prima nust be

stopped at all costs. Who was Prim?

Frau Ver brugge was nearing Brandenburgi sche Strasse, where
the Artem sia was | ocated, the hotel that catered to wonen
only. I wll wait for Franz there and he will explain to ne
what this is all about.

VWHEN SONJA VERBRUGGE reached the next corner, the traffic
light had turned to red, and as she stopped at the curb,
sonmeone in the crowd bunped agai nst her and she stunbled into
the street. Verdanmm touristen! A linousine that had been
doubl e- par ked suddenly noved toward her, grazing

her just hard enough to knock her down. People began to

gat her around her.

"I's she all right?"

"Ist ihr etwas passiert?”



"Peut-ell e nmarcher?"

At that nonent, a passing anbul ance stopped. Two
attendants fromthe anbul ance hurried over and
took charge. "W will take care of her."

Sonj a Verbrugge found herself being lifted into the
anbul ance. The door closed, and a nonent | ater,
t he vehicle sped away.

She was strapped onto a gurney, trying to sit up. "I am
fine," she protested. "It was nothing. |-
One of the attendants was | eaning over her. "It is all

right, Frau Verbrugge. Just relax."

She | ooked up at him suddenly alarned. "How do you know
ny—=2"

She felt the sharp sting of a hypoderm c needle in her
arm and a nonent |ater, she gave herself up
to the waiting darkness.

Pari s, France

MARK HARRI S WAS al one on the observation deck of the
Eiffel Tower, oblivious to the rain

swirling around him Fromtinme to time a streak of

| i ghtning shattered the raindrops into dazzling

di anond waterfalls.

Across the Seine R ver stood the famliar Palais de
Chaillot, and the Trocadero Gardens, but he was unaware of
them H's mnd was focused on Prima and t he astoni shing news
t hat was about to be

rel eased to the worl d.

The wi nd had begun to whip the rain into a frenzied
mael strom Mark Harris shielded his wist with



his sl eeve and | ooked at his watch. They were |l ate. And

why had they insisted on neeting here, at mdni ght? Even as
he was wondering, he heard the tower el evator door open. Two
men were noving toward him fighting against the fierce wet
wi nd.

As Mark Harris recogni zed them he felt a sense of relief.
"You're late."

"It's this damm weat her, Mark. Sorry."

"Well, you're here. The neeting in Washington is all set,
isn't it?"

"That's what we need to talk to you about. As a matter of
fact, we had a | ong discussion this norning about the best
way to handle this, and we deci ded—

As they were speaking, the second man had noved behi nd
Mark Harris, and two things happened

al nost sinul taneously. A heavy, blunt instrument slammed
into his skull, and an instant |ater he felt hinself being
lifted and tossed over the parapet into the cold driving
rain, his body plunging toward

the unforgiving sidewal k thirty-eight stories bel ow

Denver, Col orado

GARY REYNOLDS had grown up in rugged Kel owna, Canada, near
Vancouver, and had had his

flight training there, so he was accustoned to flying over
treacherous nountai nous terrain. He was

piloting a Cessna Citation |Il, keeping a wary eye on the
snowcapped peaks surroundi ng him

The plane was conmmi ssioned to carry a cockpit crew of two,
but today there was no copilot. Not
this trip, Reynolds thought grimy.



He had filed a false flight plan for Kennedy airport. No
one would think of |ooking for himin Denver.

He woul d spend the night at his sister's hone, and in the
norni ng he would be on his way east, to

meet the others. Al the arrangenents for elimnating
Prima were conpl ete, and—

A voice on the radio interrupted his thoughts. "Citation
One One One Lima Foxtrot, this is the

approach control tower at Denver International Airport.
Cone in, please.™

Gary Reynol ds pressed the radio button. "This is Citation
One One One Lima Foxtrot. | am
requesting clearance to |land."

"One Lima Foxtrot, say your position.”

"One Lima Foxtrot. | amfifteen mles northeast of the
Denver airport. Altitude fifteen thousand feet."

He saw Pi ke's Peak | oom ng up on the right side. The sky
was bright blue, the weather clear. A good onen.

There was a brief silence. The voice fromthe tower cane
t hrough again. "One Lina Foxtrot, you are cleared to | and at
runway two-six. Repeat, runway two-six."

"One Lima Foxtrot, roger."

Wt hout warning, Gary Reynolds felt the plane give a
sudden, hi gh bounce. Surprised, he | ooked out

the cockpit window. A strong wind had cone up, and within
seconds, the Cessna was caught in a

vi ol ent turbul ence that began to toss the plane around. He
pul | ed back the wheel to try to gain altitude.

It was useless. He was trapped in a raging vortex. The

pl ane was conpletely out of control. He

sl ammed down the radi o button.

"This is One Lima Foxtrot. | have an energency."”

"One Lima Foxtrot, what is the nature of your energency?"



Gary Reynol ds was shouting into the m crophone. "I'm
caught in a wi nd shear! Extrene turbul ence!
I'"'min the mddl e of a goddanm hurri cane!"

"One Lima Foxtrot, you are only four and a half m nutes
fromthe Denver airport and there is no sign
of air turbul ence on our screens."

"I don't give a damm what's on your screens! I'mtelling

you— The pitch of his voice suddenly rose. "Mayday! May—

In the control tower, they watched in shock as the blip on
the radar screen di sappear ed.

Manhat t an, New Yor k

AT DAWN, AT an area under the Manhattan Bridge al ong the
East River not far from pier seventeen,

hal f a dozen unifornmed police officers and pl ai ncl ot hes
detectives were gathered around a fully dressed corpse |ying
at the river's edge. The body had been carel essly tossed
down, so its head was eerily

bobbi ng up and down in the water, follow ng the vagaries

of the tide.

The man in charge, Detective Earl G eenburg, fromthe
Manhatt an Sout h Hom ci de Squad, had finished the official
prescri bed procedures. No one was all owed to approach the
body until photographs had

been taken, and he nmade notes of the scene while the

of ficers | ooked for any evidence that m ght be

| ying around. The victinm s hands had been w apped in cl ean
pl asti c bags.

Carl Ward, the nedical exam ner, finished his exam nation
stood up, and brushed the dirt fromhis trousers. He | ooked
at the two detectives in charge. Detective Earl G eenburg was



a professional, capable-looking man with an i npressive
record. Detective Robert Praegitzer was gray-haired, with
t he | ai d-back manner of someone who had seen it al

bef ore.

Ward turned to G eenburg. "He's all yours, Earl."
"What have we got ?"

"The obvi ous cause of death is a slashed throat, right
through the carotid artery. He has two busted kneecaps, and
it feels like a few ribs are broken. Soneone worked hi mover
pretty good."

"What about the tine of death?"

Ward | ooked down at the water |apping at the victins
head. "Hard to say. My guess is that they

dunped himhere sonetine after mdnight. I'll give you a
full report when we get himto the norgue.”

Greenburg turned his attention to the body. Gay jacket,

dark blue trousers, light blue tie, an expensive watch on the
|l eft wist. Greenburg knelt down and started going through
the victims jacket pockets.

In one pocket, his fingers found a note. He pulled it out,
holding it by its edge. It read: "Washington. Mnday, 10 a.m
Prima." He | ooked at it a nmonent, puzzl ed.

G eenburg reached i nto anot her pocket, finding another
note. "lIt's in Italian." He glanced around. "G anelli!"

One of the unifornmed police officers hurried up to him
"Yes, sir?"

G eenburg handed himthe note. "Can you read this?"

Ganelli read it aloud slowly. " 'Last chance. Meet ne at
pi er seventeen with the rest of the dope or
swmw th the fishes.'" He handed it back.

Robert Praegitzer |ooked surprised. "A Mafia hit? Wy
woul d they | eave himout here Iike this, in the open?"



"Good question."” Greenburg was going through the corpse's

ot her pockets. He pulled out a wallet and opened it. It was
heavy with cash. "They sure as hell weren't after his noney."
He took a card from

the wallet. "The victims nane is Richard Stevens."

Praegitzer frowed. "Richard Stevens . . . Ddn't we read
sonet hi ng about himin the papers recently?"

Greenburg said, "H's wife. D ane Stevens. She's in court,
in the Tony Altieri murder trial."

Praegitzer said, "That's right. She's testifying agai nst
the capo di capos."”

And they both turned to | ook at Richard Stevens's body.

CHAPTER 1

| N DOANTOANN MANHATTAN, in courtroomthirty-seven of the
Suprenme Court Crimnal Termbuilding at 180 Centre Street,
the trial of Anthony (Tony) Altieri was in session. The

| ar ge, venerable courtroomwas filled to capacity with press
and spectators.

At the defendant's table sat Anthony Altieri, slouched in
a wheelchair, looking like a pale, fat frog

folding in onitself. Only his eyes were alive, and every
time he | ooked at Diane Stevens in the wtness chair, she
could literally feel the pulse of his hatred.

Next to Altieri sat Jake Rubenstein, Altieri's defense
attorney. Rubenstein was fanous for two things:

his high-profile clientele, consisting nostly of nobsters,
and the fact that nearly all of his clients were acquitted.

Rubenstein was a snmall, dapper man wwth a quick mnd and a



vivid i magi nati on. He was never the

sane in his courtroom appearances. Courtroom histrionics
were his stock-in-trade, and he was highly skilled. He was
brilliant at sizing up his opponents, with a feral instinct
for finding their weaknesses. Sonetinmes Rubenstein inmagi ned
he was a lion, slowy closing in on his unsuspecting prey,

ready to pounce ... or a cunning spider, spinning a web that
woul d eventually entrap them and | eave t hem
hel pless. . . Sonetinmes he was a patient fisherman, gently

tossing a line into the water and slowy
noving it back and forth until the gullible w tness took
the bait.

The | awyer was carefully studying the witness on the

stand. Diane Stevens was in her early thirties.

An aura of elegance. Patrician features. Soft, flow ng

bl onde hair. Green eyes. Lovely figure. A girl-next-door Kkind
of whol esoneness. She was dressed in a chic, tailored bl ack
suit. Jake Rubenstein knew that the day before she had nade a
favorabl e inpression on the jury. He had to be careful how

he handl ed her. Fi sherman, he deci ded.

Rubenstein took his time approaching the w tness box, and
when he spoke, his voice was gentle.

"Ms. Stevens, yesterday you testified that on the date in
guestion, Cctober fourteenth, you were

driving south on the Henry Hudson Parkway when you got a
flat tire and pulled off the highway at

the One Hundred and Fifty-eighth Street exit, onto a
service road into Fort Washi ngton Park?"

"Yes." Her voice was soft and cul tured.

"What nmde you stop at that particul ar place?”

"Because of the flat tire, | knew | had to get off the
main road and | could see the roof of a cabin

through the trees. | thought there m ght be soneone there
who could help ne. | didn't have a spare.”

"Do you belong to an auto cl ub?" Yes.

"And do you have a phone in your car?" Yes.



"Then why didn't you call the auto club?"
"I thought that m ght have taken too |ong."

Rubenstein said synpathetically, "OF course. And the
was right there.”

"Yes."

"So, you approached the cabin to get hel p?"
"That's right."

"Was it still |ight outside?"

"Yes. It was about five o'clock in the afternoon.
"And so, you could see clearly?"

"I could."

"What did you see, Ms. Stevens?"

"I saw Anthony Altieri—

"Oh. You had net him before?"

"No. "

"What nmade you sure it was Anthony Altieri?"

"l had seen his picture in the newspaper and—

cabi n

"So, you had seen pictures that resenbl ed t he def endant ?"

"Well, it—=

"What did you see in that cabin?"

Di ane Stevens took a shuddering breath. She spoke slowy,

visualizing the scene in her m nd.

"There were four nen in the room One a of themwas in a

chair, tied up. M. Altieri seened to be questioning

while the two other men stood next to him" Her voice shook.

him



"M. Atieri pulled out
a gun, vyelled sonething, and—and shot the man in the back
of the head."

Jake Rubenstein cast a sidelong glance at the jury. They
wer e absorbed in her testinony.
"What did you do then, Ms. Stevens?"

"I ran back to ny car and dialed 911 on ny cell phone."
"And t hen?"

"l drove away."

"Wth a flat tire?"

"Yes.

Time for alittle ripple in the water. "Wy didn't you
wait for the police?"

Di ane gl anced toward the defense table. Altieri was
wat chi ng her wi th naked nal evol ence.

She | ooked away. "I couldn't stay there because |+ was
afraid that the nen m ght cone out of the

cabin and see ne."

"That's very understandabl e.” Rubenstein's voice hardened.
"What is not understandable is that when

the police responded to your 911 call, they went into the
cabin, and not only was no one there,

Ms. Stevens, but they could find no sign that anyone had
been there, |let al one been nurdered there."

"I can't help that. |I—
"You're an artist, aren't you?"
She was taken aback by the question. "Yes, |—

"Are you successful ?"

"l suppose so, but what does—=2"



It was tinme to yank the hook.

"Alittle extra publicity never hurts, does it? The whol e
country watches you on the nightly news
report on television, and on the front pages of =

D ane | ooked at him furious. "I didn't do this for
publicity. | would never send an innocent man to—
"The key word is innocent, Ms. Stevens. And | will prove

to you and the | adies and gentl enen of
the jury that M. Altieri is innocent. Thank you. You're
finished."

Di ane Stevens ignored the double entendre. \Wen she
stepped down to return to her seat, she was seething. She
whi spered to the prosecuting attorney, "Am| free to go?"
"Yes. |I'lIl send soneone with you."

"That won't be necessary. Thank you."

She headed for the door and wal ked out to the parking

garage, the words of the defense attorney
ringing in her ears.

You're an artist, aren't you?. . . Alittle extra
publicity never hurts, does it? It was degrading. Still,
all in all, she was satisfied with the way her testinony

had gone. She had told the jury exactly what

she had seen, and they had no reason to doubt her. Anthony
Al'tieri was going to be convicted and

sent to prison for the rest of his |life. Yet D ane could
not hel p thinking of the venonous | ooks he

had gi ven her, and she felt a little shiver.

She handed the parking attendant her ticket and he went to
get her car.

Two minutes |ater, Diane was driving onto the street,
headi ng north, on her way hone.



THERE WAS A stop sign at the corner. As Diane braked to a
halt, a well-dressed young man standi ng

at the curb approached the car. "Excuse ne. |I'm]lost.
Coul d you—=2"

Di ane | owered her w ndow.

"Could you tell nme howto get to the Holland Tunnel ?" He
spoke with an Italian accent.

"Yes. It's very sinple. Go down to the first—=

The man raised his arm and there was a gun with a
silencer in his hand. "Qut of the car, lady. Fast!"

Di ane turned pale. "All right. Please don't—= As she
started to open the door, the man stepped back,

and Di ane sl ammed her foot down on the accelerator and the
car sped away. She heard the rear

w ndow smash as a bullet went through it, and then a crack
as another bullet hit the back of the car.

Her heart was pounding so hard that it was difficult to

br eat he

Di ane Stevens had read about carjackings, but they had

al ways been renote, sonething that happened

to other people. And the man had tried to kill her. D d
carjackers do that? Di ane reached for her cell phone and
dialed 911. It took al nbst two m nutes before an operator
answer ed.

“Ni ne one one. What is your energency?"

Even as Di ane was expl ai ni ng what had happened, she knew
it was hopel ess. The man woul d be | ong gone by now.

“I"l'l send an officer to the |ocation. May | have your
name, address, and phone nunber ?"

Di ane gave themto her. Usel ess, she thought. She gl anced



back at the shattered w ndow and shuddered. She desperately
wanted to call Richard at work and tell himwhat had

happened, but she knew he was working on an urgent project.

If she called himand told himwhat had just occurred, he
woul d get upset and rush to her side—and she did not want him
to mss his deadline. She would tell himwhat happened when
he got back to the apartnent.

Suddenly a chilling thought occurred to her. Had the man

been waiting for her, or was this just a coincidence? She
remenbered the conversation she had had with R chard when the
trial began:

| don't think you should testify, Diane. It could be

danger ous.

Don't worry, darling. Altieri will be convicted. They'l
| ock himaway forever.

But he has friends and—
Richard, if | didn't do this, | couldn't live with nyself.

What just happened had to be a coinci dence, Di ane deci ded.
Altieri wouldn 't be crazy enough
to do anything to ne, especially now, during his trial.

Di ane turned off the highway and drove west until she
reached her apartnent building on East Seventy-fifth Street.
Bef ore she pulled into the underground garage, she took a

| ast careful | ook

in the rearview mrror. Everything seened nornal .

THE APARTMENT WAS an airy, ground-floor duplex, with a
spacious living room floor-to-ceiling windows, and a | arge,
marbl e fireplace. There were uphol stered floral sofas,
arnchairs, a built-in bookcase, and a | arge tel evision
screen. The walls were rai nbowed wth colorful paintings.
There was



a Childe Hassam a Jules Pascin, a Thonmas Birch, a CGeorge
Hi t chcock, and, in one area, a group of Diane's paintings.

On the next floor were a master bedroom and bat hroom a
second guest bedroom and a sunny atelier, where D ane

pai nted. Several of her paintings were hanging on the walls.
On an easel in the center of

the roomwas a half-finished portrait.

The first thing Diane did when she arrived hone was to
hurry into the atelier. She renoved the hal f-finished
portrait on the easel and replaced it with a bl ank canvas.
She began to sketch the face

of the man who had tried to kill her, but her hands were
trenbling so hard that she had to stop

DRI VI NG TO DI ANE STEVEN S apartnent, Detective Ear
Greenburg conplained, "This is the part
of the job I hate nost."

Robert Praegitzer said, "It's better that we tell them
t han have them hear about it on the evening news." He | ooked
at Greenburg. "You going to tell her?"

Earl G eenburg nodded unhappily. He found hinself

remenbering the story of the detective who had gone to inform
a Ms. Adans, the wife of a patrol nan, that her husband had
been kil l ed.

She's very sensitive, the chief had cautioned the
detective. You'll have to break the news carefully.

Don't worry. | can handle it.
The detective had knocked on the door of the Adans hone,

and when it was opened by Adans's
wi fe, the" detective had asked, Are you the w dow Adans?



DI ANE WAS STARTLED by the sound of the doorbell. She went
to the intercom "Who is it?"

"Detective Earl Geenburg. I'd like to speak to you, Ms.
Stevens. "

It's about the carjacking, D ane thought. The police got
here fast.

She pressed the buzzer and Greenburg entered the hallway
and wal ked to her door.

"Hell o.™
"Ms. Stevens?"

"Yes. Thank you for comng so quickly. | started to draw a
sketch of the man, but | ..." She took a

deep breath. "He was swarthy, with deep-set |ight brown
eyes and a little nole on his cheek. H s gun

had a silencer on it, and—=

Greenburg was | ooking at her in confusion. "I'msorry.
don't understand what —

"The carjacker. | called 911 and— She saw the expression
on the detective's face. "This isn't about

the carjacking, is it?"

"No, mp'am it's not."
come in?

Greenburg paused a nonent. "My |

"Pl ease. "
G eenburg wal ked into the apartnent.

She was | ooking at him frowning. "What is it? Is
somet hi ng w ong?"

The words woul d not seemto cone. "Yes. I'msorry. |—<4'm
afraid | have sone bad news. It's about your husband."



"What ' s happened?" Her voice was shaky.
"He's had an accident."”
Diane felt a sudden chill. "Wat kind of accident?"

Greenburg took a deep breath. "He was killed | ast night,
Ms. Stevens. W found his body under a
bri dge al ong the East River this norning."

Di ane stared at himfor a |ong nonment, then slowy shook
her head. "You have the wong person, Lieutenant. My husband
Is at work, in his |aboratory."

This was going to be even nore difficult than he had
anticipated. "Ms. Stevens, did your husband
conme hone |ast night?"

"No, but Richard frequently works all night. He's a
scientist." She was beconing nore and nore agitated.

"Ms. Stevens, were you aware that your husband was
i nvol ved with the Mafia?"

D ane bl anched. "The Mafia? Are you insane?"
"W found—=

Di ane was beginning to hyperventilate. "Let ne see your
I dentification."

"Certainly." Detective Geenburg pulled out his ID card
and showed it to her.

Di ane gl anced at it, handed it back, and then sl apped
Greenburg hard across his face. "Does the city

pay you to go around trying to scare honest citizens? My
husband i s not dead! He's at work." She

was shouti ng.

G eenburg | ooked into her eyes and saw t he shock and
denial there. "Ms. Stevens, would you I|ike
me to send soneone over to | ook after you and—=2"



"You're the one who needs soneone to | ook after you. Now
get out of here."

"Ms. Stevens—
mn I\b\M n

Greenburg took out a business card and put it on a table.
"I'n case you need to talk to ne, here's ny nunber."

As he wal ked out the door, G eenburg thought, Well, |
handl ed that brilliantly. I mght as well have
said, "Are you the w dow St evens?"

VWHEN DETECTI VE EARL G eenburg left, D ane | ocked the front
door and took a deep, shivering breath. The idiot! Comng to

the wong apartnent and trying to scare ne. | should report
hi m She
| ooked at her watch. Richard wll be com ng hone soon.

It's tine to start getting dinner ready. She
was maki ng paella, his favorite dish. She went into the
kitchen and started to prepare it.

BECAUSE OF THE secrecy of Richard' s work, Di ane never

di sturbed himat the |aboratory, and if

he did not call her, she knew it was a signal that he was
going to be late. At eight o'clock, the paella

was ready. She tasted it and smled, satisfied. It was

made just the way Richard liked it. At ten o' clock, when he
still had not arrived, Diane put the paella in the
refrigerator and stuck a Post-it note on the refrigerator
door: Darling, supper is in the fridge. Cone and wake ne up.
Ri chard woul d be hungry

when he cane hone.



Di ane felt suddenly drained. She undressed, put on a
ni ght gown, brushed her teeth, and got into bed.
In a few m nutes, she fell sound asl eep.

AT THREE O CLOCK in the norning, she woke up screaning.

CHAPTER 2

| T WAS DAWN before D ane could stop trenbling. The chil
she felt was bone deep. Richard was

dead. She woul d never see himagain, hear his voice, feel
him hold her close. And it's ny fault. |

shoul d never have gone into that courtroom Oh, Richard,
forgive ne. . . please forgive ne ...

don't think I can go on without you. You were ny life, ny
reason to |live, and now | have none.

She wanted to curl up into a tiny ball
She wanted to di sappear.
She wanted to die.

She lay there, desol ate, thinking about the past, how
Ri chard had transforned her life.

DI ANE WEST HAD grown up in Sands Point, New York, an area
of quiet affluence. Her father



was a surgeon and her nother was an artist, and D ane had
begun to draw when she was three. She attended St. Paul's
boar di ng school, and when she was a freshman in coll ege, she
had a brief relationship with her charismatic nathenmatics
teacher. He told her he wanted to marry her because she was
the only woman in the world for him Wen D ane |earned that
he had a wife and three children, she decided that either his
math or his nenory was defective, and transferred to
Vel | esl ey Col | ege.

She was obsessed with art and spent every spare nonent
painting. By the tinme D ane graduated, she

had begun selling her paintings and was acquiring a
reputation as an artist of prom se.

That fall, a promnent Fifth Avenue art gallery gave Di ane
her own art show, and it was a huge success. The owner of the
gal l ery, Paul Deacon, was a wealthy, erudite African-Anerican
who had hel ped

nurture Di ane's career.

Opening night, the salon was crowded. Deacon hurried up to
Diane, a big smle on his face. "Congratul ati ons! W' ve

al ready sold nost of the paintings! I'mgoing to set up
anot her exhibition in

a few nonths, as soon as you're ready."

D ane was thrilled. "That's wonderful, Paul."

"You deserve it.'
bustl ed of f.

He patted her on the shoul der and

Di ane was signing an autograph when a nan cane up behi nd
her and said, "I |ike your curves."

Di ane stiffened. Furious, she spun around and opened her
nmouth to make a sharp retort, when he
went on:

"They have the delicacy of a Rossetti or a Manet." He was

studyi ng one of her paintings on the wall.
Di ane caught herself just in tine. "Oh." She took a cl oser
| ook at the man. He appeared to be in his md-thirties. He



was about six feet tall, with an athletic build, blond hair,
and bright blue eyes. He was dressed in a soft tan suit, a
white shirt, and a brown tie.

"I +hank you. "

"When did you begin painting?"

"When | was a child. My nother was a painter."

He smled. "My nother was a cook, but | can't cook. | know
your nane. |'m Richard Stevens."

At that nonent, Paul Deacon approached with three
packages.

"Here are your paintings, M. Stevens. Enjoy them" He
handed themto Ri chard Stevens and wal ked away.

Di ane | ooked at himin surprise. "You bought three of ny
pai nti ngs?"

"I have two nore in ny apartnent."”
"I'm4+'mflattered.”

"I appreciate talent."

"Thank you."
He hesitated. "Well, you're probably busy, so I'll run—=
Di ane heard herself saying, "No. I'mfine."

Hs smle wdened. "Good. You could do ne a big favor,
M ss West."

Di ane | ooked at his left hand. He was not wearing a
weddi ng band. "Yes?"

"I happen to have two tickets for the opening of a revival
of Noel Coward's Blithe Spirit tonorrow
night, and | have no one to go with. If you're free—=2"



Di ane studied hima nonment. He seened nice and was very
attractive, but, after all, he was a total stranger. Too
dangerous. Much too dangerous. And she heard herself say, "I
woul d |l ove to go."

THE FOLLOW NG EVENI NG turned out to be delightful. Richard
St evens was an anusi ng

conpani on, and there was an instant conpatibility. They
shared an interest in art and nusic, and

much nore, She felt attracted to him but she was not sure
whet her he felt the same way about her.

At the end of the evening, Richard asked, "Are you free
t onor row ni ght ?"

Di ane's answer was an unhesitating "Yes."

The follow ng evening they were having dinner at a quiet
restaurant in SoHo.

"Tell nme about you, Richard."

“Not nmuch to tell. I was born in Chicago. My father was an
architect and designed buildings all over

the world, and ny nother and | traveled with him | went
to about a dozen different foreign schools

and | earned to speak a few | anguages in self-defense."

"What do you do? For a living?"

"I work at KIGKingsley International Goup. It's a |large
t hi nk tank."

"That sounds exciting."

"It's fascinating. W do cutting-edge technol ogy research.
If we had a notto, it would be sonething

like 'If we don't have the answer now, wait until
tonorrow. ' "



AFTER DI NNER, RI CHARD t ook Di ane hone. At her door, he
took her hand and said, "I enjoyed
t he evening. Thank you."

And he was gone.

Di ane stood there, watching himwal k away. |'mglad he's a
gentleman and not a wolf. I'mreally glad. Dam!
* % *

THEY WERE TOGETHER every night after that, and each tine
D ane saw Ri chard, she felt the
same warm gl ow.

On a Friday evening, Richard said, "I coach a Little
League team on Saturdays. Wuld you like to
cone al ong and watch?"

Di ane nodded. "1'd | ove to, Coach."

The follow ng norning, D ane watched Richard working with
t he eager young ball pl ayers. He was

gentle and caring and patient, screamng wth joy when
ten-year-old TimHol mcaught a fly ball, and

it was obvious that they adored him

Di ane thought, I'mfalling in love. I"'mfalling in |ove.

A FEW DAYS | ater, D ane had a carefree luncheon with a few

wonen friends, and as they left the restaurant, they passed a

gypsy fortune-telling parlor.



On an inpul se Diane said, "Let's have our fortunes told."
"I can't, Diane. | have to get back to work."

"So do I."

"I have to pick up Johnny."

"Why don't you go, tell us what she said.™

"Al right. I wll."

Five mnutes later, D ane found herself sitting alone with
a sunken-faced crone with a nmouth full of

gold teeth and a dirty shaw over her head.

This is nonsense, Diane thought. Way am | doing this? But
she knew why she was doing it. She

wanted to ask if she and Richard had a future together.
It's just for the fun of it, she told herself.

Di ane watched as the old woman picked up a tarot deck and
began to shuffle the cards, never

| ooki ng up.

"I would like to know if—

"Shhh." The woman turned up a card. It was the picture of
the Fool, colorfully dressed and carrying

a satchel. The woman studied it a nonent. "There are many
secrets for you to learn." She turned

up another tarot card. "This is the Moon. You have desires
you are uncertain about."”

Di ane hesitated and nodded.

"Does this involve a man?"

"Yes."

The old woman turned up the next card. "This is the Lovers
card. "



Diane smled. "Is that a good onen?"

"W will see. The next three cards will tell us." She
turned over another card. "The Hanged Man."

She frowned, paused, and turned up the next card. "The
Devil," she nmuttered.

"I's that bad?" Di ane asked |ightly.
The gypsy fortune-teller did not answer.

Di ane watched as the old woman turned up the next card.
She shook her head. Her voice was eerily hollow "The Death
card. "

Di ane got to her feet. "I don't believe in any of this,"
she said angrily.

The ol d wonman | ooked up, and when she spoke, her voice was
macabre. "It does not matter what
you believe. Death is all around you.

CHAPTER 3

Berlin, Gernmany

THE POLI ZEI KOMWANDANT, OTTO Schiffer, two unifornmed police
of ficers, and the

superi ntendent of the apartnent building, Herr Karl GCoetz,
were staring at the naked, shrivel ed body

|l ying at the bottom of the overflow ng bathtub. A faint
brui se circled her neck.

The Poli zei kommandant held a finger under the dripping
tap. Cold." He sniffed at the enpty |iquor



bottle on the side of the tub and turned to the buil ding
superi ntendent. "Her nane?"

"Sonj a Verbrugge. Her husband is Franz Verbrugge. He is
sonme kind of scientist.”

"She lived in this apartnent with her husband?"

"Seven years. They were wonderful tenants. Al ways paid
their rent on time. Never any trouble.

Everyone | oved . " He realized what he was about to say
and stopped. "Did Frau Verbrugge have

a j ob?"

"Yes, at the Cyberlin internet cafe, where people pay to
use the conputers for—=

"What | ed you to discover the body?"

"It was because of the cold water tap in the bathtub. |
tried to fix it several tines, but it would never

turn conpletely off."

n SO?H

"So this norning the tenant in the apartnent bel ow

conpl ai ned about water dripping through his ceiling.
| came up here, knocked on the door, and when there was no

answer, | opened it with ny passkey.
| came into the bathroom and found . " H s voice
choked.

A detective cane into the bathroom "No |iquor bottles in
t he cabinets, just wne."

The Kommandant nodded. "Right." He pointed to the Iiquor
bottle on the side of the tub. "Have that tested for
fingerprints."”

"Yes, sir.

The Kommandant turned to Karl Goetz. "Do you know where
Herr Verbrugge is?"



"No. | always see himin the norning, when he |eaves for
wor k, but—= He nade a hel pl ess gesture.

"You did not see himthis norning?"
n m. n

"Do you know if Herr Verbrugge was planning to take a trip
somewher e?"

"No, sir. | do not."

The Kommandant turned to the detective. "Talk to the other
tenants. Find out if Frau Verbrugge

seened depressed lately, or if she and her husband
gquarreled, and if she was a heavy drinker. GCet

all the information you can." He |ooked at Karl Goetz. "W
wi Il check on her husband. If you think

of anything that m ght be hel pful =

Karl Goetz said tentatively, "I do not know whether this
is hel pful, but one of the tenants told ne that

an anbul ance was parked in front of the building Iast

ni ght, and he asked if anyone was sick. By the

time | went outside to see what was happeni ng, the

anbul ance was gone. Does that hel p?"

The Kommandant said, "It wll be | ooked into."

"What —what about her—-her body?" Karl Goetz asked
nervously.

"The nedi cal examner is on his way. Enpty the tub and
throw a towel over her."

CHAPTER 4



"M AFRAID | have sone bad news... killed | ast night.
we found his body under a bridge.

For Di ane Stevens, tinme had stopped. She wandered
aimessly through the |arge apartnent filled with nenories

and thought: Its confort has gone . . . its warnth has gone.
wi thout Richard, it is only

a collection of cold bricks. It will never cone alive

agai n.

Di ane sank onto the couch and cl osed her eyes. Richard,
darling the day we were married, you asked what | would Iike
as a gift. | told you I didn't want anything. But | do now.
Cone back to ne. It
doesn't matter if | can't see you. Just hold ne in your
arms. |'Il know you 're here. | need to feel your touch once
nore. | want to feel you stroking ny breast. . . . | want to
| magi ne that | can hear your
voi ce saying that | nake the best paella in the world.

| want to hear your voice asking ne to stop pulling the
bedcovers ojfyou. . . . | want to hear you telling nme that
you | ove ne. She tried to stop the sudden flow of tears, but
It was inpossible.

FROM THE TI ME Di ane realized that R chard was dead, she

spent the next several days |ocked away

in their darkened apartnent, refusing to answer the

t el ephone or the door. She was |ike a wounded ani mal, hiding.
She wanted to be alone with her pain. R chard, there were so
many tinmes | wanted to

say "I love you," so that you would say "I |ove you, too."
But | didn't want to sound needy. | was a

fool. Now |I'm needy.

Finally, when the constant ringing of the tel ephone and
the incessant sound of the doorbell would not stop, D ane
opened t he door.



Carolyn Ter, one of Diane's closest friends, stood there.

She | ooked at Di ane and said, "You look |like hell." Her voice
softened. "Everyone's been trying to reach you, honey. W've
all been worried sick."

"I msorry, Carolyn, but | just can't—=

Carolyn took Diane in her arnms. "I know. But there are a
| ot of friends who want to see you."

Di ane shook her head. "No. It's Iim—

"Diane, Richard's life is over, but yours isn't. Don't
shut out the people who |ove you. I'lIl start nmaking calls.’

FRI ENDS OF DI ANE and Ri chard began tel ephoni ng and comni ng
to the apartnent, and Diane found herself listening to the
endless litany of the cliches of death:

"Think of it this way, Diane. Richard is at peace.
"God called him darling. . . ."

"I know Richard is in heaven, shining down on you

"He's passed over to a better place.

"He's joined the angels. Di ane wanted to scream

THE STREAM OF visitors seened endl ess. Paul Deacon, the

owner of the art gallery that displayed D ane's work, cane to
the apartnent. He put his arns around Di ane and said, "I've
been trying to

reach you, but—=



"I know."

“I"'mso sad about R chard. He was a rare gentl eman. But,
Di ane, you can't shut yourself away |ike

this. People are waiting to see nore of your beautiful
wor k. "

"I can't. It's not inportant anynore, Paul. Nothing is.
"' mthrough.™

She coul d not be persuaded.

THE FOLLOW NG DAY, when the doorbell rang, D ane

reluctantly went to the door. She | ooked through the
peephol e, and there seened to be a snmall crowd outsi de.

Puzzl ed, Di ane opened the door. There were a dozen young boys
i n the hal | way.

One of themwas holding a little bouquet of flowers. "Good
norning, Ms. Stevens." He handed the bouquet to D ane.
"Thank you." She suddenly renmenbered who they were. They
were nenbers of the Little League

teamthat R chard had coached.

Di ane had recei ved countl ess baskets of flowers, cards of

condol ence, and e-nmails, but this was the
nost touching gift of all.

"Come in, Di ane sai d.

The boys trooped into the room "W just wanted to tell
you how bad we feel."

"Your husband was a great guy."
"He was really cool."

"And he was an awesone coach."



It was all Diane could do to hold back her tears. "Thank
you. He thought you were great, too. He was very proud of al
of you." She took a deep breath. "Wuld you |like sone soft
dri nks or—=2"

TimHolm the ten-year-old who had caught the fly ball
spoke up. "No, thanks, Ms. Stevens. W just wanted to tell
you that we'll mss him too. W all chipped in for the
flowers. They cost twelve dollars.”

"Anyway, we just wanted you to know how sorry we are."

Di ane | ooked at them and said quietly, "Thank you, boys. |
know how nmuch Ri chard woul d appreci ate your coning here."

She wat ched as they munbl ed their good-byes and | eft.

As Diane observed their departure, she renenbered the

first time she had watched R chard coach the boys. He had
tal ked to them as though he were their age, in |anguage they
understood, and they loved himfor it. That was the day |
started to fall in love with him

Qutside, Diane could hear the runble of thunder and the
first drops of rain beginning to roll down

agai nst the wi ndows, like God's tears. Rain. It had been
on a holiday weekend .

"DO YQU LI KE picnics?" Richard asked.
"l adore them"

He smiled. "I knewit. I'lIl plan a little picnic for us.
"Il pick you up tonorrow at noon."

It was a beautiful, sunny day. Richard had arranged for a
picnic in the mddle of Central Park. There
was silverware and |linens, and when D ane saw what was in



t he picnic basket, she |aughed. Roast
beef... a ham. . . cheeses . . . two large pates... an
assortnent of drinks and half a dozen desserts.

"There's enough for a small arny! Wio's going to join us?"
And an unbi dden t hought popped into
her mnd. A mnister? She bl ushed.

Ri chard was watching her. "Are you all right?"
Al right? |I've never been so happy. "Yes, Richard."

He nodded. "Good. W won't wait for the arnmy. Let's
start."”

Wiile they ate, there was so nmuch to tal k about, and every
word seened to bring themcloser. There

was a strong sexual tension building up between them and
they could both feel it. And in the mddle

of this perfect afternoon, it began to rain. In a matter
of m nutes, they were soaked.

Richard said ruefully, "lI'"msorry about this. | should
have known better—the paper said no rain. I"'mafraid it's
spoil ed our picnic and—=

Di ane noved close to himand said softly, "Has it?"

And she was in his arnms and her |ips were pressed agai nst
his, and she could feel the heat racing

t hrough her body. When she finally pulled back, she said,
"We have to get out of these wet clothes.™

He | aughed. "You're right. W don't want to catch—=

D ane said, "Your place or mne?"

And Ri chard suddenly becane very still. "Diane, are you
sure? |'masking because . . . this isn't just

a one-ni ght stand.”

Di ane said quietly, "I know."



HALF AN HOUR | ater they were in Diane's apartnent,
undressing, and their arnms were around each other, and their
hands were exploring tantalizing places, and finally, when
they could stand it no | onger, they got into bed.

Ri chard was gentle and tender and passi onate and frenzied,
and it was nmagic, and his tongue found her and noved sl owy,
and it felt as though warm waves were gently | apping at a
vel vet beach, and then he was deep inside her, filling her.

They spent the rest of the afternoon, and nost of the
ni ght, tal king and maki ng | ove, and they opened their hearts
to each other, and it was wonderful beyond words.

In the norning, while D ane was nmaking their breakfast,
Ri chard asked, "WII| you nmarry ne, D ane?"

And she turned to himand said softly, "Oh, yes."

THE WEDDI NG TOOK pl ace one nonth |ater. The cerenbny was
war m and wonderful, with friends and fam |y congratul ati ng
t he new yweds. Di ane | ooked over at R chard's beanm ng face
and t hought of

the fortune-teller's ridiculous prediction, and sm | ed.

They had planned to | eave for a honeynobon in France the
week after the wedding, but Richard had

called her fromwork. "A new project has just conme up and
| can't get away. Is it all right if we do it

in a few nonths? Sorry, baby."

She said, "OF course it's all right, darling."

"Do you want to come out and have lunch with ne today?"

"I'"d l ove that."



"You like French food. | know a great French restaurant.
"Il pick you up in half an hour."

Thirty mnutes later, Richard was outside, waiting for

Di ane. "Hi, honey. | have to see one of our

clients off at the airport. He's leaving for Europe. W'l|
say good-bye and then go on to |unch.™

She hugged him "Fine."

When they arrived at Kennedy airport, Richard said, "He
has a private plane. W'll neet himon the tarmac."

A guard passed themthrough to a restricted area, where a
Chal | enger was parked. Richard | ooked
around. "He's not here yet. Let's wait in the plane."

"All right."

They wal ked up the steps and entered the | uxurious
aircraft. The engi nes were running.

The flight attendant wal ked in fromthe cockpit. "Good
nor ni ng. "

"Good norning," Richard said.
Di ane sm | ed. "Good norning."
They watched the flight attendant cl ose the cabin door.

Di ane | ooked at Richard. "How | ate do you think your
client is going to be?"

"He shouldn't be very long."

The roar of the jets started getting |ouder. The pl ane
began to taxi.

Di ane | ooked out the wi ndow, and her face paled. "R chard,
we' re noving."

Ri chard | ooked at Diane in surprise. "Are you sure?"



"Look out the wi ndow " She was panicking. "Tell—+tell the
pi | ot —=

"What do you want nme to tell hinP" To stop!
"I can't. He's already started."”

There was a nonent of silence and D ane | ooked at Ri chard,
her eyes w de. "Were are we goi ng?"

"COh, didn't | tell you? We're going to Paris. You said you
| i ked French food."

She gasped. Then her expression changed. "Richard, | can't
go to Paris now | have no clothes.

| have no makeup. | have no—=

Ri chard said, "I heard they have stores in Paris."

She | ooked at hima nonment, then flung her arnms around
him "Ch, you fool, you. | |love you."

He grinned. "You wanted a honeynoon. You've got it.

CHAPTER 5

AT ORLY, A linousine was waiting to take themto the Hote
Pl aza At henee.

When they arrived, the manager said, "Your suite is ready
for you, M. and Ms. Stevens."

"Thank you."

They were booked into suite 310. The manager opened the



door, and Di ane and Richard wal ked

I nside. Di ane stopped in shock. Half a dozen of her
pai nti ngs were hanging on the walls. She turned

to |l ook at Richard. "I—-how did that—=2"

Ri chard said innocently, "I have no idea. | guess they
have good taste here, too."

Di ane gave hima | ong, passionate kiss.

PARIS WAS A wonderl and. Their first stop was at G venchy,
to buy outfits for both of them then

over to Louis Vuitton, to get luggage for all their new
cl ot hes.

They took a | eisurely wal k down the Chanps-Elysees to the

Pl ace de | a Concorde, and saw the storied Arc de Trionphe,
and the Pal ai s- Bourbon, and | a Madel ei ne. They strolled al ong
| a Pl ace Vendone,

and spent a day at the Miusee du Louvre. They wandered

t hrough the scul pture garden of the Misee Rodin and had
romanti c di nners at Auberge de Trois Bonheurs, and Au Petit
Chez Soi, and D Chez Eux.

The ONLY THI NG that seened odd to Di ane was the tel ephone
calls Richard received at peculiar hours.

"Who was that?" D ane asked once, at 3 a.m, as Richard
finished a phone conversati on.

"Just routine business."

In the mddle of the night?



"Di ane! diane!"

She was shaken out of her reverie. Carolyn Ter was
standi ng over her. "Are you all right?"

"I"'m+"'mfine."
Carolyn put her arnms around Di ane. "You just need tine.
It's only been a few days." She hesitated.

"By the way, have you made arrangenents for the funeral ?"

Funeral . The saddest word in the English | anguage. It
carried the sound of death, an echo of despair.

"I =+ haven't—been able to—=

"Let me help you with it. I'Il pick out a casket and—=
"No!" The word cane out harsher than Di ane had i ntended.
Carol yn was | ooking at her, puzzl ed.

When Di ane spoke again, her voice was shaky. "Don't you
see? This is—+this is the last thing | can ever do for
Richard. | want to make his funeral special. He'll want al
his friends there, to say goodbye."

Tears were runni ng down her cheeks.

"D ane—=

"I have to pick out Richard's casket to nake sure he—he
sl eeps confortably."

There was nothing nore Carolyn could say.

THAT AFTERNOON, DETECTI VE Earl Greenburg was in his office



when the call cane.
"Diane Stevens is on the phone for you."

Oh, no. Geenburg renenbered the slap in the face the | ast
time he had seen her. What now? She probably has sone new
beef. He picked up the phone. "Detective G eenburg."”

"This is Diane Stevens. I'mcalling for two reasons. The
first is to apologize. | behaved very badly,
and I"'mtruly sorry."

He was taken aback. "You don't have to apol ogi ze, Ms.
Stevens. | understood what you were going through."

He waited. There was a sil ence.
"You said you had two reasons for calling."

"Yes. My husband' s— Her voice broke. "My husband's body

i s being held sonewhere by the police. How do | get Richard
back? I'marranging for his—his funeral at the Dalton
Mortuary. "

The despair in her voice nade himw nce. "Ms. Stevens,
I'"'mafraid that sone red tape is involved.

First, the coroner's office has to file a report on the
autopsy and then it's necessary to notify the various— He
was t houghtful for a nonent, then made his decision. Look—you
have enough on

your mnd. |I'll nmake the arrangenents for you. Everything
wll be set wwthin two days."

"Ch. | —+ thank you. Thank you very— Her voice choked up

and the connection was broken.

Earl G eenburg sat there a long tinme, thinking about D ane
Stevens and the angui sh she was goi ng through. Then he went
to work cutting red tape.



THE DALTON MORTUARY was | ocated on the east side of

Madi son Avenue. It was an inpressive two-story building with
the facade of a southern mansion. |Inside, the decor was
tasteful and understated, with soft |ighting and whi spers of
pal e curtains and drapes.

Di ane said to the receptionist, "I have an appoi nt nent
with M. Jones. Diane Stevens."

"Thank you."

The receptioni st spoke into a phone, and nonents |ater the
manager, a gray-haired, pleasant-faced
man, cane out to greet D ane.

"I"'m Ron Jones. W spoke on the phone. | know how
difficult everything is at atinme like this,

Ms. Stevens, and our job is to take the burden off you.
Just tell ne what you want and we w |l see

that your wi shes are carried out."

Di ane said uncertainly, "I—+'mnot even sure what to ask."

Jones nodded. "Let nme explain. Qur services include a
casket, a nenorial service for your friends,

a cenetery plot, and the burial." He hesitated. "From what
| read of your husband's death in the newspapers, Ms.
Stevens, you'll probably want a cl osed casket for the

menori al service, so—
mn I\b! mn

Jones | ooked at her in surprise. "But—

"I want it open. | want Richard to—+o be able to see al
his friends, before he . . ." Her voice trailed off.
Jones was studying her synpathetically. "I see. Then if |

may make a suggestion, we have a
cosnetici an who does excell ent work where"—-he said
tactfully—=it's needed. WII| that be all right?"

Ri chard would hate it, but—Yes."



"There's just one thing nore. We'll need the clothes you
want your husband to be buried in."

She | ooked at himin shock. "The— Diane could feel the
cold hands of a stranger violating Richard' s naked body, and
she shi ver ed.

"Ms. Stevens?"

| should dress Richard nyself. But | couldn 't bear to see
himthe way he is. | want to renenber—

"Ms. Stevens?"

Di ane swal |l owed. "I hadn't thought about— Her voice was
strangled. "lI"msorry." She was unabl e

to go on.

He wat ched her stunble outside and hail a taxi.

VWHEN DI ANE RETURNED to her apartnent, she wal ked into

Ri chard's closet. There were two

racks filled with his suits. Each outfit held a treasured
menory. There was the tan suit Richard had

been wearing the night they net at the art gallery. | |ike
your curves. They have the delicacy of a

Rossetti or a Manet. Could she let go of that suit? No.

Her fingers touched the next one. It was the |ight gray
sport jacket Richard had worn to the picnic,

when they had been caught in the rain.

Your place or m ne?

This isn 'tjust a one-night stand.

| know.

How coul d she not keep it?



The pinstriped suit was next. You |like French food. | know
a great French restaurant.

The navy blazer . . . the suede jacket. . . Di ane w apped

the arnms of a blue suit around herself and hugged it. | could
never |let any of these go. Each of themwas a cherished
remenbrance. "l can't." Sobbing, she grabbed a suit at random
and fl ed.

The follow ng afternoon, there was a nessage on Di ane's
voice mail: "Ms. Stevens, this is Detective G eenburg.
wanted to | et you know that everything here has been cl eared.
|'"ve talked to the Dalton Mrtuary. You're free to go ahead
wi t h what ever plans you want to make. " There was a

sl i ght
pause. "I wish you well. . . . Good-bye."
Di ane call ed Ron Jones at the nortuary. "l understand that

ny husband's body has arrived there."

"Yes, Ms. Stevens. | already have soneone taking care of
t he cosnetics, and we've received the
cl othes you sent. Thank you."

"I thought—aoul d this comng Friday be all right for the
funeral ?"

"Friday will be fine. By then we will have taken care of
all the necessary details. | would suggest eleven a.m"™
In three days, Richard and | wll be parted forever. O
until | join him

* * *

THURSDAY MORNI NG, DI ANE was busily preparing the final
details of the funeral, verifying the

long list of invitees and the pall bearers, when the

t el ephone call cane.

"Ms. Stevens?"



"Yes."

"This is Ron Jones. | just wanted to |let you know that |
recei ved your paperwork and the change was nmade, just as you
requested. "

D ane was puzzl ed. "Paperwork—=2"

"Yes. The courier brought it yesterday, with your letter."

"I didn't send any—

"Frankly, | was a little surprised, but, of course, it was
your deci sion."

"My deci si on—=2"

"We cremated your husband's body one hour ago."

CHAPTER 6

Pari s, France

KELLY HARRI S WAS a ronman candl e that had exploded into the
worl d of fashion. She was in her |ate twenties, an
African-Anerican with skin the color of nelted honey and a
face that was a photographer's dream She had intelligent
soft brown eyes, sensual full lips, lovely long |legs, and a
figure filled with

erotic prom se. Her dark hair was cut short in deliberate
dishabille, with a few strands sprawl i ng across her forehead.



Earlier that year, the readers of Elle and Madenoi selle
magazi nes had voted Kelly the
Most Beautiful Mdel in the World.

As she finished dressing, Kelly | ooked around the

pent house, feeling, as always, a sense of wonder. The
apartnent was spectacular. It was on the exclusive Rue
St.-Louis-en-Elle, in the Fourth Arrondi sseni ent

of Paris. The apartnent had a doubl e-door entry that

opened into an elegant hall with high ceilings and soft
yell ow wal | panels, and the living roomwas furnished with an
eclectic mxture of French and Regency furniture. Fromthe
terrace, across the Seine, was a view of Notre-Dane.

Kelly was | ooking forward to the com ng weekend. Mark was
going to take her out for one of his
surprise treats.

| want you to get all dressed up, honey. You 're going to
| ove where we're going.

Kelly smled to herself. Her husband was the nost

wonderful man in the world. Kelly glanced at her wistwatch
and sighed. | had better get noving, she thought. The show
starts in half an hour. A few nonents |later, she left the
apartnent, headi ng down the hallway toward the el evator. As
she did so,

t he door of a neighboring apartnent opened and Madane
Josette Lapointe cane out into the corridor.

A small butterball of a woman, she always had a friendly
word for Kelly.

"Good afternoon, Madane Harris."
Kelly smled. "Good afternoon, Madane Lapointe."

"You're | ooking beautiful, as always."

"Thank you." Kelly pressed the button for the el evator.

A dozen feet away, a burly man in work cl othes was
adjusting a wall fixture. He glanced at the two wonen, then
qui ckly turned his head.



"How i s the nodeling going?" Madane Lapoi nte asked.
"Very well, thank you."

"I must conme and see you in one of your fashion shows
soon. "

“I''l'l be happy to arrange it anytine."

The el evator arrived, and Kelly and Madane Lapointe
stepped inside. The man in work clothes pul |l ed

out a small wal ki e-tal kie, spoke hurriedly into it, and
rapi dly wal ked away.

As the elevator door started to close, Kelly heard the
tel ephone ring in her apartnent. She hesit at ed.
She was in a hurry, but it could be Mark calling.

"You go ahead," she said to Madane Lapoi nte.

Kel |y stepped out of the elevator, funbled for her key,
found it, and ran back into her apartnent.

She raced to the ringing tel ephone and picked it up.

" Mar k?"

A strange voice said, "Nanette?

Kel |y was di sappoi nted. "Nous ne connai ssons pas |a
personne qui repond a ce nom"

"Pardonnez-noi. C est une erreur de tel ephone.”

A wrong nunber. Kelly put the phone down. As she did,

there was a trenendous crash that shook the whole building. A
nonment | ater, there was a babble of voices and | oud screans.
Horrified, she rushed

into the hall to see what had happened. The sounds were
comng frombelow. Kelly ran down the stairs, and when she
finally reached the | obby, she heard | oud, excited voices

com ng fromthe basenent.

Appr ehensi vel y, she went down the stairs to the basenent
and stood in shock as she saw the crushed el evator car and
the horribly mangl ed body of Madane Lapointe in it. Kelly



felt faint. That poor

woman. A m nute ago she was alive and now. . . And | could
have been in there with her. |If not for

t hat tel ephone call.

A crowd had gat hered around the el evator, and sirens were
heard in the distance. | should stay, Kelly thought guiltily,

but | can't. | have to | eave. She |ooked at the body and
whi spered, "I'mso sorry, Madane Lapointe."”
* * *

VWHEN KELLY ARRI VED at the fashion salon and wal ked in the
stage door, Pierre, the nervous
fashi on coordi nator, was waiting.

He pounced on her. "Kelly! Kelly! You're |ate! The show
has already started and—

"' msorry, Pierre. There—+there was a bad acci dent.
He | ooked at her in alarm "Are you hurt?"

"No." Kelly closed her eyes for a nonment. The idea of
going to work after what she had w tnessed

was nauseating, but she had no choice. She was the star of
t he show.

"Hurry!" Pierre said. "Vite!"

Kelly started toward her dressing room

THE YEAR S MOST prestigious fashion show was being hel d at

31 Rue Canbon, Chanel's original salon. The paparazzi were
near the front rows. Every seat was occupi ed, and the back of
t he room

was crowded with standees eager to get the first glinpse

of the com ng season's new designs. The room had been
decorated for the event with flowers and draped fabrics, but



no one was paying any attention

to the decor. The real attractions were on the |ong
runway—a river of noving colors, beauty, and style. In the
background, music was playing, its slow, sexy beat
accentuati ng the novenents onstage.

As the |lovely nodels glided back and forth, they were
acconpani ed by a voice on a | oudspeaker giving

a running comentary on the fashions.

An Asian brunette started down the runway: " a satin
wool jacket with edge top stitching and georgette pants and a
white blouse . . ."

A slim bl onde undul ated across the runway: " i s wearing
a bl ack cashnere turtleneck with white cotton cargo pants .

A redhead with an attitude appeared: a bl ack | eather
j acket and bl ack shantung pants with a white
knit shirt. . ."

A French nodel: "... a pink, three-button angora jacket, a
pi nk cabl e-knit turtleneck and bl ack cuffed pants..."

A Swedi sh nodel: "... a navy satin wool jacket and pants
and a lilac charneuse blouse ..."

And then the nonent everyone had been waiting for. The
Swedi sh nodel had wal ked of f and the

runway was deserted. The voice over the | oudspeaker said,
"And now that the sw mm ng season is

here, we are pleased to display our new |line of
beachwear . "

There was a crescendo of anticipation, then Kelly Harris
appeared at the peak of it. She was wearing

a white bikini, a bra that barely covered her firm young
breasts and a figure-hugging bottom As she fl oated
sensuously down the runway, the effect was nesnerizing. There
was a wave of appl ause.

Kelly gave a faint smle of acknow edgnent, circled the
runway, and di sappear ed.



Backstage, two nen were waiting for her.

"Ms. Harris, if | could have a nonent —=2"

"I"'msorry," Kelly said apologetically. "I have to nmake a
gui ck change." She started to wal k away.

"Wait! Ms. Harris! W are with the Police Judiciaire.
am Chi ef Inspector Dune and this is Inspector Steunou. W
need to tal k."

Kel |y stopped. "The police? Tal k about what?"

"You are Ms. Mark Harris, yes?"

"Yes." She was filled with sudden apprehensi on.

"Then | amsorry to informyou that—that your husband di ed
| ast night."

Kelly's mouth was dry. "My husband—? How-=2"
"Apparently, he coommtted suicide."

There was a roar in Kelly's ears. She could barely nmake

out what the chief inspector was saying:

Tour Eiffel. . . mdnight. . . note . . . very regrettable
deepest synpat hy."

The words were not real. They were pieces of sound with no
meani ng.

"Madane—

Thi s weekend, | want you to get all dressed up, darling.
You're going to | ove where we're going.
"There is sone—sone m stake," Kelly said. "Mark woul dn't—

"I amsorry." The chief inspector was watching Kelly
closely. "Are you all right, nadanme?"

"Yes." Except that ny life has just ended.

Pierre bustled over to Kelly, carrying a beautiful striped



bi kini. "Cherie, you nust change qui ckly.
There is no tine to waste." He thrust the bikini in her
arns. "Vite! Vitel"

Kelly slowy let it drop to the floor. "Pierre?"

He was | ooking at her in surprise. "Yes?"

"You wear it.

A LI MOUSI NE BROUGHT Kel ly back to her apartnent. The sal on
manager had wanted to send soneone to be with her, but Kelly
had refused. She wanted to be al one. Now, as she wal ked in

t hrough the entrance, Kelly saw the concierge, Philippe
Cendre, and a man in overalls, surrounded

by a group of tenants.

One of the tenants said, "Poor Madane Lapoi nte. What a
terrible accident.”

The man in overalls held up two jagged ends of a heavy

cable. "It was no accident, nadane. Soneone cut the
el evator's safety brakes."

CHAPTER 7

AT FOUR O CLOCK in the norning, Kelly was seated in a
chair, staring out the window in a daze,

her m nd racing. Police Judiciaire. . . we need to talk .
Tour Eiffel . . suicide note. . . Mark is
dead. . . Mark is dead. . . Mark is dead. The words becane

a dirge pulsing through Kelly's brain.



She could see Mark's body tunbling down, down, down.

She put her arns out to catch himjust before he smashed
agai nst the sidewal k. Did you die because of ne? Was it
sonething | did?

Sonething | didn't do? Sonething | said? Sonething I
didn't say? | was asl eep when you | eft,

darling, and | didn't have a chance to say good-bye, to
kiss you and tell you how nuch | |ove you.

| need you. | can't stand it w thout you, Kelly thought.
Hel p ne, Mark. Help ne—the way you al ways hel ped ne. :
She sl unped back, renenbering howit had been before Mark, in
the awful early days.

KELLY HAD BEEN born in Phil adel phia, the illegitimte
daught er of Ethel Hackworth, a black maid who worked for one
of the town's nost prom nent white famlies. The father of
the famly was a judge. Ethel was seventeen and beautiful,
and Pete, the handsonme, blond, twenty-year-old son of the
Turner famly, had been attracted to her. He had seduced her,
and a nonth | ater Ethel |earned she was pregnant.

When she told Pete, he said, "That's—that's wonderful ."
And he rushed into his father's den to tell himthe bad news.

Judge Turner called Ethel into his den the next norning
and said, "I won't have a whore working in this house. You're
fired."

Wth no noney and no education or skills, Ethel had taken

a job as a cleaning lady in an industrial building, working
| ong hours to support her newborn daughter. In five years,
Et hel had saved enough noney to buy a run-down cl apboard
house that she turned into a boardi nghouse for nen. Ethel
converted the roons into a living room a dining room

four smal|l bedroons, and a narrow little utility roomthat
Kelly slept in.

Fromthat tinme on, a series of nen constantly arrived and
left.



"These are your uncles,"” Ethel told her. "Don't bother
t hem ™"

Kel |y was pl eased that she had such a large famly until
she becanme ol d enough to realize that they
were all strangers.

When Kel ly was eight years old, she was asl eep one night
in her small, darkened bedroom when she

was awakened by a guttural whisper: "Shhh! Don't make a
sound. "

Kelly felt her nightgown being lifted, and before she

could protest, one of her "uncles" was on top of her and his
hand was over her nouth. Kelly could feel himforcibly
spreadi ng her legs. She tried to struggle, but he held her
down. She felt his nenber tearing inside her body, and she
was filled with excruciating pain. He was nercil ess, forcing
hi rsel f inside her, going deeper and deeper, rubbing her skin
raw. Kelly could feel her warm bl ood gushi ng out. She was
silently screaming, afraid she would faint. She was trapped
in the terrifying blackness of her room

Finally, after what seened |like an eternity, she felt him
shudder and then w t hdraw.

He whi spered, "I'mleaving. But if you ever tell your
not her about this, I'lIl conme back and kill her."
And he was gone.

The next week was al nost unbearable. She was in msery al
the time, but she treated her | acerated

body as best she could until finally the pain subsided.

She wanted to tell her nother what had happened, but she did
not dare. If you ever tell your nother about this, I'Il cone
back and kill her.

The incident had |asted only a few m nutes, but those few
mnutes altered Kelly's life. She changed

froma young girl who had dreaned of having a husband and
children to soneone who felt that she

was tarnished and di sgraced. She resol ved that she woul d
never |let a man touch her again. Sonething



el se had changed in Kelly.

From that night on, she was afraid of the dark

CHAPTER 8

VWHEN KELLY TURNED ten, Ethel put her to work hel ping
around the boardi nghouse. Kelly rose

at five every norning to clean the toilets, scrub the
kitchen floor, and hel p prepare breakfast for the boarders.
After school she did the |aundry, nopped the floor, dusted,
and assisted with dinner. Her

|ife becanme a dreadful, tedious routine.

She was eager to help her nother, hoping for a word of
praise. It never cane. Her nother was too preoccupied with
the boarders to pay any attention to her daughter.

When Kel ly was very young, a kind boarder had read to her
the story Alice's Adventures in

Wbonder | and, and Kelly was fascinated by the way Alice
escaped into a magic rabbit hole. That's

what | need, Kelly thought, a way to escape. | can't spend
the rest of ny days scrubbing toilets

and nopping floors and cleaning up after messy strangers.

And one day Kelly found her magic rabbit hole. It was her
| magi nati on, which would take her
anywhere she wanted to go. She rewote her life.

She had a father, and her nother and father were the same
color. They never got angry and yelled

at her. They all lived in a beautiful home. Her nother and
father |oved her. Her nother and father

| oved her. Her nother and father | oved her.



VWHEN KELLY WAS fourteen, her nother married one of the
boarders, a bartender naned Dan

Berke, a surly, m ddl e-aged nan who was negati ve about
everything. Kelly could do nothing to

pl ease him

"The dinner is |ousy.
"That dress is the wong color for you.

"The shade in the bedroomis still broken. | told you to
fixit., . . ."

"You haven't finished cleaning the bathroons. . . ."

Kelly's stepfather had a drinking problem The wall

bet ween Kelly's bedroom and her nother and stepfather's
bedroomwas thin, and night after night, Kelly could hear the
sounds of blows and screans. In the norning, Ethel would
appear wearing heavy makeup that failed to cover bruises and
bl ack eyes.

Kel |y was devastated. W should get out of here, she
t hought. My nother and | | ove each other.

One night, when Kelly was half asl eep, she heard | oud
voi ces fromthe next room "Wiy didn't you
get rid of the kid before she was born?"

"I tried to, Dan. It didn't work."

Kelly felt as though she had been kicked in the gut. Her
not her had never wanted her. No one wanted her.

KELLY FOUND ANOTHER escape from the unendi ng dreari ness of
her life: the world of books. She becane an insati abl e reader



and spent as nmuch of her spare tine as she could at the
public library.

At the end of the week, there was never any noney |eft for
Kelly, so she got a job as a babysitter, envying the happy
famlies she woul d never have.

AT SEVENTEEN, KELLY was devel oping into the beauty her
not her had once been. The boys at

school began asking her for dates. She was repelled. She
turned themall down.

Sat ur days, when there was no school and Kelly's chores
were finished, she would hurry to the public library and
spend the afternoon reading.

Li sa Marie Houston, the librarian, was an intelligent,
synpat hetic woman with a quiet, friendly manner and whose
clothes were as unpretentious as her personality. Seeing
Kelly in the library so often,

M's. Houston becane curi ous.

One day she said, "It's nice to see a young person
enj oyi ng readi ng so nmuch. You spend a lot of tine here.”

It was the opening ganmbit of a friendship. As the weeks
went by, Kelly poured out her fears and hopes and dreans to
the librarian.

"What woul d you like to do with your life, Kelly?"
"Be a teacher."

"I think you'd nmake a wonderful teacher. That's the nost
rewar di ng profession in the world."

Kelly started to speak, then stopped. She was renenbering
a breakfast conversation wi th her nother

and stepfather a week earlier. Kelly had said, | need to
go to college. | want to be a teacher.



A teacher? Berke had | aughed. That's a dunb-ass i dea.
Teachers nake zip. Do you hear ne? Zip.

You can make nore sweeping floors. Anyway, your old | ady
and | don't have nobney to send you

to col |l ege.

But |'ve been offered a schol arship and—

So what? You'll spend four years wasting your time. Forget
it. Wth your |ooks, you could probably peddl e your ass.

Kelly had left the table.

Now she said to Ms. Houston, "There's a problem They
won't let ne go to college."” Her voice

was choked. "I'll spend the rest of ny life doing what |I'm
doi ng!"

"OfF course you won't." Ms. Houston's tone was firm "How
old are you?"

“In three nonths I'll be eighteen.”
"You'll soon be old enough to nake your own deci sions.
You're a beautiful young woman, Kelly.

Do you know t hat ?"

“"No. Not really." Howcan | tell her that | feel like a

freak? | don't feel beautiful. "I hate ny life,

Ms. Houston. | don't want to be |like—I want to get away
fromthis town. | want sonething

different, and I'lIl never have it." She was trying hard to

control her enmptions. "I'll never have a
chance to do sonething, to be sonebody.™

"Kel | y—=

"I never should have read all those books." Her voice was

bitter.
mn W]y?ll

"Because they're filled with lies. Al those beautiful



peopl e and gl anorous places and magic ..." Kelly shook her
head. "There is no magic."

M's. Houston studied her a nonment. It was obvi ous that
Kelly's sense of self-worth had been badly damaged. "Kelly,
there is magic, but you have to be the magician. You have to
make t he magi ¢ happen.”

"Real | y?" Kelly's tone was cynical. "How do I do that?"
"First, you have to know what your dreans are. Yours are

to have an exciting life, filled with interesting people and
gl anorous pl aces. The next tinme you cone in here, |I'll show

you how to nmake your dreans cone true."

Li ar.

THE WEEK AFTER Kel |y graduat ed, she returned to the
library. Ms. Houston said, "Kelly, do you renenber what |
sai d about naki ng your own nagi c?"

Kelly said skeptically, "Yes."

M's. Houston reached behind her desk and pulled out a
handful of magazines: COSMOgirl, Seventeen, d anour,

Madenoi sel |l e, Essence, Allure . . . She handed themto Kelly.

Kelly | ooked at them "What am | supposed to do with
t hese?"

"Have you ever thought of becom ng a nodel ?"
n I\b. n

"Look at these magazines. Then tell nme if they give you
any ideas that mght bring nmagic into your life."

She nmeans well, Kelly thought, but she doesn't understand.
"Thank you, Ms. Houston, | wll."



"Il start |ooking for a job next week.

KELLY TOOK THE nagazi nes back to the boardi nghouse and
shoved theminto a corner and forgot about them She spent
t he eveni ng doi ng her chores.

As Kelly started to get into bed that night, exhausted,

she renenbered the nagazi nes Ms. Houston

had gi ven her. She picked up a few out of curiosity and
started to skimthrough them It was another world. The
nodel s were beautifully dressed, w th handsone, el egant nen
at their sides, in London

and Paris and exotic places all over the world. Kelly felt
a sudden sense of yearning. She hastily put

on a robe and wal ked down the hall to the bathroom

She studied herself in the mrror. She supposed that

per haps she was attractive. Everyone always told

her she was. Even if it's true, | have no experience. She
t hought about her future life in Philadel phia

and | ooked in the mrror again. Everyone has to start
somewhere. You have to be the magician

make t he magi ¢ happen.

EARLY THE NEXT norning, Kelly was in the library to see
M's. Houston.

M's. Houston | ooked up, surprised to see Kelly in the
library so early. "Good norning, Kelly. Have

you had a chance to | ook at the nmagazi nes?"

"Yes." Kelly took a deep breath. "I would like to try
being a nodel. The problemis that | have no

| dea where to start."

Ms. Houston smled. "I do. | |looked in the New York



t el ephone directory. You said you wanted to

| eave this town?" Ms. Houston took a typed sheet of paper
from her purse and handed it to Kelly.

"This is a list of the top dozen nodeling agencies in
Manhattan, with their addresses and tel ephone nunbers." She
squeezed Kelly's hand. "Start at the top."

Kelly was stunned. "I—+ don't know how to thank—=

“I'"'l'l tell you how Let ne see your photograph in these
magazi nes. "

At dinner that evening, Kelly said, "lI've decided that |'m
going to be a nodel."

Her stepfather grunted. "That's your stupidest idea yet.
VWhat the hell's the matter with you?
Al'l nodels are whores.™

Kelly's nother sighed. "Kelly, don't make ny m stake. |
had fal se dreans, too. They'll kill you
You' re bl ack and poor. You're not going anywhere."

That was the nonent Kelly nmade her deci sion.

AT FIVE O CLOCK the follow ng norning, Kelly took a packed
suitcase fromunder her bed and

headed for the bus station. In her purse was two hundred
dollars that she had earned babysitting.

The bus ride to Manhattan took two hours, and Kelly spent
that tine fantasizing about her future.

She was going to becone a professional nodel. "Kelly
Hackwort h" did not sound professional.
| know what I'Il do. I'lIl just use ny first nane. She said

it in her mnd over and over. And this is
our top nodel, Kelly.



SHE CHECKED | NTO a cheap notel, and at nine o' clock, Kelly
wal ked in the front door of the nodeling agency at the top of
the list Ms. Houston had given her. Kelly had no nakeup on
and

was wearing a winkled dress, because she had no way to

I ron her cl ot hes.

There was no one at the reception desk in the | obby. She

approached a man sitting in an office,
busily witing at a desk.

"Excuse ne," Kelly said.

The man grunted sonet hi ng without | ooking up.

Kelly hesitated. "I wondered if you needed a nodel ."
“No," the man nuttered, "we're not hiring."

Kel |y sighed. "Thank you, anyway." She turned to | eave.

The man gl anced up, and his expression changed. "Wait!
Wait a mnute. Cone back here." He had junped to his feet.
"My God. Where did you cone fron®"

Kelly | ooked at him puzzled. "Philadel phia."

"I mean—nAever mnd. Have you ever nodel ed before?"

n I\b. n

"It doesn't matter. You'll learn it here, on the job."

Kelly's throat was suddenly dry. "Does that nmean |'nm'm
going to be a nodel ?"

He grinned. "I'll say. We have clients who will go crazy
when they see you."

She could hardly believe it. This was one of the biggest
nodel i ng agencies in the business and t hey—

"My nane is Bill Lerner. | run this agency. What's your



name?"

This was the nonent Kelly had been dreami ng of. This was
the first tinme she was going to use her

new, one-word professional nane. Lerner was staring at
her. "Don't you know your nanme?" Kelly

drew herself up to her full height and said confidently,
"OF course | do. Kelly Hackworth."

CHAPTER 9

THE SOUND OF the plane buzzing | ow overhead brought a
smle to Lois Reynolds's lips. Gary. He

was |ate. Lois had offered to go to the airport to neet
him but he had said, "Don't bother, sis. |"'ll

take a taxi."

"But, Gary, |I'll be glad to—=
“I't will be better if you stay hone and wait for ne
there.™

"What ever you say, bro."

HER BROTHER HAD al ways been the nost inportant person in
Lois's |ife. Her growi ng-up years, in Kelowna, had been a
nightmare. Fromthe tinme Lois was a young girl, she felt that
the worl d was agai nst her: gl anour nagazi nes, fashion nodels,
femal e novie stars—and just because she was a little plunp.
Where was it witten that buxomgirls could not be just as
beauti ful as sickly-Iooking, skinny girls?



Lois Reynol ds would constantly study her reflection in the
mrror. She had | ong bl onde hair, blue eyes,

delicate pale features, and what Lois considered a

pl easantly full-figured body. Men can go around

with their beer bellies hanging over their pants and no
one says a word. But let a wonman put on a

few pounds and she's an object of scorn. What nal e noron
had the right to decide that the ideal

wonman s figure should be 36-26-367

For as long as Lois could renenber, her school mates had
nocked her behind her back—fat ass," "tubby," "porky." The
words hurt deeply. But Gary had al ways been there to defend
her .

By the time Lois had graduated fromthe University of
Toronto, she had had enough of the teasing.
If M. Wonderful is looking for a real woman, |'m here.

AND ONE DAY, unexpectedly, M. Wnderful appeared. His

name was Henry Lawson. They net at

a church social, and Lois was imedi ately attracted to

him He was tall, thin, and blond, with a face

that seenmed always ready to smle and a disposition that
matched it. Hs father was the mnister of the church. Lois
spent nost of her time at the social with Henry, and while
they were tal king, she | earned

that he owned a successful nursery and was a nature | over.

“If you' re not busy tonorrow night," he said, "I'd like to
take you to dinner."

There was no hesitation on Lois's part. "Yes, thank you."
Henry Lawson took her to the popul ar Sassafraz, one of the
finest restaurants in Toronto. The nenu

was tantalizing, but Lois ordered a |light dinner because

she did not want Henry to think she was a gour nmand.

Henry noticed that she was eating only a sal ad and he



said, That's not enough for you."

"I"'mtrying to lose weight," Lois |ied.

He put his hand over hers. "I don't want you to | ose
wei ght, Lois. | like you just the way you are."

She felt a sudden thrill. He was the first man who had

ever said that to her.

“I"'mgoing to order you a steak, sone potatoes, and a
Caesar sal ad," Henry said.

It was so wonderful, finally, to find a man who under st ood
her appetite and approved of it.

THE NEXT FEW weeks went by in a delicious series of dates.
At the end of three weeks, Henry
said, "I love you, Lois. | want you to be ny wife."

Wrds she thought she woul d never hear. She put her arns

around himand said, "I |ove you, too,
Henry. | want to be your wfe."
* * *

THE WEDDI NG TOOK place in Henry's father's church five

days later. Gary and a few friends were there, and it was a
beauti ful cerenony, officiated by Henry's father. Lois had
never been so happy.

"Where are you two going to honeynoon?" Reverend Lawson
asked.

"Lake Louise," Henry said. "It's very romantic."

"That's perfect for a honeynoon."



Henry put his arnms around Lois. "I expect every day to be
a honeynoon for the rest of our lives."

Lois was ecstatic.

| MVEDI ATELYAFTER THE weddi ng, they left for Lake Loui se.
It was a spectacular oasis in
Banff National Park, in the heart of the Canadi an Rocki es.

They arrived in the late afternoon with the sun sparkling
over the | ake.

Henry took Lois in his arnms. "Are you hungry?"

She | ooked into his eyes and smled. "No."

“Neither am|l. Wiy don't we get undressed?"

"Ch, yes, darling."

Two minutes |later, they were in bed and Henry was naki ng
exquisite love to her. It was wonderful. Exhausting.

Exhi | arati ng.

"COh, darling, I love you so nmuch."

"l love you, too, Lois," Henry said. He stood up. "Now we
nmust fight carnal sin."”

Lois | ooked at him confused. "What?"
"Get on your knees."

She | aughed. "Aren't you tired, darling?"
"Get on your knees."

She smled. "Al right."



She got on her knees and watched, puzzled, as Henry took a
| arge belt fromhis trousers. He wal ked

up to her, and before she realized what was happeni ng, he
smashed the belt hard agai nst her naked buttocks.

Lois screaned and started to get up. "Wat are you—="

He shoved her down. "I told you, darling. We nust fight
carnal sin." He raised the belt and struck
her agai n.

"Stop it! Stop it!"

"Stay there." H's voice was filled with fervor

Lois fought to get up, but Henry held her down with one
strong hand and sl anmed the belt agai nst

her agai n.

Lois felt as though her backside had been flayed. "Henry!
My God! Stop it!"

Finally Henry stood up and took a deep, quivery breath.
"I't's all right now "

It was difficult for Lois to nove. She could feel the open
sores oozing. She painfully managed to get

to her feet. She couldn't speak. She could only stare in
horror at her husband.

"Sex is sinful. W nust fight tenptation.™

She shook her head, still speechless, still not believing
what had just happened.

"Thi nk of Adam and Eve, the begi nning of the downfall of
manki nd. " He went on.

Loi s began to weep, huge gul pi ng sobs.

“It"'s all right now" He took Lois in his arns. "It's al
right. I |ove you."

Lois said uncertainly, "I love you, too, but—=



"Don't worry. W have conquered it."

Whi ch means that will be the last tinme that happens, Lois
t hought. It probably has sonething to do
with his being a mnister's son. Thank God it's over.

Henry held her close. "I |ove you so nuch. Let's go out to
di nner."

I N THE RESTAURANT, Lois was barely able to sit down. The
pain was terrible, but she was too enbarrassed to ask for a
pill ow.

“I'"l'l order," Henry said. He ordered a salad for hinself
and an enornous neal for Lois. "You have to keep your
strength up, ny dearest."

During dinner Lois thought about what had just happened.
Henry was the nost wonderful man she

had ever known. She had been taken aback by hi s—what was
It, she wondered—fetish. Anyway,

that was over. She could | ook forward to spending the rest
of her life taking care of this nan and

bei ng taken care of.

When they had finished their entrees, Henry ordered an

extra dessert for Lois and said, "I like a |lot
of wonan."
She smled. "I"'mglad | please you."

When di nner was over, Henry said, "Shall we go back to the
roonf

"Fi ne. "
When they returned to their room they undressed and Henry

took Lois in his arnms and the pain
seened to disappear. H s | ovemaki ng was sweet and gentle



and was even nore enjoyabl e than before.
Loi s hugged her husband and said, "That was wonderful."

"Yes." He nodded. "Now we must atone for carnal sin. Cet
on your knees."

IN THE M DDLE of the night, when Henry was asl eep, Lois
qui etly packed a suitcase and fled. She

took a plane to Vancouver and called Gary. At |lunch, she
tol d hi mwhat had happened.

“I"'mfiling for divorce," Lois said, "but | have to nove
out of town."

Gary thought for a nonent. "I have a friend who owns an
I nsurance agency, sis. It's in Denver,
and that's fifteen hundred mles away."

"That woul d be perfect.™

Gary said, "I'll talk to him™"

TWO WEEKS LATER, Lois was working at the m dwest insurance
agency in a managerial position.

Gary had kept in constant touch with Lois. She had bought

a small, charm ng bungalow with a view of the Rockies in the
di stance, and fromtinme to tinme her brother would visit her.
They woul d have great weekends together—skiing, or fishing,

or sinply sitting on the sofa, talking. |I'mso proud of you,
si s,

he'd always tell her, and Lois was proud of Gary's
acconplishments as well. He had earned his Ph.D.

I n science, was working for an international corporation,
and had taken up flying as a hobby.



AS LA S WAS t hi nki ng about Gary, there was a knock at the
front door. She | ooked out the w ndow

to see who was calling and recogni zed him Tom Huebner. He
was a tall, rugged-I|ooking charter pilot,

a friend of Gary's.

Loi s opened the door and Huebner wal ked i n.

"H, Tom"
"Lois."
"Gary isn't here yet. | think | heard his plane a little

whil e ago. He should be here any m nute. Wuld
you like to wait or—=2"

He was staring at her. "You haven't been watching the
news?"

Loi s shook her head. "No. Wat's going on? | hope we're
not going to get into another war and—=

"Lois, I"'mafraid | have sone bad news. Really bad news."
H's voice was tight. "It's about Gary."

She stiffened. "Wat about hinP"
"He was killed in a plane crash on his way here to see
you." He watched the light go out of her eyes.

“I"'mso sorry. | know how nmuch you | oved each other."

Lois tried to speak, but she was hyperventil ating.
" How—how— how—=2"

Tom Huebner took her hand and gently led her to the couch.
Loi s sat down and took deep breaths. "What-what happened?"

"Gary's plane hit the side of a nmountain a few mles



out si de of Denver."
Lois felt faint. "Tom |'d |like to be al one."

He studied her, worried. "Are you sure, Lois? | could stay
and—

"Thank you, but please go."

Tom Huebner stood there irresolutely, then nodded. "You
have ny nunber. Call if you need ne."

Lois did not hear himleave. She sat there in a state of
shock. It was as if soneone had told her she had died. Her
mnd started flashing back to their childhood. Gary had

al ways been her protector, fighting

boys who teased her and, as they got ol der, escorting her
to basebal | ganmes and novies and parties.

The | ast tinme she had seen himwas a week ago, and she saw
the scene in her mnd, unspooling |ike

a blurred filmthrough her tears.

The two of them were seated at the dining roomtable.
"You're not eating, Gary."
"It's delicious, sis. I'"'mnot very hungry."

She wat ched hima nmonment. "Anything you want to talk
about ?"

"You al ways know, don't you?"
"It's something to do with your work."

"Yes." He pushed his plate away. "I think my life is in
danger."

Lois | ooked at him startled. "Woat?"
"Sis, only half a dozen people in the world know about

what' s happening. |'mflying back here next Mnday to spend
the night. On Tuesday norning, |'m heading for Washi ngton."



Loi s was puzzl ed. "Wy Washi ngt on?"
"To tell them about Prinma."

And Gary explained it.

NOW GARY WAS dead. | think my Iife is in danger. Her
br ot her had not been killed in an acci dent.
He had been nurder ed.

Lois | ooked at her watch. It was too late to do anyt hing
now, but in the norning she was going to nake the phone cal
that woul d avenge her brother's nurder. She was going to
finish what Gary had pl anned

to do. Lois felt suddenly drained. It was an effort to get
up fromthe couch. She had had no dinner, but the idea of

f ood nauseat ed her.

Lois headed for the bedroomand fell onto the bed, too
tired to undress. She lay there, dazed, until she finally
fell asleep.

LO S DREAMED THAT she and Gary were on a speeding train
and that all the passengers in the railroad car were snoking.
It was getting hot, and the snoke made her cough. Her
coughi ng woke her

up, and she opened her eyes. She | ooked around in shock.
Her bedroom was on fire, the blaze racing

up the curtains, the roomfilled with snoke. Lois stunbled
out of bed, choking. Trying to hold her

breath, she staggered into the living room The entire
roomwas engulfed in flanmes. She took half a

dozen steps toward the door, felt her |legs give way, and
fell to the floor

The last thing Lois Reynolds renenbered was the flanes



hungrily licking their way toward her.

CHAPTER 10

TO KELLY, EVERYTH NG was happening at a di zzyi ng pace. She
qui ckly | earned about the nobst inportant aspects of nodeling:
t he agency had given her training courses in inmge

proj ection, poise,

and carriage. Much of nodeling was attitude, and to Kelly
that neant acting, because she felt neither beautiful nor
desirabl e.

The phrase "overni ght sensation"” could have been invented
for Kelly. She projected not only an

exciting, provocative inmage, but also an air of
untouchability that was a challenge to nen. Wthin tw years,
Kelly had risen to the top tier of nodels. She was
advertising products in a dozen countries.

Much of Kelly's tinme was spent in Paris, where sone of her
agency's nost inportant clients were

| ocat ed.

Once, after a fashion extravaganza in New York, before
headi ng back to Paris, Kelly went to see her nother, who

| ooked ol der and nore careworn. |'ve got to get her out of
here, Kelly thought. 'l buy

a nice apartnent for her, and take care of her.

Her not her seened pleased to see her. "I'mglad you're
doing so well, Kelly. Thanks for your nonthly checks."

"You're wel conme. Modther, there's sonething | want to talk
to you about. | have a plan all worked out.
| want you to | eave—=



"Well, look who's cone to pay us a visit—her highness.”
Her stepfather had just wal ked in. "Wat

are you doing here? Shouldn't you be strutting around in
t hem fancy cl ot hes?"

"Il have to do this another tine, Kelly thought.

KELLY HAD ONE nore stop to nmake. She went to the public

| i brary where she had spent so many wonderful hours, and as
she wal ked t hrough the door, holding half a dozen nagazi nes,
her m nd was dancing with nenori es.

M's. Houston was not at her desk. Kelly wal ked inside and
saw her standing in one of the side aisles, |ooking radiant

in a sleek, tailored dress, busily filling a shelf with
books.
As Ms. Houston heard the door open, she said, "I'll be

wWith you in a nonent." She turned. "Kelly!"
It was alnost a scream "Oh, Kelly."

They ran to each other and enbraced.

M's. Houston pulled back and | ooked at Kelly. "I can't
believe it's you. What are you doing in town?"

"l cane to see ny nother, but | wanted to see you, too."
“I"'mso proud of you. You have no idea."

"M's. Houston, do you renenber when | asked how | could
t hank you? You said | could thank you

by letting you see ny picture in a fashi on nagazi ne.
Here." And Kelly put the pile of fashion magazi nes

in Ms. Houston's arnms. There were copies of Elle,
Cosnopol i tan, Madenoi sell e, and Vogue. She

was on the cover of each one.

"They're beautiful." Ms. Houston was beam ng. "I want to



show you sonet hing." She went behi nd
her desk and pul |l ed out copies of the sane nagazi nes.

It took a nonent before Kelly could speak. "What can
ever do to thank you? You changed ny life."

"No, Kelly. You changed your life. Al | did was give you
alittle push. And Kel |l y—=

"Yes?"

"Thanks to you |I've becone a fashion plate.”

SI NCE KELLY VALUED her privacy, her fanme sonetines was
troubl esone. The constant barrage

of phot ographers annoyed her, and she had what anounted to
a phobi a of being approached by people she did not know.
Kel |y enjoyed being al one.

One day, she was having lunch at Restaurant |le Cing at the
George V Hotel, when a badly dressed

man passi ng by stopped to stare at her. He had the pallid,
unheal t hy conpl exi on of soneone who

spent all his tinme indoors. He was carrying a copy of

El |l e, opened to a page of photographs of Kelly.

"Excuse ne," the stranger said.

Kelly | ooked up, annoyed. "Yes?"

"I saw your—+ read this article about you, and it says
that you were born in Phil adel phia.” H's voice

grew enthusiastic. "I was born there, too, and when | saw
your pictures, | felt like I knew you and—=

Kelly said coldly, "You don't, and | don't |ike strange
nmen bothering ne."

"Oh, I"'msorry." He swallowed. "I didn't nmean to—' m not
strange. | nean—Ay nane is Mark Harris, and I work for
Ki ngsl ey International G oup. Wien | saw you here, |-



t hought maybe you didn't |ike having Iunch alone and that you
and | coul d—=

Kel |y gave hima scathing | ook. "You thought wong. Now
I'"d Iike you to | eave."

He was stammering. "I—+ didn't nean to intrude. It's just
that 1| — He saw the | ook on her face.
“I"'mgoing."

Kel |y watched hi mwal k out the door, carrying the nmagazi ne
with him Good riddance.

KELLY HAD SIGNED to do a week of |ayouts for severa
fashi on magazi nes. The day after her encounter with Mark
Harris, she was in the nodels' dressing room getting
dressed, when three

dozen roses arrived for her. The card read: Please forgive
me for bothering you. Mark Harris.

Kelly ripped up the card. "Send the flowers to the
children's hospital."

The next norning the wardrobe m stress cane into the
dressing roomagain, with a package.
"Some man left this for you, Kelly."

In it was a single orchid. The card read: | hope |'m
forgiven. Mark Harris.

Kelly tore up the card. "Keep the flower."

AFTER THAT, MARK Harris's gifts canme al nost daily: a small
basket of fruit, a nood ring, a toy

Santa Caus. Kelly threwthemall into a wastebasket. The
next gift that arrived was different: it was



an adorabl e French poodl e puppy with a red ri bbon around
Its neck wth a card: This is "Angel."

| hope you'll love her as nmuch as | do. Mark Harris.
Kelly dialed Informati on and got the nunber of Kingsley
I nternational G oup. Wien their operator answered, Kelly
asked, "Do you have a Mark Harris working there?"

"Qui, madenoiselle."”

"Could | speak with him please?"

"Un nonent."

A mnute |later Kelly heard his famliar voice. "Hello?"

"M. Harris?"
"Yes."
"This is Kelly. 1've decided to take you up on your

invitation to [unch."

There was a stunned silence, then, "Really? That's—that's
wonder ful . "

Kelly could hear the excitenent in his voice.
"Laurent today, at one?"

"That wll be great. Thank you so nmuch. |-

“I'"l'l nmake the reservation. Good-bye."

MARK HARRI S WAS standing, waiting at a table at Laurent,
when Kelly strode in, carrying the puppy.

Mark's face lit up. "You—you canme. | wasn't sure that—-and
you brought Angel."



"Yes." Kelly planted the dog in Mark's arns. "She can join
you for lunch,"” she said icily, and turned to | eave.

Mark said, "I don't understand. | thought—=
"Well, I"mgoing to explain it for you for the last tine,"
Kelly snapped. "I want you to stop annoyi ng

me. Do you understand that?"

Mark Harris's face turned a bright red. "Yes. Yes, of
course. I'msorry. | didn't—+ didn't nean to—

| just thought—+ don't know what to ... I'd like to
explain. Whwuld you sit down just for a nonent?"

Kelly started to say no, then sat, a | ook of contenpt on
her face. Yes?

Mark Harris took a deep breath. "I'mreally so sorry. |
didn't nmean to annoy you. | sent you those

things to apologize for intruding. All | wanted was a
chance to-when | saw your picture, | felt as

t hough I had known you all ny life. And then when | saw
you in person and you were even nore—

He was stammering, nortified. "I—I should have known that
soneone |i ke you could never be

Interested in soneone like . . . I+ acted |ike a stupid
school boy. |I'm so enbarrassed. It's just that | —

| didn't know howto tell you how!l felt, and . . ." H's
voice trailed off. There was a naked vul nerability about him
"I"'mjust not good at... at explaining ny feelings. |'ve been
alone all ny life. No one ever . . . when | was six years

old, ny parents got a divorce, and there was a custody
battl e. Neither one of
t hem wanted ne."

Kelly was watching him silent. H's words were resonating
I n her mnd, bringing back |Iong-buried nenories.

Way didn't you get rid of the kid before she was born?
| tried to. It didn't work.

He went on. "I grew up in half a dozen different foster
honmes, where nobody cared.



These are your uncles. Don't bother them

"It seenms | couldn't do anything right.

The dinner is lousy. . . . That dress is the wong col or
for you. . . . You haven't finished cleaning
t he bat hr oons.

"They wanted nme to quit school to work at a garage, but
| + wanted to be a scientist. They said
| was too dunb. "

Kel |y was becom ng nore and nore engrossed in what he was
sayi ng.

| want to be a nodel
Al npdel s are whores.

"I dreanmed of going to college, but they said with the
kind of work I would be doing, |I—+ didn't
need an education."

What the hell do you need to go to school for? Wth your
| ooks, you could peddl e your ass.

"When | got a scholarship to MT, ny foster parents said |
woul d probably flunk out, and should
go to work at the garage. "

Col | ege? You'll waste four years of your life.

Listening to this stranger was |i ke hearing a replay of
her own |ife.

Kelly sat there, deeply touched, feeling the sane pai nful
enotions as the stranger seated across from her.

"When | finished MT, | went to work for a branch of
Kingsley International Goup in Paris. But | was

so lonely." There was a | ong pause. "Sonewhere, a |ong
time ago, | read that the greatest thing in life

was to find soneone to |l ove, who loved you . . . and |



believed it." Kelly sat there, quiet. Mark Harris said
awkwardly, "But | never found that person and | was ready to
give up. And then that day | saw

you . He coul d not go on.

He stood up, holding Angel in his arns. "I'm so ashaned
about all this. | prom se never to bother you again.
Good- bye. "

Kel ly watched himstart to wal k away. "Where are you goi ng
with ny dog?" she call ed.

Mark Harris turned, confused. "I'msorry?"
"Angel is mne. You gave her to ne, didn't you?"
Mark stood there, nonplussed. "Yes, but you said—=

"1l make a deal with you, M. Harris. |I'll keep Angel,
but you can have visiting rights."

It took hima nonment and then his smle |it up the room
"You nean | can—you'll let nme—=2"

Kelly said, "Wiy don't we discuss it at dinner tonight?"

And Kelly had no idea that she had just set herself up as
a target for assassination.

CHAPTER 11

Paris, France



REUI LLY PCLI CE Headquarters on Henard Street, in the

Twel fth Arrondi ssenment in Paris, an interrogation was taking
pl ace. The superintendent of the Eiffel Tower was being
guesti oned by Detectives Andre Bel nondo and Pierre Marais.

TOUR EI FFEL SUI Cl DE | NVESTI GATI ON

Monday, May 6
10 a. m
Subj ect: Rend Pascal

BELMONDGO: Monsi eur Pascal, we have reason to believe that
Mark Harris, the man who supposedly fell fromthe observation
deck of the Eiffel Tower, was murdered.

PASCAL: Miurdered? But—+ was told it was an acci dent and—

MARAI S: He coul d not possibly have fallen over that
parapet by accident. It is nuch too high.

BELMONDO: And we have established that the victi mwas not
suicidal. In fact, he had nade

el aborate plans with his wife for the weekend. She's
Kel | y—+he nodel .

PASCAL: |'msorry, gentlenen, but | don't see what
t hat -ahy was | brought here?

MARAI'S: To help us clarify a few matters. Wat tine did
the restaurant close that night?

PASCAL: At ten o'clock. Because of the storm the Jules
Verne was enpty, so | decided to—

MARAI S: What tine did the el evators shut down?



PASCAL: They usually run until mdnight, but on that
ni ght, since there were no sightseers or diners,
| closed them down at ten p. m

BELMONDO | ncluding the el evator that goes to the
observati on deck? Pascal -. Yes. Al of them

MARAIS: |Is it possible for sonmeone to get to the
observati on deck w thout using the el evator?

PASCAL: No. On that night everything was closed off. |
don't understand what this is all about. |f—

BELMONDO | will tell you what it is all about. Monsieur
Harris was thrown fromthe observation

deck. We know it was the observation deck because when we
exam ned the parapet, the top had

been scraped, and the cenent enbedded in the soles of his
shoes were fl akes that matched the scraped cenent on the
parapet. If the floor was | ocked off, and the el evators were
not wor ki ng, how did he get

up there at m dni ght?

PASCAL: | don't know. Wthout an elevator, it would be—t
woul d be i npossi bl e.

MARAI S: But an el evator was used to take Monsieur Harris
up to the observation tower, and to take

up his assassi n—er assassi ns—and bring them down agai n.
BELMONDO Coul d a stranger run the el evators?

PASCAL: No. The operators never |eave them when they are
on duty, and at night the elevators are | ocked dowmn with a
speci al key.

MARAI S: How many keys are there?

PASCAL: Three. | have one, and the other two are kept
her e.

BELMONDO You are certain that the | ast el evator was shut
down at ten o' cl ock?



PASCAL: Yes.

MARAI S: Who was running it?

PASCAL: Toth. Gerard Tot h.

MARAIS: | would like to speak with him
PASCAL: So woul d 1.

MARAI'S: | beg your pardon?

PASCAL: Toth has not shown up for work since that night. |
called his apartnment. There was nho
answer. | got hold of his landlord. Toth has noved out.

MARAI S: And | eft no forwardi ng address?

PASCAL: That's right. He's vanished into thin air.

"*VANI SHED INTO THIN air'? Are we tal king about the G eat
Houdi ni or a dammed el evat or
oper at or ?"

The speaker was Secretary CGeneral C aude Renaud, in charge
of Interpol Headquarters. Renaud was

a short, dynamic man in his fifties, who had worked his
way up the police hierarchy over a period of twenty years.

Renaud was chairing a neeting in the nmain conference room

at the seven-story Interpol Headquarters,

the international police organization that is the

cl eari nghouse of information for 126 police forces in 78
countries. The building was |located in Saint-Cloud, six mles
west of Paris, and the headquarters was nmanned by forner
detectives fromthe Surete Nationale, and the Paris
Prefecture.



There were twelve nen seated at the | arge conference
tabl e. They had been questioning Detective Bel nondo for the
past hour.

Secretary General Renaud said sourly, "So you and

Detective Marais were unable to get any information about how
a man was nurdered in an area it would be inpossible for him
to be in, inthe first place, and inpossible for his
assassins to get to or escape fron? |Is that what you're
telling nme?"

“"Marais and | talked to everyone who—
“"Never mnd. You may go." Yes, sir.
They wat ched the chastened detective wal k out of the room

Secretary General Renaud turned to the group. "During your
I nvesti gati ons, have any one of you conme across a nman namned
Pri ma?"

They were thoughtful a nonent and then shook their heads.
"No. Who is Prim?"

"We don't know. H's nane was scribbled on a note found in

the jacket pocket of a dead man in New York. We think there's
a connection." He sighed. "Gentlenen, we have a riddle
wrapped in a nystery inside an enigma. In the fifteen years |
have been in this office, we have investigated serial

killers, international gangs, mayhem patricide, and every
other crine inmaginable."” He paused. "But in all those years,

| have never cone across anything like this. I amsending a
NOTI CE to the New York office. . . ."

FRANK BI GLEY, CHI EF of Manhattan detectives, was reading
the file Secretary General Renaud

had sent when Earl G eenburg and Robert Praegitzer entered
his office.



"You wanted to see us, Chief?"
"Yes. Sit down."
They each took a chair.

Chief Bigley held up the paper. "This is a NOTICE that
Interpol sent this norning." He started reading. "Six years
ago, a Japanese scientist nanmed Akira Iso commtted suicide,
hangi ng hinself in his hotel

roomin Tokyo. M. Iso was in perfect health, had just

recei ved a pronotion, and was reported to be

in high spirits.”

"Japan? What does that have to do with—=2"

“Let me go on. Three years ago, Madeleine Smth, a
thirty-two-year-old Swiss scientist, turned on the

gas in her Zurich apartnent and commtted suicide. She was
pregnant and about to marry the father of her baby. Friends
said they'd never seen her happier." He |ooked up at the two
detectives. "In the past three days: a Berliner naned Sonja
Ver brugge drowned herself in her bathtub. The sane ni ght Mark
Harris, an Anmerican, did a swan dive off the observation deck
of the Eiffel Tower. A day |ater, a Canadi an naned Gary
Reynol ds crashed his Cessna into a nountain near Denver."

G eenburg and Praegitzer were listening, nore and nore
puzzl ed.

"And yesterday, you two found the body of Richard Stevens
on the bank of the East River."

Earl Greenburg was | ooking at him perplexed. "What do all
t hese cases have to do with us?"

Chief Bigley said quietly, "They're all the sanme case.”

Greenburg was staring at him "Wat? Let ne see if | have
this right. A Japanese six years ago, a

Swi ss three years ago, and in the past few days a German,

a Canadi an, and two Anericans.”" He was silent for a nonent.
"What connects these cases?"



Chi ef Bigley handed Greenburg the NOTICE fromlInterpol. As
G eenburg read it, his eyes w dened.

He | ooked up and said slowy, "Interpol believes that a
think tank, Kingsley International Goup, is

behi nd t hese nurders? That's ridicul ous."

Praegitzer said, "Chief, we're tal king about the biggest
think tank in the world."

"All those people were nmurdered, and each one had a
connection with KIG The conpany is owned and run by Tanner
Kingsley. He's the president and CEO of Kingsley

I nternational G oup, chairman of the Presidential Science
Comm ttee, head of the National Advanced Pl anning Institute,
and on the Defense Policy Board at the Pentagon. | think you
and Greenburg had better have a talk with M. Kingsley."

Earl G eenburg swall owed. "Right."
"And Earl .
"Yes."

"Wal k softly and carry a small stick."

FI VE M NUTES LATER, Earl G eenburg was tal king to Tanner
Ki ngsl ey's secretary. Wien he had finished, he turned to
Praegitzer.

"We have an appoi ntnent Tuesday at ten a.m Ri ght now M.

Ki ngsl ey is appearing at a congressional conmttee hearing in
Washi ngton. "

AT THE HEARI NG before the Senate Select Commttee on the



Envi ronnent, in Washington, D.C

a panel of six Senate commttee nenbers and three dozen
spectators and reporters were listening attentively to the
testi nony of Tanner Kingsl ey.

Tanner Kingsley was in his forties, tall and handsone,
wth steely blue eyes that blazed with

intelligence. He had a Roman nose, a strong chin, and a
profile that could have graced a coin.

The comm ttee head, senior senator Pauline Mary Van Luven,
was an inposing figure with an al nost aggressive

sel f-confidence. She | ooked at Tanner and said crisply, "You
may continue, M. Kingsley."

Tanner nodded. "Thank you, Senator." He turned to the

ot her menbers of the conmttee, and when

he spoke, his voice was inpassioned. "Wile sone of our
politicians in the governnent are still

qui bbl i ng about the consequences of gl obal warm ng and the
greenhouse effect, the hole in the ozone layer is rapidly
growi ng. Because of that, half the world is suffering
droughts and the other half fl oods.

In the Ross Sea, an iceberg the size of Janmai ca has j ust
col | apsed because of gl obal warm ng. The

ozone hol e over the South Pole has reached the record size
of ten mllion square mles." He paused

for effect and repeated slowy, "Ten mllion square mles.

"We're witnessing a record nunber of hurricanes, cyclones,

t yphoons, and stornms that are ravagi ng

parts of Europe. Due to the radical changes in the

weat her, mllions of people in countries around the world are
facing starvation and extinction. But those are just words:
starvation and extinction. Stop thinking of them as words.

Thi nk of their neani ng—en, wonen, and children, hungry and
honmel ess and faci ng death.

"This past summer, nore than twenty thousand people died
in a heat wave in Europe." Tanner's

voi ce rose. "And what have we done about it? CQur
governnent has refused to ratify the Kyoto

Prot ocol drawn up at the global environnental summt. The
nmessage is that we don't give a dam



what happens to the rest of the world. W'll just go ahead
and do what suits us. Are we so dense,
so sel f-absorbed that we can't see what we're doing to—=2"

Senator Van Luven interrupted. "M. Kingsley, this is not
a debate. | will ask you to adopt a nore noderate tone."

Tanner took a deep breath and nodded. In a | ess

| npassi oned tone, he continued. "As all of us are

awar e, the greenhouse effect is caused by the burning of
fossil fuels and other related factors

conpl etely under our control, and yet those em ssions have
reached their highest point in half a

mllion years. They're polluting the air that our children
and grandchil dren breathe. The pollution can

be stopped. And why isn't it? Because it would cost big

busi ness noney." His voice rose again.

"Money! How nmuch is a breath of fresh air worth conpared

to the life of a human being? A gallon of gas? Two gal | ons of
gas?" Hi s voice becane even nore fervent. "As far as we know,
this Earth is the only place that's habitable for us, yet

we' re poisoning the |and and the oceans and the air we

br eat he

as fast as we can. If we don't stop—

Senator Van Luven interrupted again. "M. Kingsley—=

"1 apol ogi ze, Senator. I'mangry. | can't watch the
destruction of our universe w thout protesting.”

Ki ngsl ey spoke for another thirty m nutes. Wen he was
finished, Senator Van Luven said,

"M. Kingsley, | would like to see you in ny office,

pl ease. This hearing is adjourned.”

SENATOR VAN LUVEN s office had been originally furnished
in typical sterile, bureaucratic fashion:

a desk, a table, six chairs, and rows of filing cabinets,
but the senator had added her own fem nine touches, wth



colorful fabrics, paintings, and phot ographs.

When Tanner entered, there were two people in the office
besi des Senator Van Luven.

"These are ny assistants, Corinne Murphy and Karol ee
Trost."

Cori nne Murphy, an attractive young redhead, and Karol ee
Trost, a petite blonde, both in their

twenties, took seats next to the senator. They were

obvi ously fasci nated by Tanner.

"Sit dowmn, M. Kingsley," Senator Van Luven said.

Tanner took a seat. The senator studied himfor a nonent.

"Frankly, | don't understand you."
"Oh, really? I'"msurprised, Senator. | thought | nade
nyself perfectly clear. | feel =

"I know how you feel. But your conpany, Kingsley

I nternational Goup, has contracts for many

projects wth our governnent, and yet you're challenging
t he governnent on the environnent issue.

Isn't that bad for business?"

Tanner said coldly, "This isn't about business, Senator
Van Luven. This is about humanity. W're

seei ng the begi nning of a disastrous gl obal
destabilization. I"'mtrying to get the Senate to allocate
funds to correct it."

Senator Van Luven said skeptically, "Sone of those funds
could go to your conpany, couldn't they?"

"l don't give a damm who gets the noney. | just want to
see action taken before it's too late."

Corinne Murphy said warmy, "That's admrable. You're a
very unusual man."

Tanner turned to her. "M ss Mirphy, if you nean by that,
that the majority of people seemto believe



that noney is nore inportant than norals, | regret to say
you're probably right."

Kar ol ee Trost spoke up. "I think what you're trying to do
I's wonderful."

Senator Van Luven gave each of her assistants a

di sapprovi ng | ook, then turned to Tanner. "I can't prom se
anything, but I will talk with my coll eagues and get their
poi nt of view on the environnental issue. | will get back to
you. "

"Thank you, Senator. | would be nost appreciative." He
hesitated. "Perhaps sonetine when you're in Manhattan, | can
take you around KI G and show you our operation. | think you
mght find it interesting.”

Senator Van Luven nodded indifferently. "I'Il let you
know. "

The neeting was over.

CHAPTER 12

FROM THE MOMENT peopl e heard of Mark's death, Kelly Harris
had been fl ooded with phone calls and flowers and e-mails.
The first to call was Sam Meadows, a coworker and cl ose
friend of Mark's.

"Kelly! My God. | can't believe it! I+ don't know what to
say, |'mjust devastated. Every time | turn around, | expect
to see Mark there. Kelly—+s there anything | can do for you?"

"No, thank you, Sam"

"Let's stay in touch. | want to be of help in any way |



can .

After that cane a dozen calls from Mark's friends, and
from nodels Kelly worked wth.

Bill Lerner, the head of the nodeling agency, telephoned.
He offered his condol ences, then said, "Kelly,

| realize this is not the appropriate tinme, but | think
that getting back to work m ght be good for you right now.
Qur phone has been ringing off the hook. Wien do you think
you'll be ready to go to work?"

"When Mark cones back to ne." And she dropped the
t el ephone.

AND NOW THE phone was ringing again. Finally Kelly picked
it up.

n Yes?ll

"Ms. Harris?"

VWAs she still Ms. Harris? There was no M. Harris
anynore, but she would al ways, always be
Mark's wi fe.

She said firmy, "This is Ms. Mark Harris."

"This is Tanner Kingsley's office."

The man Mark wor ks—aorked for. "Yes?"

"M . Kingsley would appreciate it if you could cone and
see himin Manhattan. He would |like to have

a neeting with you at the conpany headquarters. Are you

free?"

Kelly was free. She had told the agency to cancel all her
booki ngs. But she was surprised. Wiy does Tanner Kingsley



want to see nme? "Yes."
"WIIl it be convenient for you to | eave Paris on Friday?"

Not hi ng woul d ever be conveni ent again. "Friday. Al
right."

"Good. There wll be a United Airlines ticket waiting for
you at Charles de Gaulle airport."” He gave
her the flight nunber. "A car will neet you in New York."

MARK HAD SPCOKEN to Kel ly about Tanner Kingsley. Mark had
met with himand thought he was

a genius and a wonderful man to work for. Perhaps we could
share sonme nenories of Mark. The

t hought cheered her up.

Angel canme running in and junped onto her lap. Kelly
hugged her. "What am | going to do with you

while |I'maway? Mama woul d take you with her, but I'monly
goi ng to be gone a few days."

Suddenly, Kelly knew who woul d take care of the puppy.

KELLY WALKED DOM the stairs to the building concierge's
of fice. Wrknen were installing a
new el evator, and Kelly wi nced every tine she passed them

The superintendent of the building, Philippe Cendre, was a
tall, attractive man with a warm personality, and his wife
and daughter had al ways gone out of their way to be hel pful.
When they had heard the

news about Mark, they had been devastated. Mark's funeral
had been held at the Pere-Lachai se Cenetery, and Kelly had
invited the Cendre famly to attend.



Kel | y approached Philippe's apartnent door and knocked.
When Phil i ppe opened the door, Kelly

said, "I have a favor to ask of you."

"Conme in. Anything you w sh, Madane Harris."

"I have to go to New York for three or four days. |I wonder
I f you would m nd taking care of Angel

while |I'mgone."

"M nd? Ana Maria and | would love it."

"Thank you. | would appreciate it."

"And | promise to do everything | can to spoil her."
Kelly smled. "Too late. |'ve already spoiled her."
"When do you plan to | eave?"

"Friday."

“"Very well. | will see to everything. Did I tell you that
ny daughter has been accepted at the Sorbonne?"

"No. That's wonderful. You nust be very proud."”

"I am She starts in tw weeks. We're all very excited.
It's a dream cone true."

FRI DAY MORNI NG KELLY t ook Angel down to Philippe Cendre's
apart nment.

Kel | y handed the conci erge sone paper bags. "Here's
Angel 's favorite food and sone toys for her to play—=

Phi | i ppe stepped back, and behind himKelly saw a pil e of
dog toys on the floor.



Kel |y laughed. "Angel, you're in good hands." She gave the
puppy a final hug. "Good-bye, Angel.

Thank you so nuch, Philippe."

ON THE MORNI NG Kel ly was | eaving, Nicole Paradis, the
receptioni st at the fancy apart nent

bui |l di ng, was standing at the door to say good-bye. An
ebul l i ent gray-haired wonman, she was so

tiny that when she was seated behind her desk, only the
top of her head was visible.

She snmiled at Kelly and said, "W will mss you, nadane.
Pl ease hurry back to us."

Kelly took her hand. "Thank you. |I'll be back soon,
Ni cole.” And, mnutes |ater, she was on her way
to the airport.

The Charles de Gaulle airport was crowded beyond beli ef,
as always. It was a surrealistic maze of

ticket counters, shops, restaurants, stairways, and gi ant
escalators crawing up and down |i ke prehistoric nonsters.

When Kelly arrived, the airport nmanager escorted her to a
private |ounge. Forty-five mnutes later, her flight was
announced. As Kelly started toward the boardi ng gate, a woman
st andi ng near by wat ched

her go through the gate. The nonent Kelly was out of

sight, the woman picked up her cell phone and nmade a call.

KELLY SAT in her airplane seat, thinking about Mark,
oblivious to the fact that nost of the nmen and wonen in the
cabin were covertly staring at her. Wat was Mark doi ng on
t he observation deck of

the Eiffel Tower at m dnight? Who was he going to neet?

And why? And the worst question of



all Wy would Mark commt suicide? W were so happy

together. W |oved each other so nuch.

| don't believe he killed hinself. Not Mark. . . not Mark.
not Mark. She cl osed her eyes and | et

her thoughts drift back.

IT WAS THEIR first date. She had dressed for the evening

in a primblack skirt and a hi gh-necked

white bl ouse so that Mark woul d not get the idea that she
was trying to tenpt himin any way. This

was just going to be a casual, congenial evening. Kelly
found that she was nervous. Because of the unspeakabl e thing
t hat had happened to her when she was a child, Kelly had not
soci alized with any

men except for business reasons or obligatory charity
events.

Mark isn't really a date, Kelly kept telling herself. He
and | are just going to be friends. He can be

ny escort around town, and there won't be any romantic
conplications. Even as she was thinking it,

t he doorbell rang.

Kel |y took a hopeful breath and opened the door. Mark

stood there, smling, holding a box and a paper bag. He was
wearing an ill-fitting gray suit, a green shirt, a bright red
tie, and brown shoes. Kelly al nost | aughed al oud. The fact
that Mark had no sense of style was sonehow endearing. She
had known too many nmen whose egos were involved in how

el egant they thought they | ooked.

"Cone in," Kelly said.
"I hope I"'mnot late."
“"No, not at all." He was twenty-five mnutes early.

Mark handed Kelly the box. "This is for you."

It was a five-pound box of chocol ates. Over the years



Kel |y had been offered di anonds and furs and penthouses, but
never chocol ates. Exactly what every nodel needs, she
t hought, anused. Kelly smled. "Thank you."

Mark held out the bag. "And these are treats for Angel."
As if on cue, Angel canme bouncing into the
roomand ran up to Mark, her tail wagging.

Mar k pi cked Angel up and petted her. "She renmenbers ne."

"I really want to thank you for her,"” Kelly said. "She's a
wonder ful conpanion. |'ve never had one before."

Mark | ooked at Kelly, and his eyes said it all.

THE EVENI NG VWENT unexpectedly well. Mark was a charm ng
conpani on, and Kelly was touched

by how obviously thrilled he was to be with her. He was
intelligent and easy to talk to, and the tine

went by nore quickly than Kelly had anti ci pat ed.

At the end of the evening, Mark said, "I hope we can do
this again."

"Yes. | would like that."
"What's your favorite thing to do, Kelly?"
"l enjoy soccer ganmes. Do you |like soccer?"

A bl ank | ook cane over Mark's face. "Oh—er—yes. |I— |ove
it."

He's such a poor liar, Kelly thought. A m schievous idea
came into her head. "There's a chanpi onshi p game Sat urday

ni ght. Wuld you like to go?"

Mark swal | oned and said weakly, "Sure. Geat."



VWHEN THE EVENI NG was over and they arrived back at Kelly's
apartnent building, Kelly found
herself tensing. This was always the nonment for:

How about a good-ni ght ki ss?.

Wiy don't | conme in for a bit, and we'll have a ni ghtcap.

You don't want to spend the night alone.

Fighting off the paw ng.

As they reached Kelly's door, Mark | ooked at her and said,
"Do you know what | first noticed about

you, Kelly?" Kelly held her breath. Here it cones:

You have a great ass.

| | ove your boobs.

I'"d Iike to have your long | egs wapped around ny neck.

"No," Kelly said icily. "What did you first notice?"
"The pain in your eyes."

And before she could reply, Mark said, "Good night." And
Kel |y wat ched hi m | eave.

CHAPTER 13



VWHEN MARK ARRI VED on Sat urday night, he brought another
box of candy and a | arge paper bag. "The candy is for you.
The treats are for Angel."

Kelly took the bags. "I thank you, and Angel thanks you."

She wat ched Mark petting Angel and asked innocently, "Are
you | ooking forward to the ganme?"

Mar k nodded and said enthusiastically, "Oh, yes."

Kelly smled. "Good. So aml." She knew that Mark had
never even seen a soccer gane.

THE PARI' S SAI NT- GERMAI N st adi um was packed to capacity,
W th sixty-seven thousand eager

fans waiting for the chanpi onship gane between Lyon and
Marseill e to begin.

As Kelly and Mark were ushered to their seats directly
above md-field, Kelly said, "I'minpressed.
These seats are hard to get."

Mark sm |l ed and said, "Wen you | ove soccer as nuch as |
do, nothing is inpossible."

Kelly bit her lip to keep from | aughi ng. She coul d not
wait for the gane to begin.

AT 1400 HOURS, both teans entered the stadium standing at
attention while the band played "La Marseillaise,” the French
nati onal anthem As the |ineups for Lyon and Marseille faced
the stands for introductions, a player for Lyon stepped



forward, wearing the Lyon logo in the teamcolors of blue and
whi t e.

Kelly decided to relent and | et Mark know what was
happeni ng. She | eaned toward him "That's their goalie,"”
Kelly expl ained. He s—

"1 know," Mark said. "G egory Coupet. He's the best goalie
in the | eague. He won a chanpi onship

agai nst Bordeaux |ast April. He won a UEFA Cup and a
Chanpi on League the year before that.

He's thirty-one years old, six feet tall, and weighs a
hundred and ei ghty pounds.”

Kel |y | ooked at Mark in astoni shnment.

The announcer continued. "Playing forward, Sidney Gouvou .

"Nunber fourteen," Mark enthused. "He's incredible. Last
week, agai nst Auxerre, he scored a goal
in the last mnute of the gane."

Kelly listened in amazenent as Mark know edgably di scussed
all the other players.

The game began and the crowd went w | d.

It was a frenzied, exciting gane, and goalies for both
teans fought hard to keep their opponents fromscoring. It
was difficult for Kelly to concentrate. She kept | ooking at
Mar k, amazed by his expertise.

How coul d | have been so w ong?

In the mddle of a play, Mark excl ai ned, "Gouvou's goi ng
for a flick kick! He made it!"

A few mnutes later, Mark said, "Watch! Carriere's going
to be fined for handling the ball."

And he was right.

When Lyon won, Mark was euphoric. "What a great team"”



As they were leaving the stadium Kelly asked, "Mark—how
| ong have you been interested in soccer?"

He | ooked at Kelly sheepishly and said, "About three days.
|'ve been researching it on ny conputer. Since you were soO
interested, | thought | should | earn about it."

And Kelly was incredibly touched. It was unbelievabl e that
Mark had spent so nmuch tine and effort

j ust because she enjoyed the gane.

They had nade a date for the follow ng day, after Kelly
finished a nodeling assignnent.

"I can pick you up at your dressing room and—
"No!'" She did not want himto nmeet the other nodels.
Mar k was | ooking at her, puzzled.

"I mean—there's a rule that nen aren't allowed in the
dressing roons."

n d]. n

| don't want you to fall in |ove with—

"LADI ES AND GENTLEMEN, pl ease fasten your seat belts and
return your seat backs and trays to

their upright and | ocked positions. W' re approaching
Kennedy airport and we'll be landing in just a
few m nutes."

Kelly was jolted back to the present. She was in New York
to nmeet Tanner Kingsley, the man whom Mark had wor ked for.



SOVEONE HAD | NFORMED t he nedi a. When the pl ane | anded,
they were waiting for Kelly. She

was surrounded by reporters with tel evision caneras and
m cr ophones.

"Kelly, would you | ook this way?"

"Can you tell us what you think happened to your husband?"
"I's there going to be a police investigation?”

"Were you and your husband pl anni ng a divorce?"

"Are you noving back here to the States?"

"How did you feel when you heard what happened?”

The nost insensitive question of all.

Kel |y saw a pl easant-faced, alert-looking man standing in
t he background. He sm | ed and waved to

Kelly and she notioned for himto conme over to her.

Ben Roberts was one of the nost popul ar and respected

t al k-show hosts on network tel evision. He

had i nterviewed Kelly before, and they had becone friends.
She wat ched as Ben made his way

t hrough the crowd of reporters. They all knew him

"Hey, Ben! Is Kelly going to be on your show?"

"Do you think she'll tal k about what happened?”

"Can | get a picture of you and Kel |l y?"

By this tinme, Ben had reached Kelly's side. The tide of
reporters was pushing against them Ben

called out, "Let's give her a break, boys and girls. You
can talk to her later."

Rel uctantly, the reporters began to give way.

Ben took Kelly's hand and said, "I can't tell you how
sorry | am | liked Mark so nuch.™



"That was nutual, Ben."

As Kelly and Ben nade their way toward the baggage claim
area, he asked, "Of the record, what
are you doing in New York?"

"I"'mhere to see Tanner Kingsley."

Ben nodded. "He's a powerful man. I'msure you'll be well
t aken care of."

They had reached the baggage counter. "Kelly, if there is
anything I can do for you, you can al ways

reach me at the network." He | ooked around. "Are you being
pi cked up? If not, "Il

At that nonment, a unifornmed chauffeur canme up to Kelly.
"Ms. Harris? I'"'mColin. The car is right outside. M.
Ki ngsl ey has checked you into a suite at the Peninsula Hotel.
If you'll give ne your

tickets, I'lIl attend to your |uggage."

Kelly turned to Ben. "WII you call nme?"

"Of course."

TEN M NUTES LATER Kelly was on her way to the hotel. As

t hey weaved through traffic, Colin

said, "M. Kingsley's secretary will tel ephone you and set
up an appointnent. The car will be at your disposal whenever
you need it."

"Thank you." What am | doing here? Kelly wondered.

She was about to get the answer.



CHAPTER 14

TANNER Kl NGSLEY WAS readi ng the headline of the afternoon
newspaper: "HailstormBatters Iran.” The rest of the story
went on to call it a "freakish event." The idea of a

hai | st orm happening in summer, in a hot climate, was bizarre.
Tanner buzzed for his secretary. Wen she cane in, he said,
"Kathy, clip this article and send it to Senator Van Luven,
with a note: 'A global warm ng update. Sincerely

"Ri ght away, M. Kingsley."

Tanner Kingsley glanced at his watch. The two detectives
were due at KIGin half an hour. He | ooked around his
extravagant office. He had created all of this. KIG He

t hought about the power behind those three sinple initials,
and how surprised people would be if they knew the

astoni shing story of KIG s hunbl e begi nnings, a nere seven
years ago. The nenories of the past raced through his m nd.

He renenbered the day he had designed the new KI G | ogo.

Pretty fancy for a nothing conpany, soneone had said, and
Tanner had singl e-handedly turned that nothing conpany into a
wor | d power house. When Tanner thought about the begi nni ngs,
he felt as

t hough he had perforned a mracle.

TANNER KI NGSLEY HAD been born five years after his

brot her, Andrew, and that had totally

shaped the direction of his life. Their parents were

di vorced, and their nother had remarried and

noved away. Their father was a scientist, and the boys had
followed in his footsteps and had



grown up to be science prodigies. Their father had died of
a heart attack at age forty.

The fact that Tanner was five years younger than his
brot her was a constant frustration. \Wen

Tanner won the top award in his science class, he was
told, "Andrew was nunber one in his class

five years ago. It must run in the famly."

When Tanner won an oratorical contest, the professor said,
"Congratul ati ons, Tanner. You're the
second Kingsley to get this award."

On joining the tennis team "I hope you're as good as your
br ot her, Andrew. "

When Tanner graduated: "Your val edictorian speech was
inspiring. It rem nded ne so nuch of Andrew s."

He had grown up in the shadow of his brother, and it was
galling to know that he was consi dered
second best only because Andrew had gotten there first.

THERE WERE SI M LARI TI ES between the two brothers: they

were both handsone, intelligent, and talented, but as they
grew ol der, major differences becane apparent. Wil e Andrew
was altruistic and sel f-effacing, Tanner was an extrovert,
gregarious and anbitious. Andrew was shy around wonen,
whil e Tanner's | ooks and charmdrew themto himlike a
magnet .

But the nost inportant difference between the brothers was
their goals in life. Wiile Andrew was

deeply concerned with organi zing charity and assisting
others, Tanner's anbition was to becone rich

and powerful .



ANDREW GRADUATED FROM col | ege sunma cum | aude and

I mredi ately accepted an offer to

work at a think tank. There he | earned what a significant
contribution an organization |ike that could nake, and five
years |later Andrew decided to start his own think tank, on a
nodest scal e.

When Andrew told Tanner about the idea, Tanner was
excited. "That's brilliant! Think tanks get governnent
contracts worth mllions, not to nention corporations that
hi re—=

Andrew interrupted. "That's not ny idea, Tanner. | want to
use it to help people.”

Tanner was staring at him "Help people?"

"Yes. There are dozens of Third Wbrld countries that have

no access to nodern nethods of agriculture and manufacturing.
There's a saying that if you give a man a fish, he can have a
neal . |If you teach him

to fish, he can eat for the rest of his life."

You could cut down an oak tree with that old saw, Tanner
t hought. "Andrew, countries like that can't afford to pay
us—

"That doesn't matter. W'Il|l send experts to Third Wrld
countries to teach them nodern techni ques

that will change their lives. |I'm nmaking you a partner.
We'll call our think tank Kingsley Goup. Wat

do you say?"

Tanner was thoughtful for a nonent. He nodded. "As a
matter of fact, it's not a bad idea. W can

start with the kind of countries you're tal king about,
then go after the big noney—the governnent contracts and—=

"Tanner, let's just concentrate on making the world a
better place.” Tanner smled. It was going to be

a conprom se. They would start the way Andrew wanted to
and then they would gradually build up

the conpany to its real potential. "Wl|?"



Tanner held out his hand. "Here's to our future, partner.”
Six nonths later, the two brothers were standing in the rain,
outside a small brick building with an uninpressive little
sign that read

"How does it | ook?" Andrew asked proudly.

"Beautiful." Tanner nmanaged to keep the irony out of his
Voi ce.

"That sign is going to bring happiness to so nany people
around the world, Tanner. |'ve already

started hiring sone experts to go to Third Wrld
countries.”

Tanner started to object and stopped. His brother could
not be rushed. He had a stubborn streak. But

the time is comng. The tinme is com ng. Tanner | ooked up
at the little sign again and thought, Soneday

It will read KIG Kingsley International G oup.

JOHN HI GHOLT, A college friend of Andrew s, had invested a
hundred t housand dollars to help get

the think tank started, and Andrew had rai sed the rest of

t he noney.

Hal f a dozen people were hired and sent to Kenya, Somali a,
and Sudan to teach the natives how to

better their |ives. But no noney was comng in.

It made no sense to Tanner. "Andrew, we coul d get
contracts fromsone of the big conpani es and—

"That's not what we do, Tanner."

What in the hell do we do? Tanner wondered. "The Chrysler
Cor poration is |ooking for—=

And Andrew smled and said, "Let's do our real job."



It took all of Tanner's w |l power to control hinself.

Andrew and Tanner each had his own | aboratory at the think
tank. They were both inmmersed in

their own projects. Andrew frequently worked far into the
ni ght .

One norni ng, when Tanner arrived at the plant, Andrew was
still there. He saw Tanner cone in,

and Andrew junped to his feet. "I'mexcited about this new
nanot echnol ogy experinent. |I'm

devel opi ng a net hod of "

Tanner's mnd drifted to sonething nore inportant: the hot
little redhead he had nmet the night before. She had joi ned
himat the bar, had a drink, taken himto her apartnent, and
gi ven hi ma wonder f ul

time. When she held his—

" and | think it's really going to make a difference.
How does that sound, Tanner?"

Caught by surprise, Tanner said, "Ch. Yes, Andrew. Geat."
Andrew smled. "I knew you would see its possibilities."

Tanner was nore interested in his own secret experinment.
I f m ne works, he thought, 1'll own
t he worl d.

ONE EVENI NG, SHORTLY after his coll ege graduation, Tanner
was at a cocktail party when a pleasant, fem nine voice
behind himsaid, "I've heard a | ot about you, M. Kingsley."

Tanner turned around in anticipation and then tried to
conceal his disappointnent. The speaker was

an unremar kabl e- |1 ooki ng young woman. Al |l that kept her
frombeing plain was a pair of intense



brown eyes and a bright, slightly cynical smle. The sine
gua non for Tanner was the physical beauty

of a woman, and it was clear that this woman didn't make
t he cut.

Even as he said, "Nothing too bad, | hope,"” he was
t hi nki ng up an excuse to get rid of her.

“I'"'m Paul i ne Cooper. My friends call ne Paula. You dated
ny sister Gnny in college. She was mad
about you."

G nny, Gnny. . . Short? Tall? Dark? Bl onde? Tanner stood
there, smling, trying to renmenber
There had been so many.

"@nny wanted to marry you."

That was no help. So did a |ot of others. "Your sister was
very nice. W just didn't seemto be—=

She gave Tanner a sardonic |ook. "Save it. You don't even
remenber her."

He was enbarrassed. "Well, |+
“It's all right. | just attended her wedding."

Tanner was relieved. "Ah. So, Gnny is married."
"Yes, she is." There was a pause. "But |'mnot. Wuld you
i ke to have di nner tonorrow night?"

Tanner took a closer |ook at her. Even though she was not
up to his standards, she appeared to have

a nice body and seened pl easant enough. And this was
certainly an easy lay. Tanner thought of his

dates in baseball ternms. He would throw a woman one pitch.
That was it. |If she didn't hit a hone run,

she was out.

She was watching him "I'Il pay."

Tanner | aughed. "I can handle it—+f you're not a



wor | d-cl ass gourmand. " Try ne.

He | ooked into her eyes and said softly, "I will."

THE FOLLOW NG EVENI NG, they dined at a trendy restaurant
upt own. Paul a was dressed in a creamcolored, |owcut silk
bl ouse, a black skirt, and high-heel ed shoes. As Tanner
wat ched her

stride into the restaurant, it seened to himthat she was
a lot better |ooking than he had renenber ed.

In fact, she had the bearing of a princess from sone
exotic country.

Tanner stood up. "Good evening."

She took his hand. "Good evening." There was a
sel f-assured air about her that was al nost regal.

Wen they were seated, she said, "Let's start over, shall
we? | have no sister."

Tanner | ooked at her, confused. "But you told me—=2"

She smled. "I just wanted to test your reaction, Tanner.
|'"ve heard a | ot about you fromsone of ny friends, and I
becane interested."

Was she tal ki ng about sex? He wondered whom she had spoken
to. It could have been so many—

"Don't junp to conclusions. |I'mnot talking about your
swordsmanshi p. |I'mtal ki ng about your mnd."

It was as though she had been reading his thoughts. "So,
you' re—er—+nterested in m nds?"

"Among ot her things," she said invitingly.

This is going to be an easy hone run. Tanner reached over



and took her hand. "You're really

sonmet hing." He stroked her arm "You're very special.
W' re going to have a good tine together

toni ght. "

She smled. "Are you feeling horny, darling?"

Tanner was taken aback by her bluntness. She was an eager
little thing. Tanner nodded. "Al ways, princess."

She smled. "Fine. Get out your little black book and
we'll try to find soneone who's avail able for
you toni ght."

Tanner froze. He was used to meking sport of wonen, but
none of them had ever nocked himbefore. Tanner stared at
her. "What are you sayi ng?"

"That we're going to have to inprove your line, |ove. Do
you have any idea how trite it is?"

Tanner felt his face getting red. "Wat nakes you think
it's a line?"

She | ooked himin the eye. "It was probably invented by
Met husel ah. When you talk to ne, | want

you to say things that you' ve never said to any woman
before. ™

Tanner | ooked at her, trying to conceal his fury. Wo does
she think she's dealing with—sone high school kid? She was
too dammed i nsol ent for her own good. Strike one. The bitch
s out.

CHAPTER 15



THE WORLD HEADQUARTERS of Kingsley International G oup was
| ocated in | ower Manhatt an,

two blocks fromthe East River. The conpound occupied five
acres of |and and consisted of four

| arge concrete buildings, along with two small staff
houses, fenced in and guarded el ectronically.

At ten o' clock in the norning, Detectives Earl G eenburg

and Robert Praegitzer entered the | obby of the nmain building.
It was spaci ous and nodern, furnished with couches and

tabl es, and half a dozen chairs.

Det ecti ve Greenburg gl anced at the assortnent of nagazi nes
on a table: Virtual Reality, Nuclear and Radi ol ogi cal
Terrorism Robotics Wrld. . . He held up a copy of Genetic
Engi neeri ng News and

turned to Praegitzer. "Don't you get tired of reading

these in your dentist's office?"

Praegitzer grinned. "Yeah."

The two detectives approached the receptioni st and
i dentified thensel ves. "W have an appoi nt nent
with M. Tanner Kingsley."

"He's expecting you. I'll have soneone escort you to his
of fice." She gave them each a KI G badge. "Please turn these
I n when you | eave."

"No problem™

The receptioni st pressed a buzzer, and a nonent |ater, an
attractive young wonan appear ed.

"These gentl enmen have an appointnent with M. Tanner
Ki ngsl ey. "

"Yes. I'mRetra Tyler, one of M. Kingsley's assistants.
Fol | ow ne, please.”

The two detectives wal ked down a long, sterile corridor
with tightly closed office doors on each side.
At the end of the corridor was Tanner's office.



In Tanner's waiting room Kathy O donez, Tanner's bright
young secretary, was seated behind a desk.

"Good norning, gentlenen. You can go right in."

She got up and opened the door to Tanner's private office.
As the detectives stepped inside, they
stopped to stare, in awe.

The huge office was cramred with arcane el ectronic

equi pnent, and the soundproof walls were lined with
wafer-thin television sets displaying live scenes fromcities
around the world. Sone of the views were of busy conference
roons, offices, and | aboratories, while others showed hot el
suites where neetings were taking place. Each set had its own
audi o system and even though the vol unme was barely audi bl e,
It was eerie to hear snippets of sentences spoken

simul taneously in a dozen different |anguages.

A caption appeared at the bottom of each screen
identifying the cities: Mlan . . . Johannesburg .

Zurich . . . Madrid . . . Athens . . . At the far wall was
an eight-tier bookshelf filled with |eather-bound vol unes.

Tanner Kingsley was seated behind a mahogany desk t hat
contained a console with half a dozen

different colored buttons. He was elegantly dressed in a
tailored gray suit with a light blue shirt and

a blue checked tie.

Tanner rose as the two detectives wal ked in. "Good
nor ni ng, gentl enen.”

Earl Greenburg said, "Good norning. W' re—=

"Yes, | know who you are. Detectives Earl G eenburg and
Robert Praegitzer." They shook hands.

"Sit down, please."”

The detectives took seats.

Praegitzer was staring at the swftly changi ng, worl dw de
pi ctures on the profusion of television sets.



He shook his head in admration. "Tal k about today's state
of the art! This is—=

Tanner raised a hand. "W're not tal king here about

today's state of the art, Detective. This technol ogy won't be
on the market for another two or three years. Wth these,
we're able to watch tel econferences

I n a dozen different countries sinultaneously. The

i nformation that pours in fromour offices around

the world is automatically categorized and recorded by

t hese conmputers.™

Praegitzer asked, "M. Kingsley, forgive a sinplistic
guestion. What does a think tank do, exactly?"

"Bottomline? W're problem solvers. W figure out
solutions to problens that may |ie ahead. Sone

t hi nk tanks concentrate in only one area—the mlitary or
econom cs or politics. We deal in national security,
communi cati ons, m crobiol ogy, environnental issues. KIG
functions as an i ndependent

anal yst and critic of |ong-range gl obal consequences for
vari ous governnents."

"Interesting," said Praegitzer.

"Eighty-five percent of our research staff hold advanced
degrees, and nore than sixty-five percent

have Ph.D.s."

"That's i npressive."

"My brother, Andrew, founded this conpany to assist Third
Wrld countries, so we're also heavily involved in start-up
projects there.™

There was a sudden runbl e of thunder and a fl ash of
lightning fromone of the television sets. They
all turned to | ook.

Det ective Greenburg said, "Didn't | read sonething about a
weat her experinment you were doi ng?"

Tanner grimaced. "Yes, it's known around here as



Kingsley's folly. It's one of the few ngjor failures
KIG ever had. It was the one project that | nost hoped
woul d work. Instead, we're closing it down."

Praegitzer asked, "lIs it possible to control the weather?"

Tanner shook his head. "Only to a limted degree. A lot of
peopl e have tried. As |ong ago as 1900,

Ni kol a Tesl a was doi ng experinments with weat her. He

di scovered that ionization of the atnosphere

could be altered by radio waves. In 1958, our Defense

Depart nent experinmented wi th dropping

copper needles into the ionosphere. Ten years l|later, there
was Proj ect Popeye, where the governnent attenpted to extend
t he nonsoon season in Laos, to increase the anbunt of nud in
the Ho Chi M nh Trail. They used a silver iodide nuclei
agent, and generators shot banks of silver iodide into the
cl ouds,

to becone seeds for raindrops.”

"Dd it work?"

"Yes, but on a confined | ocal basis. There are several
reasons why no one will ever be able to control

the weather. One problemis that EIl N no creates warm
tenperatures in the Pacific Ocean that disrupt

the worl d's ecological system while La Nina creates cold
weat her tenperatures in the Pacific, and the

two of them conbi ned conpletely negate any realistic

weat her control planning. The Sout hern Hem sphere i s about
ei ghty percent ocean, while the Northern Hem sphere is sixty
per cent ocean,

causi ng anot her inbalance. In addition to that, the jet
stream determ nes the path of storns, and

there is no way to control that."

Gr eenburg nodded, then hesitated. "Do you know why we're
here, M. Kingsley?"

Tanner studied G eenburg a nonent. "l trust that that is a
rhetorical question. Gtherwise, | would find it offensive.
Kingsley International Goup is a think tank. Four of ny
enpl oyees have di ed or disappeared nysteriously within a
period of twenty-four hours. W have already started our own



I nvestigation.

We have offices in major cities around the world, with

ei ght een hundred enpl oyees, and it is obviously difficult for
nme to keep in contact with all of them But what | have

| earned so far is that two of the enpl oyees who were nurdered
were apparently involved in illegal activities. It cost them
their lives—

but | assure you, it is not going to cost Kingsley
International Group its reputation. | expect our people

to resolve this very quickly."

G eenburg spoke up. "M . Kingsley, there's sonething el se.
We understand that six years ago a

Japanese scientist naned Akira Iso commtted suicide in
Tokyo. Three years ago a Swi ss scienti st

nanmed Madel eine Smth comrmtted suicide in—=

Tanner interrupted. "Zurich. Neither of themcommtted
sui cide. They were nurdered."”

The two detectives | ooked at himin surprise. Praegitzer
asked, "How do you know t hat ?"

There was a hardened tone in Tanner's voice. "They were
killed because of ne."

"When you say—

"Akira Iso was a brilliant scientist. He worked for a
Japanese el ectronics conglonerate call ed Tokyo

First Industrial. | nmet Iso at an international industry
convention in Tokyo. We got along well. | felt

that KIG could offer hima better atnosphere than the

conpany he was with. | nmade himan offer to work here, and he

accepted. In fact, he was very excited about it." Tanner was
fighting to keep his

voi ce steady. "W agreed to keep it confidential until he
was legally able to | eave that conpany. But

he obviously nentioned it to soneone, because there was an
itemabout it in a newspaper col um,

and . " Tanner stopped again for a |ong nonment, then

went on. "The day after the item appeared,

Il so was found dead in a hotel room™



Robert Praegitzer asked, "M . Kingsley, couldn't there
have been other reasons that m ght explain his death?"

Tanner shook his head. "No. | didn't believe he commtted
suicide. | hired investigators and sent them

and sone of ny own people to Japan to try to | earn what
had happened. They couldn't find any

evi dence of foul play, and | thought that perhaps | was
wrong, that possibly there was sone tragedy

in lso' s life that | knew nothing about."

"Then why are you so sure now that he was nurdered?"
Green-burg wanted to know.

"As you mentioned, a scientist nanmed Madel eine Smth
supposedly committed suicide in Zurich, three years ago. Wat
you don't know is that Madeleine Smth also wanted to | eave

t he peopl e she worked

for and cone to our conpany.”

G eenburg frowned. "What makes you think the two deaths
are connect ed?"

Tanner's face was stone. "Because the conpany she worked
for is a branch of the sane Tokyo First Industrial."

There was a stunned sil ence.

Praegitzer said, "There's sonething | don't understand.
Wiy woul d they nurder an enpl oyee just because she wants to
quit? If—=

“"Madel eine Smth wasn't just an enployee. Neither was I|so.
They were brilliant physicists who were about to sol ve
probl enms that woul d have nade the conpany a fortune |arger
t han you can i nmagi ne.

That's why they didn't want to | ose either of themto us.

"Did the Swiss police investigate Smth's deat h?"

"Yes. So did we. But again, we could prove nothing. As a
matter of fact, we're still working on all the deaths that
occurred, and | expect that we wll solve them KIG has
far-reaching connections all over the world. If | get any



useful information, I wll be happy to share it with you.
hope you will reciprocate."

G eenburg said, "That's fair enough."

A gol d- pl ated phone on Tanner's desk rang. "Excuse ne." He
wal ked over to the desk and picked up

the phone. "Hello. . . . Yes. . . . The investigation's
com ng along very satisfactorily. As a matter of fact, two
detectives are in nmy office at this nonment, and they have
agreed to cooperate with us." He glanced over at Praegitzer
and Greenburg. "Right. . . . I'll let you know when we have
any further news." He replaced the receiver.

G eenburg asked, "M . Kingsley, are you working on
anyt hi ng sensitive here?"

"You nean are we working on sonething sensitive enough to
have half a dozen peopl e nurdered? Detective G eenburg, there
are nore than a hundred think tanks around the world, sone of
t hem

wor ki ng on exactly the sane problenms we are. W' re not
bui | di ng atom ¢ bonbs here. The answer

to your question is no."

The door opened, and Andrew Ki ngsley wal ked into the

office carrying a stack of papers. Andrew Kingsley bore
little resenblance to his brother. Hs features seened to be
blurred. He had thinning gray hair, a lined face, and he

wal ked in a slightly stooped posture. \Wereas Tanner Kingsley
was brimmng with vitality and intelligence, Andrew Kingsley
appeared to be slowwitted and apathetic. He spoke haltingly
and seened to have trouble putting sentences together.

"Here are those—you know-+those notes you asked for,
Tanner. I'msorry | didn't finish—+inish themearlier."

"That's perfectly all right, Andrew." Tanner turned to the
two detectives. "This is ny brother, Andrew. Detectives
G eenburg and Praegitzer.™

Andrew | ooked at them uncertainly and blinked.

"Andrew, do you want to tell them about your Nobel Prize?"



Andrew | ooked at Tanner and said vaguely, "Yes, the Nobel
Prize . . . the Nobel Prize ..."

They watched as he turned and shuffled out of the room

Tanner sighed. "As | nentioned, Andrew was the founder of
this conpany, a truly brilliant man. He

was awar ded the Nobel Prize for one of his discoveries
seven years ago. Unfortunately, he becanme involved in an
experiment that went wong and it—+t changed him" Hi s tone
was bitter.

"He nmust have been a renarkabl e nman."
"You have no idea."

Earl G eenburg rose and held out his hand. "Well, we won't
take up any nore of your tine,

M. Kingsley. W'll keep in touch.™

"Gentl emen— Tanner's voice was steel. "Let's get these
crines sol ved—+fast."

CHAPTER 16

TANNER COULD NOT stop broodi ng about the woman he had

t hought of as Princess. And the nore

he t hought about how insol ent she had been and how she had
ridiculed him the nore incensed he becane. We're going to
have to i nprove your line, |love. Do you have any i dea how
trite it is?.

Are you feeling horny, darling?. . . Get out your little
bl ack book and we'll try to find soneone

who's avail able for you tonight... It was as though he



needed to exorcise her. He deci ded he woul d
see her once nore, to give her the coneuppance she
deserved, and then forget about her.

TANNER WAI TED THREE days and tel ephoned. "Princess?"

"Who is this?" He was ready to sl am down the phone. How
many goddamm nen cal |l ed her Princess?

He managed to keep his voice calm "This is Tanner

Ki ngsl ey. "

"Oh, yes. How are you?" Her tone was conpletely
indifferent. I've made a m stake, Tanner thought.

| should never have called her. "I thought we could have
di nner again sonetine, but you're probably busy, so let's
forget —

"What about this evening?"

Tanner was caught off guard again. He could not wait to
teach the bitch a | esson.

FOUR HOURS LATER, Tanner was seated across a table from
Paul a Cooper at a small French restaurant east of Lexington
Avenue. He was surprised by how pl eased he was to see her
again. He

had forgotten how vital and alive she was.

"lI'"ve mssed you, Princess," Tanner said.

She smled. "Oh, |'ve mssed you, too. You're really
sonet hing. You're very special."

They were his words com ng back to him nocking him Damm
her .



It | ooked |ike the evening was going to be a replay of

their last neeting. On Tanner's other romantic eveni ngs, he
had al ways been the one who controlled the conversation. Wth
Princess, he had the unsettling feeling that she was al ways
one step ahead of him She had a qui ck coneback for
everything he had to say. She was witty and swift and took

no nonsense from hi m

The wonmen Tanner dated were beautiful and willing, but for
the first tinme in his |life, Tanner felt that perhaps
sonet hi ng had been m ssing. They had been too easy. They were
al |l agreeable, but they

were too agreeable. There was no chall enge. Paula, on the

ot her hand ...

"Tell me about you," Tanner said.

She shrugged. "My father was rich and powerful and | grew

up as a spoiled brat—naids and butlers—waiters to serve us at
the swi nm ng pool, Radcliffe, and a finishing school —+he
whol e bit.

Then ny father lost it all and died. |I've been working as

an executive assistant to a politician."

"Are you enjoying it?"

“"No. He's boring." Her eyes nmet his. "I'm|looking for
someone nore interesting.”

THE NEXT DAY, Tanner called again.
"Princess?"

"I was hoping you would call, Tanner." Her voice was
I nviting.

Tanner felt a small frisson of pleasure. "Wre you?"



"Yes. \Where are you taking ne to dinner tonight?"
He | aughed. "Anywhere you would like to go."

“I"'d like to go to Maxims in Paris, but 1'll settle for
goi ng anywhere if | can be with you."

She had thrown himoff guard again, but for sonme reason,
her words warnmed hi m

THEY HAD DI NNER at La Cote Basque on Fifty-fifth Street,
and t hroughout dinner, Tanner kept |ooking at her and
wonderi ng why he was so attracted to her. It was not her
| ooks; it was her m nd

and personality that were dazzling. Her whole essence

bl azed with intelligence and sel f-confi dence.

She was the nost independent wonan he had ever known.

Their conversations ranged over nyriad subjects, and
Tanner found her to be remarkably
know edgeabl e.

"What do you want to do with your life, Princess?"

She studi ed Tanner a nonent before answering. "I want
power —t he power to nake things happen.™

Tanner smled. "Then we're a lot alike."

"How many wonen have you said that to, Tanner?"

He found hinself getting angry. "WI| you stop doing that?
Wien | say you're different from any

woman |'ve ever —

"Ever what ?"

Tanner said, exasperated. "You frustrate ne."

"Poor darling. If you' re frustrated, why don't you go take



a shower =2"

The anger started again. He had had enough. He rose.
“"Never mnd. There's no use trying to—

—at ny pl ace.

Tanner could hardly believe what he was hearing. "Your
pl ace?"

"Yes, | have a little pied-a-terre on Park Avenue," she
said. "Wuld you |like to take ne hone?"

They ski pped dessert.

THE LI TTLE PI ED- A- TERRE was a sunptuous apartnent,
beautifully furnished. Tanner | ooked around, amazed at how
| uxurious it was, and how el egant. The apartnent suited her:
an eclectic

collection of paintings, a refectory table, a | arge
chandelier, an Italian settee, and a set of six

Chi ppendal e chairs and a couch. That was all that Tanner
had tinme to see before she said, "Cone

see ny bedroom"

The bedroom was done in white, with all-white furniture,
and a large mrrored ceiling over the bed.

Tanner | ooked around and said, "I'minpressed. This is the
nost —

"Shh." Paula began to undress him "W can talk later."

When she had finished undressing Tanner, she started
slowy taking off her own clothes. She had

a body that was erotic perfection. Her arnms were around
Tanner and she was pressed agai nst him

and she put her lips to his ear and whi spered, "That's
enough foreplay."

They were in bed and she was ready for him and when he



was inside her, she squeezed her hips and thighs tightly
together and then rel axed them and squeezed again and
repeated it, getting Tanner nore and nore excited. She kept
shifting her body slightly, so that each sensation was
different for him She gave hi mvoluptuous gifts he had never
| magi ned, stimulating himto an ecstatic pitch of excitenent.
Much |l ater, they talked far into the night.

They were together every evening after that. Princess was

constantly surprising Tanner with her hunor and charm and
gradually, in his eyes, she had becone beautiful.

ONE MORNI NG, ANDREW said to Tanner, "I've never seen you
smle so nuch. Is it a woman?"

Tanner nodded. "Yes."
"Is it serious? Are you going to marry her?"
"“I"ve been thinking about it."

Andrew regarded Tanner for a nonent. "Maybe you shoul d
tell her."

Tanner squeezed Andrew s arm "Maybe | wll."

The follow ng night, Tanner and Princess were alone in her
apart nent.

Tanner began, "Princess, you once asked ne to say to you
sonething | had never said to a wonan before."

"Yes, darling?"
"Here it is. | want you to marry ne."

There was a nonent's hesitation, and she grinned and flew
into his arns. "OCh, Tanner!"



He | ooked into her eyes. "lIs that a yes?"

"I want to marry you, darling, but—+'mafraid we have a
probl em "

"What probl en?"

"I told you. I want to do something inportant. | want

enough power to nmake things happen—+o change things. And the
root of that is noney. How can we have a future together if
you don't have a future?"

Tanner took her hand. "There's no problem | own half of
an inportant business, Princess. One day

"' m going to make enough noney to give you everything you
want . "

She shook her head. "No. Your brother, Andrew, tells you
what to do. | know all about you two.

He won't |l et the conmpany grow, and | need nore than you
can give ne now. "

"You're wong."
nmeet Andrew. "

Tanner reflected a nonent. "I want you to

THE THREE OF them had |unch the foll owi ng day. Paul a was
charmng, and it was obvious that Andrew | i ked her

i mredi ately. Andrew had been worried about sone of the wonen
hi s brother had

been taking out. This one was different. She was

personable and intelligent and witty. Andrew | ooked over at
his brother, and his nod neant "good choice."

Paul a said, "I think that what Kingsley Goup is doing is
wonder ful , Andrew, hel ping so nany people around the worl d.
Tanner's told nme all about it."

"I"mgrateful that we can do it. And we're going to do
even nore."



"You nean the conpany's going to expand?"

“"Not in that sense. | nean that we're going to send nore
people to nore countries where they can

be hel pful ."

Tanner said quickly, "Then we'll start to get contracts

for assignnents here and—

Andrew smled. "Tanner is so inpatient. There's no hurry.
Let's do what we were neant to do first, Tanner. Help
ot hers."

Tanner | ooked over at Princess. Her expression was
nonconm ttal. The next day, Tanner tel ephoned. "Hi, Princess.
What tinme should |I pick you up?"

There was a nonent of silence. "Darling, I'mso sorry. |
can't keep our date tonight."

Tanner was caught by surprise. "Is anything wong?"

“"No. Afriend of mneis in tow and | have to see him"
Hi n? Tanner felt a pang of jeal ousy.
"I understand. Then tonorrow night we'l|l =

"No, | can't tonorrow. Wiy don't we make it Monday?" She
was going to spend the weekend wi th whoever it was. Tanner
hung up, worried and frustrated.

MONDAY NI GHT, PRI NCESS apol ogi zed. "I'm sorry about the
weekend, darling. It's just that this
is an old friend who cane to town to see ne."

Into Tanner's mnd flashed a picture of Princess's
beauti ful apartnment. There was no way she could afford that
on a salary. "Who is he?"



"I"'msorry. | can't tell you his nane. He's—he's too well
known and he doesn't |ike publicity."

“"Are you in love with hinf"

She took Tanner's hand and said softly, "Tanner, I'min
| ove with you. And only you."

“I's he in love with you?"

She hesitated. "Yes."

Tanner thought: | have to find a way to give her
everything she wants. | can't | ose her.
* * *

The NEXT DAY, at 4:58 a.m, Andrew Kingsley was awakened
by the sound of his ringing tel ephone.

"I have a call for you from Sweden. Hold on, please."

A nonent |ater, a voice with a slight Swedish accent said:
"Congratul ations, M. Kingsley. The Nobel Committee has
chosen you to receive the Nobel Prize in Physics for this
year, for your innovative
wor k i n nanot echnol ogy . "

The Nobel Prize! Wen the conversation was over, Andrew
hurriedly dressed and went straight to his office. The m nute
Tanner arrived, Andrew rushed to tell his brother the news.

Tanner threw his arns around him "The Nobel! That's
wonder ful, Andrewt Wnderful!'"

And it was. Because now all of Tanner's problens were
about to be sol ved.

Five mnutes |ater, Tanner was tal king to Princess. "Do
you see what this neans, darling? Now that Kingsley Goup has
a Nobel Prize, we can get all the business we can handle. |I'm



tal ki ng about big governnment contracts and huge corporations.
"Il be able to give you the world."

"That's fabul ous, darling."
"WIIl you marry nme?"

"Tanner, | want to marry you nore than anything in the
worl d."

When Tanner replaced the receiver, he was euphoric. He
hurried into his brother's office. "Andrew,
l"mgetting married."

Andrew | ooked up and said warmy, "That's good news. Wen
I s the weddi ng?"

"We'll set it up soon. The whole staff will be invited."

WHEN TANNER VENT into his office the follow ng norning,
Andrew was waiting for him He
was wearing a boutonniere.

"What's that for?"

Andrew grinned. "lI'mgetting ready for your wedding. |'m
so happy for you."

"Thank you, Andrew. "
The news spread quickly. Since the weddi ng had not been

of ficially announced, no one said anything
to Tanner, but there were know ng | ooks and sm |l es.

TANNER VEENT I NTO his brother's office. "Andrew, with the
Nobel , everybody will be comng to



us. And with the prize noney—

Andrew interrupted. "Wth the prize noney, we can afford
to hire nore people to send to Eritrea
and Uganda."

Tanner said slowy, "But you' re going to use this award to
build up this business, aren't you?"

Andr ew shook his head. "We're doing just what we set out
to do, Tanner.

Tanner | ooked at his brother a |ong nmonent. "It's your
conpany, Andrew. "

TANNER TELEPHONED HER as soon as he had made his deci sion.

"Princess, | have to go to Washi ngton on busi ness. You nay
not hear fromne for a day or two."

She said teasingly, "No bl ondes, brunettes, or redheads."

"No chance. You're the only woman in the world I'min |ove
with."

"And I'min love with you."

THE FOLLOW NG MORNI NG Tanner Kingsley was at the
Pent agon, neeting with the arny chief
of staff, General Al an Barton.

"I thought your proposal was very interesting,"” GCeneral
Barton said. "W were di scussi ng whom we

were going to use for the test.™



"Your test involves mcro-nanotechnol ogy, and ny brother
just got a Nobel Prize for his work init."

"W are well aware of that."

"He is so excited about this that he would like to do it
pro bono."

"We're flattered, M. Kingsley. W don't have many Nobel

| aureates offering their services." He | ooked up to make sure
the door was closed. "This is top secret. If it works, it's
going to be one of the nost inportant conponents of our
armanment. Mol ecul ar nano-technol ogy can give us control of
the physical world at the | evel of individual atons. Until
now, efforts to make chips even snaller than they are have
been bl ocked by the electron interference called 'cross

tal k,' when electrons are uncontrolled. If this experinent is
successful, it will give us significant new defense weapons
and attack weapons."

Tanner said, "There's no danger to this experinent, is
there? | don't want anything to happen to ny brother."

"You need not worry. We will send over all the equi pnent
you need, including the safe suits and two

of our scientists to work with your brother."

"Then we have a go-ahead?"

"You have a go-ahead.™

On his way back to New York, Tanner thought, Now all
have to do is convi nce Andrew.

CHAPTER 17



ANDREW WAS I N his office, |ooking at a colorful bookl et
that the Nobel Commttee had sent him

along with a note: "We're | ooking forward to your

arrival." There were pictures of the huge Stockhol m concert
hall, with the audi ence appl auding a Nobel |aureate as he
wal ked across the stage to receive

his award fromKing Carl XVI CGustav of Sweden. And soon
"Il be up there, Andrew thought.

The door opened and Tanner wal ked in. "W have to talk."
Andrew set the booklet aside. "Yes, Tanner?"

Tanner took a deep breath. "I've just conmtted Kingsley
Group to assist the arnmy in an experinent they're
conducting.”

"You what ?"
"The test involves cryogenics. They need your help."

Andrew shook his head. "No. | can't get involved in that,
Tanner. This isn't the sort of thing we're
doi ng here.™

"This isn't about noney, Andrew. This is about the defense
of the United States of America. It's

very inmportant to the army. You' d be doing this for your
country. Pro bono. They need you."

Tanner spent anot her hour persuading him Finally, Andrew
gave in. "All right. But this is the | ast
time we get off the track, Tanner. Agreed?"

Tanner smled. "Agreed. | can't tell you how proud I am of
you. "

HE CALLED PRI NCESS and | eft a nessage on her voice nmail.
"I'"'m back, darling. W have a very inportant experinent



comng up. I'Il call you when it's over. | |ove you."

TWO ARMY TECHNI CI ANS arrived to brief Andrew on the

progress they had nade so far. Andrew had been reluctant at
first, but as they discussed the project, Andrew becane nore
and nore excited.

I f the problens could be solved, it would be a major

br eakt hr ough.

An hour | ater, Andrew watched as an arny truck drove

t hrough the gates of Kingsley G oup, escorted

by two arny staff cars, carrying arnmed sol diers. He went
out to neet the colonel in charge of the cadre.

"Here it is, M. Kingsley. Wat do we do with it?"

"I'"I'l handle it fromhere," Andrew said. "Just unload it
and we'll take over."

"Yes, sir." The colonel turned to two sol diers standing at
the rear of the truck. "Let's unload it. And be careful. |
mean very careful ."

The nen reached inside the truck and gingerly brought out
a small, heavy-duty netallic carrying case.

Wthin mnutes, two staff assistants were carrying the
case into a | aboratory, under Andrew s supervi sion.

"On that table,” he said, "very gently." He watched as

they set it down. "Fine."

"One of us could have carried it. It's very light."

"You woul dn't believe how heavy it is," Andrew told them
The two assistants | ooked at him puzzled. "What?"

Andr ew shook his head. "Never mnd."



Two expert chemi sts, Perry Stanford and Harvey Wal ker, had
been selected to work on the project
wi t h Andr ew.

The two nmen had al ready donned the heavy protective suits
that were required for the experinent.

"'l get suited up," Andrew said. "Be right back."

He wal ked down the corridor to a closed door and opened
it. Inside were racks holding full chem cal

gear resenbling space suits, along with gas nasks,

goggl es, speci al shoes, and heavy gl oves.

Andrew wal ked into the roomto put on his suit, and Tanner
was there to wi sh himl uck.

WHEN ANDREW RETURNED to the | aboratory, Stanford and

Wal ker were waiting. The three

men neticul ously sealed the roomso that it was airtight,
then carefully secured the door. They could

all feel the excitenent in the air.

"All set?"

St anford nodded. "Ready."

Wal ker said, "Ready."

" Masks. "

They donned their protective gas masks.

"Let's begin," Andrew said. He cautiously lifted the |lid
fromthe netallic box. Inside were six snal

vials fitted snugly into protective cushions. "Be

careful ," he warned. "These genies are two hundred twenty-two
degrees below zero." H's voice was nuffl ed by the gas nask.



Stanford and Wal ker watched as Andrew gently lifted the
first vial and opened it. It began hissing,

and steamrising fromthe vial turned into a freezing
cloud that seenmed to saturate the room

"All right," Andrew said. "Now, the first thing we have to
do—the first thing— H's eyes w dened.

He was choking, his face turning chalky white. He tried to
speak, but no words cane out.

Stanford and Wal ker watched in horror as Andrew s body
tunbled to the floor. Wl ker hastily capped

the vial and closed the case. Stanford hurried to the wal
and pressed a button that activated a gi ant

fan that swept the frigid gas vapor out of the |ab.

When the air was clear, the two scientists opened the door
and hurriedly carried Andrew outsi de.

Tanner, wal ki ng down the hallway, saw what was happeni ng
and a pani cky | ook cane over his face.

He ran over to the two nen and | ooked down at his brother.
"What the hell is going on?"

Stanford said, "There's been an accident and—

"What kind of accident?" Tanner was screamng |like a

madman. "What have you done to ny brother?" People were
starting to gather around. "Call 911. Never m nd. W haven't
time for that. We'll get him

to the hospital in one of our cars.”

TWENTY M NUTES LATER, Andrew was lying on a gurney in a
room of the energency ward at

St. Vincent's Hospital in Manhattan. There was a pul sating
oxygen mask on his face and an IV in his

arm Two doctors were hovering over him

Tanner was frantically pacing up and down. "You've got to
take care of whatever is wong," he yelled. "Now"



One of the doctors said, "M. Kingsley, | nmust ask you to
| eave the room"

“"No," Tanner shouted. "I'mstaying right here with ny
brother." He wal ked over to the gurney where Andrew was

| yi ng, unconscious, and took his hand and squeezed it. "Cone
on, bro. Wake up. W

need you."

There was no response.

Tears filled Tanner's eyes. "You're going to be fine.

Don't worry. We're going to fly in the best

doctors in the world. You're going to get well." He turned
to the doctors. "I want a private suite

and twenty-four-hour private nurses, and I want a cot put
in his room |I'mstaying with him"

"M. Kingsley, we'd like to finish our exam nation."
Tanner said defiantly, "I'Il be waiting in the hall."

ANDREW WAS RUSHED downstairs for a nunmber of MRl and CAT
scans as well as extensive

bl ood work. A nore sophisticated scan, a PET scan, was
schedul ed. Afterward, he was noved to

a suite where three doctors were tending him

Tanner was in the hallway, sitting in a chair, waiting.

When one of the doctors finally came out of Andrew s room
Tanner |eaped to his feet. "He's going to be all right, isn't
he?"

The doctor hesitated. "We're transferring himimedi ately
to the Walter Reed Arny Medical Center,

i n Washi ngton, for further diagnosis, but frankly, M.

Ki ngsl ey, we don't have much hope."

"What the hell are you tal king about?" Tanner was yelling.
"OF course he's going to get well. He was



in that lab only a few m nutes."

The doctor was about to reprimand him but he | ooked up,
and Tanner's eyes were filled with tears.

Tanner rode to Washington in the anbul ance plane with his
unconsci ous brother. He kept reassuring
himduring the entire flight. "The doctors say you're

going to be fine. . . . They're going to give you sonething
to make you well. . . . Al you need is alittle rest.”
Tanner put his arns around his brother. "You' ve got to get
well in time for us to go to Sweden to pick up your Nobel
Prize."

* % *

FOR THE NEXT t hree days, Tanner slept on a cot in Andrew s
room and stayed by his brother's side

as much as the doctors would allow it. Tanner was in the

wai ting roomat Walter Reed when one of the attending doctors
approached him

"How i s he doi ng?" Tanner asked. "Is he—2" He saw the
expression on the doctor's face. "Wiat is it?"

"I"'mafraid it's very bad. Your brother is lucky to be
alive. Whatever that experinental gas was, it was extrenely
toxic."

"We can bring in doctors from—=

"It"'s no use. I'"'mafraid the toxins have already affected
your brother's brain cells.™

Tanner winced. "But isn't there a cure for—for what he
has?"

The doctor said caustically, "M . Kingsley, the arny
doesn't even have a nane for it yet, and you

want to know if there's a cure? No. |'msorry. I'mafraid
he' s—he's never going to be hinself again.”



Tanner stood there, his fists clenched, his face white.

"Your brother's awake now. You can go in and see him but
only for a few m nutes.™

When Tanner wal ked into Andrew s hospital room Andrew s
eyes were open. He stared at his visitor,

a bl ank expression on his face.

The phone rang and Tanner noved to answer it. It was
CGeneral Barton. "lI'mterribly sorry about what happened to—

"You bastard! You told nme that ny brother wouldn't be in
any danger."

"I don't know what went wong, but | assure you—

Tanner slammed down the receiver. He heard his brother's
voi ce and turned.

"Wher e—where am | ?" Andrew nunbl ed.

"You're at Walter Reed hospital, in Washington."
"Why? Who's sick?"

"You are, Andrew. "

"What happened?"

"Sonmet hi ng went wong with the experinent."

"I don't renenber—=

“It's all right. Don't worry. You'll be taken care of.
"Il see to it." Tanner watched Andrew s eyes cl ose.

He took one last ook at his brother lying in bed and |eft
t he room

PRI NCESS SENT FLOWERS to the hospital. Tanner planned to



call her, but his secretary said,

"Oh, she phoned. She had to go out of town. She'll cal
you as soon as she returns. She said to tel

you that she |oves you."

A week | ater, Andrew and Tanner were back in New York.

Wrd about what had happened to Andrew had raced through

Ki ngsl ey Goup. Wthout himin charge, would the think tank
continue to exist?

When the news of the accident becanme public, it was sure

to damage Kingsley Goup's reputation.

That doesn't matter, Tanner thought. |'m going to nake
this the biggest think tank in the world. Now

| can give Princess nore than she ever dreaned of. In a
few years—

Tanner's secretary buzzed. "There's a |inousine driver
here to see you, M. Kingsley."

Tanner was puzzled. "Send himin."

A uni formed chauffeur wal ked in, holding an envel ope.
"Tanner Ki ngsl ey?"

"Yes."
"I was asked to deliver this to you personally."”
He handed Tanner the envel ope and |eft.

Tanner | ooked at it and grinned. He recognized Princess's
handwiting. She had pl anned sone ki nd

of surprise for him Eagerly, he opened the envel ope. The
not e read:

It isn't going to work, ny dearest. Right now | need nore
than you can give nme, so I'm

marryi ng soneone who is able to do that. |I | ove you and
always will. I know you will find

this hard to believe, but what | amdoing is for the good
of both of us.



Tanner's face had gone pale. He stared at the note for a
long time and then dropped it nervel essly

i nto the wastebasket. H's triunph had conme one day too

| at e.

CHAPTER 18

THE FOLLOW NG DAY Tanner was sitting quietly at his desk
when his secretary buzzed.

"There's a conmttee here to see you, M. Kingsley."

"A commttee?" Yes, sir.

"Send themin."

Supervi sors from several Kingsley Goup departnents wal ked
into Tanner's office. "W'd like to

talk to you, M. Kingsley."

"Sit down."

They took seats.

"What's the probl enf”

One of the forenen said, "Well, we're kind of worried.

After what's happened to your brother
s Kingsley G oup going to stay in business?"

Tanner shook his head. "I don't know. At this point |I'm
still in shock. | can't believe what's happened

to Andrew." He was thoughtful for a nmonent. "1'Il tell you
what |1'll do. |I can't predict our chances, but I'magoing to

make every effort to see if we can stay afloat. That's a



promse. |'ll keep you inforned."

There were murnmurs of "Thank you," and Tanner watched the

men depart.

THE DAY THAT Andrew got out of the hospital, Tanner set
himup in alittle staff house on the property, where he
could be taken care of, and gave himan office next to his.
The enpl oyees were stunned to see what had happened to
Andrew. He had changed froma brilliant, alert scientist to
a

zonbi e. Most of the day Andrew sat in his chair, |ooking
out the wi ndow, half asleep, but he seened happy to be back
at Kingsley Goup, even though he had little idea of what was
goi ng on. Al the enployees were touched by how well Tanner
treated his brother and how solicitous and caring he

was of him

THE ATMOSPHERE AT Ki ngsl ey Group changed al nost overni ght.
When Andrew was runni ng

it, it had been casual. Now suddenly it had becone nore
formal and was being run as a business

I nstead of a philanthropy. Tanner sent out agents to sign

up clients for the conpany. Busi ness began

to flourish at an extraordi nary pace, and Tanner changed

the conmpany nane to Kingsley International G oup, just as he
had pl anned.

WORD ABOUT PRI NCESSS' S good- bye note had spread quickly
t hrough KIG The enpl oyees
had been prepared for the marriage, and they wondered how



Tanner woul d take this blow There
was a great deal of specul ation anong the staff about what
he would do after being jilted.

Two days after Tanner had received the letter, an item had

appeared in the newspapers announci ng that Tanner's

bri de-to-be had marri ed Ednond Barclay, a billionaire nedia
tycoon. The only changes in Tanner Kingsley seened to be an
i ncreased noodi ness and a work ethic that was even stronger
than it was before. Every norning he spent two hours al one,
wor ki ng on a project that was shrouded in secrecy.

ONE EVENI NG TANNER was invited to speak at MENSA, the
hi gh-1Q society. Since many of the enployees at KIG were
menbers, he agreed to accept.

When Tanner cane into headquarters the follow ng norning,
he was acconpani ed by one of the nost beautiful wonmen his
staff had ever seen. She was Latin |ooking, with dark eyes,
an olive conpl exi on,

and a sensational figure.

Tanner introduced her to the staff. "This is Sebasti ana
Cortez. She spoke at MENSA | ast night. She
was brilliant."

Tanner's whol e attitude suddenly seened |ighter. Tanner
t ook Sebastiana into his office, and they did

not reappear for nore than an hour. After they cane out,
they had lunch in Tanner's private dining room

One of the enpl oyees | ooked up Sebastiana Cortez on the
Internet. She was a fornmer Mss Argentina, and her hone was
in Cncinnati, where she was married to a prom nent

busi nessman.

VWhen Sebasti ana and Tanner went back into his office after
| unch, Tanner buzzed his secretary and
told her to hold all calls. Mnents |ater, Tanner's voice



could be heard in the reception roomthrough
the intercom which had been | eft open.

"Don't worry, darling. W'll find a way to nmake it work."

The secretaries started gathering around the intercom
eagerly listening to the conversation.

"We have to be very careful. My husband is a jeal ous
man. "

"There's no problem 1'Il make arrangenents for us to keep
i n touch."

It did not take a genius to figure out what was happeni ng.
The staff was amazed at how qui ckly he

had gotten over Princess. It was all that the secretaries
could do to keep fromgiggling. "I'"msorry

you have to go hone just now. "

"I am too. | wish | could stay, but—+t can't be hel ped."

VWHEN TANNER AND Sebastiana |eft the office, they were the
pi cture of decorum The staff took delight in the idea that
Tanner had no clue they were aware of what was goi ng on.

The day after Sebastiana departed, Tanner arranged for a
phone, gilded in gold, to be installed in his office wth a
digital scranbler. H's secretary and assistants had orders
never to answer it.

Fromthat tinme on, Tanner spoke on the gold phone al nost
every day, and at the end of each nonth,

he went away for a | ong weekend and canme back | ooki ng
refreshed. He never told his staff where he

had been, but they knew.

Two of Tanner's aides were tal king, and one of themsaid
to the other, "Does the word rendezvous
ring a bell?"



Tanner's love life had started again, and the change in
hi m was renar kabl e. Everybody was happy.

CHAPTER 19

THE WORDS KEPT echoi ng through Di ane Stevens's brain: This

I's Ron Jones. | just wanted to | et
you know that | received your paperwork and the change was
made, just as you requested. . . . W cremated your husbands

body one hour ago.

How coul d the nortuary have nmade such a m stake? Lost in
her grief, could she have called and

asked themto cremate Richard? Never. And she had no
secretary. None of it nmade any sense.

Soneone at the nortuary had m sunderstood, confused
Richard's nane with a simlar name of

anot her body at the nortuary.

They had delivered an urn with Richard's ashes in it.

Di ane stood, staring at it. Was Richard really

in there? . . . Was his laughter in there? . . . The arns
that had held her close . . . the warmlips that

had pressed against hers . . . the mnd that had been so

bright and funny . . . the voice that had said,

"I love you" . . . were all his dreans and passions and a
t housand nore things in that little urn?

Di ane's thoughts were interrupted by the ringing of the
t el ephone. "M's. Stevens?”

"Yes.

"This is Tanner Kingsley's office. M. Kingsley would



appreciate it if he could nmake an appoi nt nent
for you to cone and neet with him"

THAT HAD BEEN two days ago, and now Di ane was wal ki ng
t hrough the entrance of KIG and approachi ng the reception
desk.

The receptionist said, "May | help you?"

"My nane is Diane Stevens. | have an appointnent to see
Tanner Kingsley."

"Ch, Ms. Stevens! We're all so sorry about M. Stevens.
VWhat a terrible thing to happen. Terrible."

D ane swal | owed. "Yes."

TANNER WAS TALKING to Retra Tyler. "I have two neetings
comng up. Let's do a conplete
scan on both of them?"

"Yes, sir.
He wat ched his assistant | eave.

The intercom buzzed. "Ms. Stevens is here to see you, M.
Ki ngsl ey. "

Tanner pressed one of the buttons on the el ectronic panel
on his desk and D ane Stevens appeared

on a wall television screen. Her blonde hair was tied back
in a knot, and she was wearing a white

and navy pinstriped skirt, and a white bl ouse. She | ooked
pal e.

"Send her in, please."



He watched Diane walk in the door and rose to greet her.
"Thank you for comng, Ms. Stevens."

Di ane nodded. " Good norning."
"Pl ease, sit down."
Di ane took a chair across from his desk.

“"Needl ess to say, all of us were shocked by your husband's
brutal murder. You can be sure that

whoever is responsible will be brought to justice as

qui ckly as possible."

Ashes.

“If you don't mnd, | would like to ask you a few
questions.”

"Yes?"
"Did your husband often discuss his work with you?"

Di ane shook her head. "Not really. It was a separate part
of our life together because it was
so technical ."

In the surveillance roomdown the hall, Retra Tyler had
turned on a voice recognition machine, a voice stress

anal yzer, and a television recorder, and was taping the scene
taking place in Tanner's office.

"I know how difficult it nmust be for you to discuss this,"
Tanner said, "but how nuch do you know
about your husband's connection with drugs?"

D ane was staring at him too dunmbfounded to speak.
Finally, she found her voice. "What-—what are

you aski ng? Richard never would have had anything to do
Wi th drugs."”

"Ms. Stevens, the police found a threatening note from
the Mafia in his pocket, and—=



The idea of Richard being involved with drugs was
unt hi nkabl e. Could Richard have had a secret life
t hat she knew not hi ng about? No, no, no.

Di ane's heart began to pound, and she felt the bl ood
rushing to her face. They killed himto punish ne. "M.
Ki ngsl ey, Richard didn't—=

Tanner's tone was synpathetic, but at the sanme tine
determned. "lI'mso sorry to put you through this, but I
fully intend to get to the bottom of what happened to your
husband. "

|'"'mthe bottom Diane thought, mserably. I'mthe one
you're | ooking for. Richard di ed because |

testified against Altieri. She was beginning to
hyperventi | at e.

Tanner Kingsley was watching her. He said, "I won't keep
you, Ms. Stevens. | can see how upset you are. We'll talk
again |ater. Perhaps there's sonething you'll renmenber. If
you think of anything that m ght be hel pful, | would

appreciate it if you would call me." Tanner reached into a
drawer and pulled out an enbossed busi ness card. "This has ny
private cell phone nunber on it. You can reach ne day or

ni ght . "

Di ane took the card. Al that was on it was Tanner's nane
and a nunber.

D ane rose, her legs trenbling.

"1 apol ogi ze for having to put you through this. In the
meantinme, if there is anything that | can do for you—anythi ng
you need, | am at your service."

D ane was barely able to speak. "Thank you. |—thank you."
She turned and wal ked out of the office, nunb.

As Di ane reached the reception room she heard the wonan
behi nd the desk speaking to soneone else. "If | were a
superstitious person, | would think soneone had put a curse
on KIG And now your



husband, Ms. Harris. W were all so shocked to hear about
the dreadful thing that happened to him
To die like that is just awful."

The words sounded om nously famliar to D ane. Wat had
happened to the woman's husband? D ane turned to see whomthe
receptioni st was addressing. It was a stunning-| ooking, young
African-Anerican wonman, dressed in black slacks and a silk
turtl e-neck sweater. On her finger was a large enerald ring
and a di anond wedding ring. Diane had a sudden feeling

that it was inportant that she speak to her.

As Diane started to approach her, Tanner's secretary cane
in. "M. Kingsley will see you now. "

And Di ane watched Kelly Harris di sappear into Tanner's
of fice.

Tanner rose to greet Kelly. "Thank you for com ng, Ms.
Harris. Did you have a satisfactory flight?"

"Yes, thank you."
"Woul d you |ike anything? Coffee or—=2"
Kel |y shook her head.

"I know what a difficult tine this nust be for you, Ms.
Harris, but | need to ask you a few questions.”

In the surveillance room Retra Tyler was watching Kelly
on the television set and recording the scene.

"Did you and your husband have a cl ose rel ati onshi p?"
Tanner asked.

"Very cl ose."

"Whul d you say that he was honest with you?"

Kelly | ooked at him puzzled. "W had no secrets. Mark was
t he nost honest, open, human being

|'ve ever knowmn. He— Kelly was finding it difficult to go
on.



"Did he often discuss his work with you?"

“No. What Mark did was very—onplicated. W didn't talk
much about it."

"Did you and Mark have many Russian friends?"

Kelly | ooked at him confused. "M. Kingsley, | don't know
what these questions—

"Did your husband tell you he had a big deal com ng up and
that he was going to nake a | ot of noney?"

Kelly was getting upset. "No. If that were so, Mark would
have told ne."

"Did Mark ever discuss O ga?"

Kelly was filled with a sudden foreboding. "M . Kingsley,
exactly what is this all about?"

"The Paris police found a note in your husband' s pocket.
It nmentioned a reward for sone information

and was signed 'Love, Oga.'"

Kelly sat there, stunned. "I—+ don't know what—=

"But you did say he discussed everything with you?"

"Yes, but—

"From what we have been able to | earn, your husband was
apparently involved with this woman and—

"No!" Kelly was on her feet. "This isn't ny Mark we're
tal king about. | told you, we had no secrets between us."

"Except whatever secret it was that caused your husband's
deat h. "

Kelly felt suddenly faint. "You'll—you'll have to excuse
me, M. Kingsley. I"'mnot feeling well."



He was instantly apologetic. "I understand. | want to help
you in any way | can." Tanner handed her

hi s enbossed business card. "You can reach ne through this
nunber at any time, Ms. Harris."

Kel | y nodded, unable to speak, and blindly wal ked out of
the office.

KELLY'S M ND WAS churning as she exited the building. Wo
was O ga? And why had Mark been involved with Russians? Wy
woul d he—=2

"Excuse nme. Ms. Harris?"

Kelly turned. "Yes?"

An attractive bl onde woman was standi ng outside the

building. "My nane is Diane Stevens. |1'd |ike
to talk to you. There's a coffee shop across the way and

we—"
"Sorry. I+ can't talk now " Kelly started to nove on
"I't's about your husband."

Kel |y stopped abruptly and turned. "Mark? What about hi n®"

"Can we talk where it's nore private?"

IN TANNER S OFFI CE, his secretary's voice cane over the
intercom "M. Hgholt is here.”

"Send himin."

A nonment |ater, Tanner was greeting him "Good afternoon,



John. "

"God? It's a hell of an afternoon, Tanner. |t seens that

everyone in our conpany is being nurdered. What the devil is
goi ng on?"
"That's what we're trying to find out. | don't believe the

sudden deaths of three of our enployees are

a coi ncidence. Soneone is out to damage the reputation of
this conpany, but they're going to be found and stopped. The
police have agreed to cooperate with us, and |I have nen
traci ng the novenents of

t he enpl oyees who were killed. | would |like you to listen

to two interviews that |I've just recorded.

These are the widows of Richard Stevens and Mark Harris.

Are you ready?"

"Go ahead."

"This is D ane Stevens." Tanner pressed a button and his
interview with D ane Stevens appeared on the screen. At the
ri ght-hand corner of the screen was a graph, tracing lines up

and down as Di ane spoke.

How nmuch do you know about your husband's connection with
drugs?

What —what are you aski ng? R chard never woul d have had
anything to do with drugs.

The graphic inmages renai ned steady.

Tanner pressed the fast-forward button. "This is Ms. Mrk
Harris, whose husband was pushed or

fell fromthe top of the Eiffel Tower."

A picture of Kelly flashed on the tel evision screen.

Did Mark ever discuss d ga?

M. Kingsley, exactly what is this all about?

The Paris police found a note in your husband's pocket. It
mentioned a reward for sone information and was signed "Love,



d ga.
| + don't know what —

But you did say he discussed everything with you?
Yes, but—

From what we have been able to | earn, your husband was
apparently involved with this woman and—

No! This isn't ny Mark we 're tal king about. | told you,
we had no secrets between us.

The lines on the voice stress anal yzer graph renai ned
even. Kelly's imge di sappeared.

"What was that |line on the screen?" John Higholt asked.

"That's a voice stress analyzer, a CVSA It registers
mcrotrenors in the human voice. If the subject is lying, the
nodul ati ons of the audio frequencies increase. It's state of
the art. It doesn't require wres,

| i ke a polygraph. I'm convinced that both wonen told the
truth. They nust be protected.”

John Hi gholt frowned. "What do you nean? Protected from
what ?"

"I think they're in danger, that subconsciously, they have
nore information than they realize. They

were both close to their husbands. |I'm convinced that at
some point, sonething revealing m ght have

been said that slipped by themat the tinme, but is in
their menory banks. The chances are that as they start to
think about it, they're going to renenber what it was. The
noment they do, their |ives could

be at risk, because whoever killed their husbands coul d be
planning to kill them | intend to see that

no harmcones to them"

"You're going to have themfoll owed?"

"That was yesterday, John. Today it's electronic



equi pnent. |'ve put the Stevens apartnent under
surveil | ance—eaneras, tel ephones, m crophones—everything.
W' re using every bit of technol ogy

at our disposal to guard them The nonent anyone tries to
attack her, we'll know "

John Hi gholt was thoughtful for a nonent. "Wat about
Kelly Harris?"

"She's in a hotel. Unfortunately, we couldn't get into her
suite to prepare it. But | have nen staking out the | obby,
and if it looks as if there mght be trouble, they' Il handle
It." Tanner hesitated. "I want KIG

to put up a five-mllion-dollar reward | eading to the

arrest of =

"Wait a mnute, Tanner," John Hi gholt objected. "That's

not necessary. We'll get this solved and—=

"Very well. If KIGwon't do it, I'll personally offer a
five-mllion-dollar reward. My nane is identified with this
conpany." Hi s voice hardened. "I want whoever is behind this
caught . "

CHAPTER 20

I N THE COFFEE shop across the street fromKIG
headquarters, Diane Stevens and Kelly Harris

were seated at a corner booth. Kelly was waiting for D ane
to speak.

Di ane was not sure how to begin. Wat was the dreadful
thing that happened to your husband,
Ms. Harris? Had he been nurdered, |ike Ri chard?



Kelly said inpatiently, "Well? You said you wanted to talk
to ne about ny husband. How well did

you know Mar k?"

"I didn't know him but—=

Kelly was furious. "You said you—

"I said |l wanted to talk about him"

Kelly rose. "I don't have tinme for this, lady." She
started to wal k away.

"Wait! | think we m ght both have the sane problem and we
may be able to hel p each other."

Kel |y stopped. "What are you tal king about?"
"Pl ease sit down."

Rel uctantly, Kelly returned to her seat in the booth. "Go
ahead. "

"I wanted to ask you if-—=

A wai ter approached the table with a nenu. "What woul d you
| adi es |i ke?"

To be out of here, Kelly thought. "Nothing."

Di ane said, "Two coffees."

Kel |y | ooked at Di ane and said defiantly, "Make nmne tea."
"Yes, ma'am" The waiter left.

Di ane said, "I think that you and | =

A young girl cane up to the table and said to Kelly, "Can
| have your autograph?"

Kelly | ooked at her. "Do you know who | an®"

"No, but ny nother says you're inportant.™



Kelly said, "I'"mnot."
"Oh." They watched the little girl |eave.

Di ane | ooked at Kelly, puzzled. "Should | know who you
are?"

"No." Kelly added pointedly, "And |I don't |ike busybodies
prying intony life. Wiat is this all about,
Ms. Stevens?"

"Di ane, please. | heard that something terrible had
happened to your husband and—

"Yes, he was killed." Did you and Mark ever discuss O ga?

"My husband was killed, too. And they both worked for
KIG"

Kelly said inpatiently, "Is that it? Well, so do thousands
of other people. If two of them caught colds, would you cal
It an epidem c?"

Di ane | eaned forward. "Look, this is inportant. First of
al I =

Kelly said, "Sorry. I"'mnot in the nood to listen to
this." She picked up her purse.

"I"'mnot in the nood to talk about it," D ane snapped,
"but it could be very—=

Di ane' s voi ce suddenly echoed through the coffee shop.
"There were four nen in the room"

Startled, D ane and Kelly turned toward the sound. D ane's
voi ce was conming froma TV set above

the counter. She was in the courtroom on the w tness

st and.

"One of themwas in a chair, tied up. M. Altieri seened
to be questioning himwhile the two ot her



men stood next to him M. Altieri pulled out a gun,
yel | ed sonet hing, and shot the man in the head."

The anchorman appeared on the screen.

"That was D ane Stevens, testifying in the nurder trial of
accused Mafia head Anthony Altieri. The

jury has just brought in a verdict of not guilty."

Di ane sat there, stunned. "Not quilty?"

"The nurder that took place alnbst two years ago charged
Anthony Altieri with killing one of his enployees. In spite
of Diane Stevens's testinony, the jury believed ot her

W t nesses who contradi cted her.™"

Kelly was staring at the set, w de-eyed. A new w tness
appeared on the stand.

Jake Rubenstein, Altieri's |awer, was asking:
"Dr. Russell, do you have a practice in New York?"
“"No. I'"'mlocated only in Boston."

"On the day in question, did you treat M. Altieri for a
heart probl enf"

"Yes. About nine A°M | kept himunder observation for the
whol e day."

"So he could not have been in New York on Cctober
f ourt eent h?"

"No. "
Anot her wi tness appeared on the screen:
"Woul d you tell us your occupation, sir?"
“I"'mthe manager of the Boston Park Hotel."

"Were you on duty |last COctober fourteenth?"



"Yes, | was."
"Did anyt hi ng unusual happen that day?"

"Yes. | received an urgent phone call fromthe penthouse
suite to send a doctor up there inmedi ately."

"What happened next?"

"I called Dr. Joseph Russell and he cane right over. W
went to the penthouse suite to check on the guest, Anthony
Altieri."

"What did you see when you got there?"

"M. Atieri, lying on the floor. | thought he was going
to die in our hotel.”

Di ane had turned pale. "They're lying," she said hoarsely.
"Both of them"

Ant hony Altieri was being interviewed. He | ooked frail and
si ckly.

"Do you have any plans for the i mediate future, M.
Altieri?"

“"Now that justice has been done, I"'mjust going to take it
easy for a while. "Altieri smled thinly.

"Maybe clean up a few old debts."

Kel |y was dunbstruck. She turned to Diane. "You testified
agai nst hi nP"

"Yes. | saw himkill—=

Kelly's trenbling hands spilled sonme tea and knocked over
a salt-shaker. "I'mgetting out of here."

"What are you so nervous about ?"
"What am | nervous about? You tried to have the head of

the Mafia sent to prison and he's free, and
he's going to clean up a few old debts, and you want to



know what |' m nervous about? You should

be nervous." Kelly rose and threw sone noney on the table.
“I"l'l pick up the check. You'd better

save your noney for traveling expenses, Ms. Stevens."

"Wait! W& haven't tal ked about our husbands or—

"Forget it." Kelly headed for the door and Di ane
reluctantly pursued her.

"I think you're overreacting," D ane argued. Do you?
As they reached the exit, Kelly said, "I don't understand
how you could be so stupid as to—=

An el derly man, entering on crutches, slipped and started
to fall. For an instant, Kelly was in Paris

and it was Mark who was falling, and she reached down to
save him and at the sane tinme, D ane

noved to catch him At that nonent, from across the street
two | oud shots rang out, the bullets

smashing into the wall where the wonen had been standi ng.
The expl osi on brought Kelly back to

instant reality. She was in Manhattan and had just had tea
Wi th a crazy wonan.

"My God!" Diane excl ai ned. "Wwe—=

"This is no tine to pray. Let's get the hell out of here!"
Kelly propelled Diane to the curb where Colin was
standi ng, next to the |inousine. He pulled the car

door open, and Kelly and Di ane tunbled into the backseat.

"What was that noise?" Colin asked.

The two wonen sat there, huddled in the seat, too unnerved
to speak.

Finally, Kelly said, "lIt—er, nust have been a backfire."
She turned to Diane, who was fighting to

regain her conposure. "I hope I'm not overreacting," she
said sarcastically. "I'll drop you off. Were

do you live?"



Di ane took a deep breath and gave Colin the address of her
apartment building. The two wonen rode there in stony
sil ence, shaken by what had just happened.

When the car pulled up in front of her building, D ane
turned to Kelly. "WIIl you cone in? I'ma little jittery. |
have a feeling sonething nore m ght happen.™

Kelly said curtly, "I have the sane feeling—but it's not
going to happen to ne. Good-bye, Ms. Stevens.”

Di ane | ooked at Kelly a nonent, started to say sonething,
t hen shook her head and got out of the car.

Kel |y watched as D ane wal ked into the foyer and entered
her apartnent on the first floor. Kelly gave
a sigh of relief.

Colin said, "Wiere would you |like to go, Ms. Harris?"
"Back to the hotel, Colin, and—=

There was a | oud screamfromthe apartnment. Kelly

hesitated an instant, then opened the car door and raced

I nside the building. D ane had |left the door to her apartnent
wi de open. She was standing in the mddle of the room
trenbling.

"What happened?"

"Sonmeone—soneone's broken in here. Richard' s briefcase was
on this table and it's gone. It was filled with his papers.
They left his wedding ring in its place."

Kelly | ooked around nervously. "You'd better call the
police."

"Yes." Diane renenbered the card that Detective G eenburg
had I eft on the hall table. She wal ked over to it and picked
it up. Amnute |later, she was on the phone, saying,
"Detective Earl G eenburg, please.

There was a brief del ay.



"G eenburg. "

"Detective Greenburg, this is D ane Stevens. Sonething has
happened here. | wonder if you could
come by the apartnent and . . . thank you."

Di ane took a deep breath and turned to Kelly. "He's
comng. If you don't mind waiting until he-—=

"I do mnd. This is your problem | don't want any part of
it. And you m ght nention that sonmeone

just tried to kill you. I"'mleaving for Paris. Good-bye,
Ms. Stevens."

Di ane watched as Kelly wal ked outsi de and headed for the
| i nousi ne.

"Where to?" Colin asked.
"Back to the hotel, please.”

Where she woul d be safe.

CHAPTER 21

WHEN KELLY RETURNED to her hotel room she was stil
unnerved by what had happened. The experience of com ng so
close to being killed had been terrifying. The last thing I
need right nowis

some bl onde airhead trying to get ne nurdered.

Kel |y sank down on the couch to cal mherself and cl osed

her eyes. She tried to neditate and concentrate on a mantra,
but it was no use. She was too shaken. There was an enpty,

| onely feeling deep inside her. Mark, | mss you so nuch.



People said that as tine went by, | would feel better. It's
not true, ny darling. Every day makes it worse.

The sound of a food cart being wheel ed down the corridor
made Kelly realize that she had not eaten

all day. She was not hungry, but she knew she had to keep
up her strength.

She phoned room service. "I'd like a shrinp salad and sone
hot tea, please.”

"Thank you. It should be there in twenty-five to thirty
mnutes, Ms. Harris."

"Fine." Kelly replaced the receiver. She sat there,
replaying in her mnd the neeting with Tanner Kingsley, and
she felt as though she had been plunged into a chilling

ni ght mare. What was goi ng on?

Way had Mark never nentioned A ga? Was it a busi ness
rel ati onshi p? An affair? Mark, darling,
| want you to know that if you did have an affair,

forgive you because | |love you. | wll always

| ove you. You taught nme how to love. | was cold and you
war med ne. You gave ne ny pride back,

and made ne feel |ike a woman.

She thought about Diane. That busybody put ny life at
ri sk. She's sonmeone to stay away from That won't be
difficult. Tonorrow I'Il be in Paris, wth Angel.

Her reverie was interrupted by the sound of a knock at the
door. "Room service."

"Coming." As Kelly started toward the door, she stopped,
puzzl ed. She had ordered just a few mnutes ago. It's too
soon. "Just a nonent," she call ed.

"Yes, ma'am"

Kel |y picked up the phone and dial ed room service. "M
order is not here yet."

"We're working on it, Ms. Harris. It should be there in



fifteen or twenty mnutes.”

Kelly replaced the receiver, her heart pounding. She
di al ed the operator.

"There's—there's a man trying to get into ny room"
“I'"'l'l send a security officer right up, Ms. Harris."

Two minutes |ater, she heard anot her knock. Kelly wal ked
over to the door, wary.

"Who is it?"

"Security."

Kelly | ooked at her watch. Too fast. "I'Il be right
there." She hurried over to the tel ephone and cal |l ed
the operator again. "I called down about security. |s—=

"He's on his way up, Ms. Harris. He should be up there in
a mnute or two."

"What is his nane?" Her voice was strangled with fear.
"Thonas. "

Kelly could hear |ow, |ow whispers in the hall. She
pressed her ear against the door until the voices
faded. She stood there, filled with blind terror.

A mnute later, there was a knock at the door.

"Who is it?"

"Security."”

"Bill?" Kelly asked. She held her breath.

"No, Ms. Harris. It's Thonas."

Kel |y qui ckly opened the door and let himin.

He regarded her a nonent and said, "Wat happened?”



"Some—sone nen tried to get in here.”

"Did you see thenf"

"No. |+ heard them Wuld you walk nme out to a taxi?"
"Certainly, Ms. Harris."

Kelly was trying to force herself to stay calm Too rnuch
was happeni ng too fast.

Thomas stayed close by Kelly's side as they got into the
el evat or.

When they reached the | obby, Kelly glanced around, but she
coul d see nothing suspicious. Kelly and

the security guard wal ked outside, and as they reached the
taxi stand, Kelly said, "Thank you very

much. | appreciate it."

“I''l'l make sure that everything is all right when you cone
back. Woever tried to break into your

roomis gone by now "

Kelly got into a taxi. As she glanced out the rear w ndow,
she saw two nen hurrying into a parked |inousine.

"Where to?" the cabdriver asked Kelly.

The |inmousine had pulled up behind the taxi. Ahead, at the
corner, a policeman was directing traffic.

"Go straight ahead,” Kelly told him

"Ckay. "

As they approached the green light, Kelly said urgently,
"I want you to slow down and wait until the

| i ght changes to yellow, then make a quick left turn.”

The driver glanced at her in the rearview mrror. "Wat?"

"Don't go through the green light until it turns yellow"



She saw the expression on the driver's face.
Kelly forced a smle. "I'mtrying to win a bet."
"Ch." Crazy damm passengers.

As the |ight changed fromgreen to yellow, Kelly said,
" Now! "

The taxi nade a fast left turn as the light turned red.
Behind them the oncomng traffic was stopped

by the policeman. The nen in the |inousine turned to each
ot her, frustrated.

When the taxi had gone a block, Kelly said, "Oh, | forgot
something. |1've got to get out here.”

The driver pulled over to the curb and Kelly got out of
the cab and handed hi m sone noney. "Here."

He watched Kelly hurry into the entrance to a nedi cal
bui l di ng. | hope she's seeing a psychiatrist.

At the corner, the nonent the |ight turned green, the
| i mousine made a left turn. The taxi was two
bl ocks ahead, and they raced after it.

Five mnutes later, Kelly was hailing another cab.

I N DI ANE STEVENS' s apartnent, Detective G eenburg was
sayi ng,

"Ms. Stevens, did you get a | ook at the person who took a
shot at you?

Di ane shook her head. "No, it happened so fast.

"Whoever it was, was serious. Ballistics dug the bullets
out of the wall. They were forty-five calibers, capabl e of



pi ercing body arnor. You were |lucky." He hesitated. "W think
t hat whoever it was, he
was sent by Tony Altieri.”

Di ane swallowed. |I'mjust going to take it easy for a
while, clear up a few ol d debts.

"We're checking that out."
Di ane nodded.

G eenburg studied her a nonent. "About the briefcase
that's m ssing, do you have any idea what
was in it?"

"I"'mnot sure. Richard usually took it to the |aboratory
wi th himnost nornings and brought it hone

at night. I saw sone of the papers once and they were very
technical ."

Greenburg picked up the wedding ring that was on the
table. "And you said that your husband never
took off his wedding ring?"

"That's—that's right."

"I'n the days before his death, did your husband act
differently than usual, as though he m ght be under sone kind
of pressure, or be worried about sonething? Do you renenber
anything that he said or did

on the last night you saw hi nP"

It was early norning. They were in bed, naked. Richard
gently stroked her thighs and said, "I'm

going to be working |late tonight, but save an hour or two
for me, when | get hone, honey."

She touched hi mwhere he |iked being touched and sai d,
"Braggart."

"Ms. Stevens—

Diane was jolted back to reality. "No. There was not hi ng
unusual . "



"'l see that you have protection," Geenburg said. "And
I f—=

The doorbel |l rang.
"Were you expecting anyone?"
n I\b. n

G eenburg nodded. "I'Ill get it.

He wal ked over to the door and opened it. Kelly Harris
stormed in and brushed by him

Kelly marched up to Diane. "W need to tal k."

Di ane | ooked at her in surprise. "I thought you were on
your way to Paris?"

"I took a detour."

G eenburg had joined them "This is Detective Earl
G eenburg. Kelly Harris."

Kelly turned to Greenburg. "Sonmeone just tried to break
into ny hotel room Detective."

"Did you report it to hotel security?”

"Yes. The nen were gone. A guard escorted ne out."
"Do you have any idea who they were?"

"No. "

"When you say soneone tried to break in, you nean they
tried to force the door?"

"No, they—they just stood out in the hall. They pretended
they were fromroom service."

"Had you ordered room service?"



"Yes."

Di ane said, "Then you're probably inagining things because
of what happened this norning, and—

Kelly snapped at her. "Listen, | told you, | don't want
any part of this or of you. I'mgoing to pack

and fly back to Paris this afternoon. You tell your Mifia
friends to | eave ne al one.”

They watched Kelly turn and | eave.
"What was that all about?" G eenburg asked.

"Her husband was—was killed. He worked for the sane
conpany Ri chard worked for, Kingsley International G oup."

VWHEN KELLY RETURNED to the | obby of her hotel, she wal ked
over to the desk. "I'm checking

out," she said. "Wuld you please get ne a reservation on
the next plane to Paris?"

"Certainly, Ms. Harris. Any particular airline?"
"Just get nme out of here.”

Kelly crossed the hotel |obby, stepped into an el evator,

and pressed the button for the fourth floor. As

the el evator door started to close, two nen pushed it open
and got in. Kelly studied them an instant,

t hen qui ckly backed out into the | obby. She waited until

the el evator door closed, then headed for the stairs and
started to wal k up. No use taking any chances, Kelly thought.

As she reached the fourth-floor |anding, a huge man was
bl ocki ng the way.

"Excuse nme," Kelly said. She started to nove past him

"Shh!" He was pointing a gun with a silencer at her.



Kelly turned pale. "Wat are you—=2"

“Shut up. | bet you got exactly the right nunber of holes,
| ady. Unl ess you want an extra one, be

quiet. | nean—very quiet. You and | are going downstairs."
The man was smling, but as Kelly | ooked closer, she saw
that a knife crease on his upper lip had

pulled his nmouth up into a fixed grin. He had the col dest
eyes Kelly had ever seen. Let s go.

No! I'm not going to die because of that bitch. "Wt a
m nute. You have the wong—

She felt the gun smash so hard into her ribs that she
wanted to scream

"l told you to shut up! We'll walk down."

He was holding Kelly's armin a painful viselike grip, the
gun conceal ed in his hand behind her back.

Kelly was fighting hysteria. "Please," she said softly,
"I"' mnot the— The pain as he stabbed the nuzzle of the gun
agai nst her back was excruciating. He was squeezing her arm

so hard that she could feel the blood draining out.

They started down the stairs. They reached the | obby. It
was crowded, and as Kelly was debating whether to call for
hel p, the man said, "Don't even think about it."

And they were outside. There was an SUV waiting at the
curb. Two cars ahead, a policeman was

witing a parking ticket. Kelly's captor led her to the
back door of the SUV. "Get in," he ordered.

Kelly gl anced ahead at the policeman. "All right," Kelly
said in a loud, angry voice, "I'll get in, but I

want to tell you sonmething. What you want nme to do to you
wll cost an extra hundred dollars. |

think it's disgusting."”

The policeman had turned to watch.



The burly man was staring at Kelly. "Wat the hell are
you—=2"

“If you won't pay it, then forget it, you cheap bastard."”
Kelly started rapidly wal king toward the policeman. The
man | ooked after her. His |lips were smling,

but his eyes were deadly.

Kelly pointed to him "That pervert has been bothering
me. "

She gl anced back to see the policeman noving toward the
thug. Kelly stepped into a waiting taxi.

As the burly man started to get into the SUWV, the
pol i ceman said, "Just a mnute, mster. It's against
the law in this state to solicit prostitutes.™

"l wasn't-—=

"Let nme see sone identification. What's your nanme?"

"Harry Flint."

Flint watched as Kelly's taxi sped away. That whore! 1'I|
kill her. Slowy.

CHAPTER 22

KELLY ALI GHTED FROM a taxi in front of Di ane's apartnent
bui |l di ng, stornmed up to the front
door, and pressed the bell hard.



The door was opened by Detective G eenburg. "Can | —=2"

Kelly saw Diane in the |living roomand noved past the
det ecti ve.

"What's going on?" Diane asked. "You said you—=

"You tell nme what's going on. | told you to tell your
Mafia friends to | eave ne alone. They tried to

grab nme again. Why are your Mafia buddies trying to kill

rT.EI?II

"I + have no idea. They woul dn't—maybe they saw us
t oget her and thought we were friends and—=

"Well we're not friends, Ms. Stevens. Get ne out of
this."

"What are you tal king about? How can | —=2"

"The same way you got ne into it. |I want you to tell your
buddy, Altieri, that you and | just net, and
you don't know ne. I'mnot going to | et someone nurder ne

because of sonme stupid thing you did."
D ane said, "I can't—

"Ch, yes, you can. You're going to talk to Altieri and
you're going to talk to himnow. |'mnot | eaving
here until you do."

Di ane said, "Wat you're asking is inpossible. I"msorry

if I got you involved in this, but. . ." She was thoughtful
for a long nonent, then turned to Greenburg. "Do you think if
| talked to Altieri he mght | eave us both al one?"

G eenburg said, "That's an interesting question. He
m ght —especially if he thinks we're watching him Wuld you
like to talk to him personally?"

D ane said, "No, |—

Kelly interrupted. "She neans yes."



ANTHONY ALTIERI'S HOVE was a classic stone and frane

col oni al -styl e house, in Hunterdon County, New Jersey. The
enor nous house was at the end of a cul-de-sac, on fifteen
acres of |and, surrounded by a huge, high, iron fence. On the
grounds were tall shade trees, ponds, and a col orful garden.

A guard sat in a booth inside the front gate. As the car
with Greenburg, Kelly, and D ane drove up,
the guard wal ked out to neet it.

He recogni zed Greenburg. "Afternoon, Lieutenant."
"Hell o, Caesar. W want to see M. Altieri."

"Do you have a warrant ?"

"I't's not that kind of visit. This is a social call."

The guard gl anced at the two wonen. "Wait here."” He wal ked
i nside, to the booth. A few m nutes
| ater he cane out and opened the gate. "You can go in."

"Thanks." G eenburg drove up to the front of the house.

As the three of them got out of the car, a second guard
appeared. "Follow ne."

He led theminside. The large |iving roomwas an eclectic
conmbi nati on of antiques and nodern and French furniture. In
spite of the fact that the day was warm there was a roaring
fire in the huge stone fireplace. The trio followed the guard
t hrough the living roominto a | arge darkened bedroom

Ant hony Altieri was in bed, attached to a respirator. He was
pal e and gaunt and seened to have aged greatly

since the short tinme he had appeared in court. A priest

and a nurse were at his side.

Altieri |ooked at Diane, Kelly, and G eenburg, then turned
back to D ane. \When he spoke, his voice
was hoarse and raspy. "What the hell do you want ?"



D ane said, "M. Atieri, | want you to leave Ms. Harris
and ne alone. Call off your nmen. It's enough
that you killed nmy husband and—=

Altieri cut in. "Wat are you tal king about? I never even
heard of your husband. | read about that

bul l shit note found on his body." He sneered. ""He'll swm
with the fishes' Sonebody's seen The Sopranos too many tinmes.
"1l tell you sonmething for free, lady. No Italian wote
that. I'mnot after

you. | don't give a damm whether you live or die. |I'm not
after anybody. |I— He w nced in pain.

"1'"'m busy making ny peace wwth God. |- He began to choke.
The priest turned to Diane. "I think it would be better if

you |l eft now "
Det ective Greenburg asked, "Wat is it?"

The priest said, "Cancer."

Di ane | ooked at the nman on the bed. |'mnot after you. |
don't give a damm whether you live or
die. . . . |I'"mbusy nmaking ny peace with God. He was

telling the truth.

And Diane was filled wth a sudden, blinding panic.

ON THE DRI VE back fromAltieri's, Detective Geenburg
| ooked worried. "I have to tell you,
| think Altieri neant what he said." Kelly reluctantly
nodded. "So do |I. The man is dying."

"Do you know of any reason why soneone would try to kill
the two of you?"

"No," Diane said. "If it isn't Altieri— She shook her
head. "I have no idea."



Kelly swal | oned. "Neither have I."

DETECTI VE GREENBURG ESCORTED Di ane and Kelly back into

Di ane's apartnent. "I'm going

to get to work on this now," he said, "but you'll be safe
here. In fifteen mnutes there will be a police cruiser
out si de your apartnent building for the next twenty-four
hours, and we'll see what we can

find out by then. If you need ne, call."

And he was gone.

DI ANE AND KELLY stared at each other. There was an awkward
si | ence.

"Woul d you |like sone tea?" Di ane asked.
Kelly said perversely, "Coffee."

Di ane | ooked at her a nonent, irritated, and sighed.
"Ri ght."

Di ane wal ked into the kitchen to start the coffee. Kelly
wandered around the |iving room | ooking

at the paintings on the walls.

When Di ane cane out of the kitchen, Kelly was studying one
of Diane's paintings. "Stevens." She

turned to Diane. "Did you paint this?"

Di ane nodded. "Yes."

Kelly said in a dismssive tone of voice, "Pretty."

Diane's lips tightened. "On? Do you know a | ot about art?"



"Not nuch, Ms. Stevens."

"Who do you |ike? Grandma Moses, | suppose.” one's
I nt eresting.

"And what other primtive painters touch your heart?"

Kelly turned to face Diane. "To be honest, | prefer the
curvilinear, nonrepresentational form There

are exceptions, of course. For instance, in Titian's Venus
of Robin, the diagonal sweep of her form

I s breat htaking, and—=

Fromthe kitchen, they could hear the coffee percol ating.

Di ane said curtly, "The coffee is ready."

THEY WERE SEATED across from each other in the dining
room taciturn, letting their coffee get cold.

Di ane broke the silence. "Can you think of any reason why
someone would try to kill us?"

"No." Kelly was silent for a nonment. "The only connection

you and | have is that both our husbands worked at KI G Mybe
they were involved in sone top secret project. And whoever
killed themthinks they m ght have told us about it."

D ane paled. "Yes . . ."

They | ooked at each other in dismy.

IN H S OFFI CE, Tanner was watching the scene taking pl ace
in Diane's apartnent, on one of the
wall television sets. His chief security guard stood next



to him

“"No. The only connection you and | have is that both our
husbands worked at KI G Mybe they were involved in sone top
secret project. And whoever killed themthinks they m ght
have told us about it."

"Yes..."

THE STEVENS APARTMENT had been wired with state-of-the-art
tel evi sion and sound. Just as

Tanner had told his partner, the house was filled with
cutting-edge technol ogy. There were conceal ed vi deo systens
in every roomof the apartnent, with a Web-based canera the
size of a button resting anong the books, bent fiber-optic
w res under the doors, and a wireless picture franme canera.
In the attic, a video server the size of a | aptop conputer
had been installed to service six caneras. Attached

to the server was a wireless nodemthat allowed the

equi pnment to function through cellular technol ogy.

AS TANNER LEANED forward, watching the screen intently,
D ane said, "W have to find out what
our husbands were working on."

"Right. But we're going to need help. How do we do that?"
"We'll call Tanner Kingsley. He's the only one who can
hel p us, and he's trying to find out who's

behind all this."

"Let's do it."



DI ANE SAI D, "YQOU can spend the night here. Well be safe.
There's a police car stationed outside."

She wal ked over to the wi ndow and pulled the curtain back.
There was no car.

She stared for a long nonment and felt a sudden chill.
"That's strange,"” Di ane said. "There was

supposed to be a patrol car here. Let nme make a phone
call."

Di ane took Detective Geenberg's card from her purse, went
to the tel ephone, and called a nunber. "Detective G eenburg,
pl ease." She |istened a nmonent. "Are you sure? ... | see.
Then could | speak to Detective Praegitzer?" There was

anot her nonment of silence. "Yes, thank you." Diane slowy
repl aced the receiver.

Kelly | ooked at Diane. "What is it?"

Di ane said, "Detectives Geenburg and Praegitzer have been
transferred to another precinct.”

Kelly swal |l owed. "That's a real coincidence, isn't it?"
Di ane said, "And | just renenbered sonething."
n W]at ?Il

"Detective Geenburg asked ne if R chard had done or said

anyt hi ng out of his usual routine |ately.

There was one thing | forgot to nention. Richard was goi ng
to Washi ngton to see sonebody.

Sonetines | travel with him but this time he insisted it

woul d be better if he went alone.”

Kelly was watching her with a surprised expression.
"That's strange. Mark told ne he had to go to Washi ngton, and
had to go al one."

"We have to find out why."

Kel |y wal ked over to the wi ndow and pul | ed back the



drapes. "There's still no car." She turned to
D ane. "Let's get out of here."

"Right," Diane said. "I knowa little out-of-the-way hot el
in Chinatown called the Mandarin. No one
will ever think of |ooking for us there. W'll call M.

Ki ngsley fromthe room"

"I KNOWA little out-of-the-way hotel in Chinatown called

the Mandarin. No one will ever think
of looking for us there. W'll call M. Kingsley fromthe
room"

Tanner turned to his chief security officer, Harry Flint,
Wi th the perpetual half smle. "Kill them"

CHAPTER 23

HARRY FLINT WLL take good care of the wonen, Tanner
t hought with satisfaction. Flint had
never failed him

It amused Tanner to think about how Flint had cone into
his life. Years ago his brother, Andrew,

poster boy for the bleeding hearts of the world, had
started a hal fway house for newy rel eased

prisoners, to help themadjust to civilian life. Then he
woul d find jobs for them

Tanner had a nore useful plan for ex-felons, because he
believed that there was no such thing as an ex-felon. Through
his private sources, he would get inside information on the



backgrounds of recently rel eased prisoners, and if they had
the qualifications that Tanner needed, they went fromthe
hal f way house to working for Tanner directly, doing what he
called "delicate private tasks."

He had arranged for an ex-felon naned Vince Carballo to
come to work for KIG Carballo was a huge man with a scraggly
beard and bl ue eyes that were |ike daggers. He had a | ong
prison record. He had

been on trial for nurder. The evi dence agai nst hi mwas
overwhel m ng, but a nenber of the jury stubbornly held out
for acquittal, and it ended up in a hung jury. Only a few
peopl e knew that the

juror's little daughter had di sappeared and a note was

| eft behind: If you keep quiet about this, your daughter's
fate will be determned by the jury's verdict. Carball o was
the kind of man Tanner Kingsley adm red.

TANNER HAD ALSO heard about an ex-felon named Harry Flint.
He had investigated Flint's |ife thoroughly and deci ded he
was perfect for his needs.

Harry Flint had been born in Detroit, into a m ddle-class
famly. Hs father was a bitter, failed sal esnan who spent
his time sitting around the house conplaining. He was a

sadi stic martinet, and at his son's slightest infraction, he
enj oyed whipping him using a ruler, a belt, or anything el se
t hat was handy, as though he wanted to beat success into his
son to make up for his own inadequacy.

The boy's nother worked as a manicuri st at a barbershop.
Wiile Harry's father was tyrannical, his nother was devoted
and doting, and as young Harry grew up, he was enotionally
whi psawed between the two.

Doctors had told Harry's nother that she was too old to

have a child, so she considered her pregnancy

a mracle. After Harry was born, she lovingly fondl ed him
and was constantly hugging him patting him and kissing him
until eventually Harry felt snothered by her |ove. As he got



ol der, he | oat hed bei ng touched.

VWHEN HARRY FLI NT was fourteen years old, he trapped a rat

I n the basenent and stonped on it.

As he stared at the rat slowy, painfully dying, Harry

FIlint had an epi phany. He suddenly realized he

had the awesone power to take life, to kill. It made him
feel like God. He was omi potent, all-powerful. He needed to
have that feeling again, and he began to stalk small aninmals
around t he nei ghborhood, and they becane his prey. There was
not hi ng personal or nmalicious about what Flint was doing. He
was just using his God-given talent.

Angry nei ghbors whose pets were being tortured and kill ed
conplained to the authorities, and a trap was set. The police
put a Scottish terrier on the front |awn of a house with a

| eash to keep her fromrunning away. They staked out the
site, and one night, as the police watched, Harry Flint
approached the animal. He pried the dog's nouth open and
started to insert a lit firecracker. The police pounced. Wen
Harry Flint was frisked, he had a bl oody rock and a five-inch
fillet knife in his pocket.

He was sent to Chall enger Menorial Youth Center for twelve
nmont hs.

One week after Flint arrived, he attacked one of the other
boys, mai m ng himbadly. The psychiatri st

who exam ned Flint diagnosed himas a paranoid

schi zophreni c.

"He's psychotic," the doctor warned the guards in charge.
"Be careful. Keep himaway fromthe others."

When Harry Flint had served his tinme, he was fifteen years
old and was rel eased on probation. He returned to school.
Several of his classmates | ooked upon Flint as a hero. They
had becone involved in petty crinmes such as snatchi ng purses,
lifting wallets, and shoplifting, and Flint soon becane their
| eader.



In an alley fight one night, a knife sliced a corner of
Flint's lip, giving hima permanent hal f-smle.

As the boys grew ol der, they turned to carjacking,

burgl ary, and robbery. One of the robberies becane viol ent,
and a shopkeeper was killed. Harry Flint was convicted of
arnmed robbery and abetting a nurder, and sentenced to ten
years in prison. He was the nost vicious prisoner the warden
had ever seen.

There was sonething in Harry Flint's eyes that nade ot her
prisoners | eave himalone. He constantly terrorized them but
no one dared report him

One day, as a guard passed Harry Flint's cell, he stared
I nside unbelievingly. Flint's cell mate was |ying

on the floor, in a pool of blood. He had been beaten to
deat h.

The guard | ooked at Flint, and there was a smle of
satisfaction on his face. "All right, you bastard.

You won't get out of this one. W can start warmng up the
chair for you."

Flint glared at himand slowy raised his left arm A
bl oody butcher knife was deeply inbedded in it.

Flint said coldly, "Self-defense."

The prisoner in the cell across fromFlint never told

anyone that he had seen Flint savagely beat his cell mate to
death, then pull out a butcher knife fromunder his own
mattress and slice the knife through the flesh of his arm

THE CHARACTERI STI C THAT Tanner nost adm red about Flint
was that Flint enjoyed his work
so nuch.

Tanner renmenbered the first tinme that Flint had proven to



hi m how useful he could be. It was during
an energency trip to Tokyo .

"TELL THE PILOT to warmup the Challenger. W're going to
Japan. There will be two of us."

The news had cone at a bad tine, but it had to be taken
care of imediately, and it was too sensitive

to entrust to anyone el se. Tanner had arranged for Akira
Iso to neet himin Tokyo and to take a room

at the Ckura Hotel.

Wil e the plane was crossing the Pacific Ccean, Tanner was
pl anning his strategy. By the tinme the
pl ane | anded, he had worked out a win-win situation.

The drive fromNarita airport took one hour, and Tanner

was amazed by how Tokyo never seened to change. In boomtines
and in depressions, the city always seened to wear the sane

| mpassi ve face.

AKIRA 1 SO WAS waiting for himat the Fum ki Mashi no
restaurant. Iso was in his fifties, with a

spare figure, gray hair, and bright brown eyes. He stood
up to greet Tanner.

"It is an honor to neet you, M. Kingsley. Frankly, | was
surprised to hear fromyou. | cannot inmgi ne why you woul d
cone all this way to neet ne."

Tanner smiled. "I'mthe bearer of good news that | thought
was too inportant to discuss on the
tel ephone. | think I'mgoing to nake you a very happy man,

and a very rich one."

Akira Iso was | ooking at himcuriously. "Yes?"



A white-jacketed waiter had cone to the table.
"Before we tal k business, why don't we order?"

"As you wi sh, M. Kingsley. Are you famliar with Japanese

di shes or shall | order for you?"
"Thank you. | can order. Do you |ike sushi?" Yes.
Tanner turned to the waiter. "I'Ill have hamachi -t emnaki

kai bashira, and anma-ebi."

Akira Iso smled. "That sounds good." He |ooked at the
waiter. "I'll have the sane."

Wi le they were eating, Tanner said, "You work for a very
fi ne conpany, Tokyo First Industrial."

"Thank you."
"How | ong have you wor ked there?"
"Ten years."

"That's a long tine." He |ooked Akira Iso in the eye and
said, "In fact, it mght be tine to make a change."

"Why would | want to do that, M. Kingsley?"

"Because |I'mgoing to make you an offer you can't refuse.

| don't know how nmuch noney you nake,

but | amw lling to pay you twice as nuch to | eave t hem
and conme to work for KIG"

"M . Kingsley, that is not possible.”

"Why not? If it's because of a contract, | can arrange—
Akira Iso put down his chopsticks. "M . Kingsley, in

Japan, when we work for a conpany, it is like a famly. And

when we can no | onger work, they take care of us."

"But the noney |I'moffering you—=



"No. A sha seishin."

n W]at ?Il

"It nmeans that we put |oyalty above noney." Akira Iso
| ooked at himcuriously. "Wiy did you choose ne?"

"Because |'ve heard very flattering things about you."

“I"'mafraid you have taken a long trip for nothing, M.
Kingsley. | would never |eave Tokyo First Industrial."

"I't was worth a try."
"There are no hard feelings?"

Tanner | eaned back and | aughed. "OF course not. | w sh al
nmy enpl oyees were as |l oyal as you are.”

He renenbered sonething. "By the way, | brought you and
your famly a little gift. An associate of

mne will bring it to you. He'll be at your hotel in an
hour. His nanme is Harry Flint."

A NIGHT MAID found Akira Iso's body hanging froma hook in
a war drobe chest. The offici al
verdi ct was sui ci de.

CHAPTER 24

THE MANDARI N HOTEL was a seedy, two-story building in the
heart of Manhattan's Chi nat own,



three bl ocks from Mott Street.

As Kelly and Di ane got out of the taxi, D ane saw a | arge
bill board across the street with a picture of

Kelly in a beautiful evening gown, holding up a bottle of
perfunme. D ane |ooked at it in surprise.

"That's who you are."

"You're wong," Kelly said. "That's what | do, Ms.
Stevens. It's not who | am" She turned and
wal ked into the | obby, and an exasperated Di ane foll owed.

A Chi nese clerk was seated behind a desk in the small
hotel | obby, reading a copy of the China Post.

"W would like a roomfor the night,"” Diane said.

The clerk glanced up at the two el egantly dressed wonen

and al nost said aloud, Here? He rose. "Certainly." He took a
cl oser |l ook at their designer clothes. "That will be a
hundred dollars a night."

Kelly | ooked at him shocked. "A hun—=2"

Di ane said quickly, "That will be fine."

"I n advance. "

Di ane opened her purse, took out sone bills, and gave them
to the clerk. He handed her a key.

"Roomten, straight down the hall, on the left. Do you
have | uggage?

"It's comng,"” Diane told him
“I'f you need anything, just ask for Ling."
Kelly said, "Ling?"

"Yes. She's your chanmbermaid.”

Kel |y gave hima skeptical |[ook. "R ght."



The two wonen started down the dreary, dimy it hallway.
"You paid too nuch," Kelly said.
"What's a safe roof over your head worth?"

"I"mnot so sure this place is such a good idea,
sai d.

Kel 'y

“I't will have to do until we think of sonething better.
Don't worry. M. Kingsley will take care of us."

When they reached nunber ten, D ane unl ocked the door and
t hey stepped inside. The small room

| ooked and snelled as though it had been unoccupied for a
long tinme. There were twin beds with

runpl ed bedcovers and two worn chairs next to a scarred
desk.

Kelly | ooked around. "It may be small, but it sure is
ugly. 111 bet it's never been cleaned." She touched
a cushion and wat ched the dust rise. "I wonder how | ong

ago Ling passed away. "

"It's only for tonight,"'
phone M. Kingsley now"

D ane assured her. "lI'mgoing to

Kel |y watched as D ane went to the tel ephone and cal |l ed
the nunber on the card that Tanner Kingsley had given her.

The call was answered i medi ately. "Tanner Kingsley."

Di ane sighed in relief. "M. Kingsley, this is Diane

Stevens. |I'msorry to bother you, but Kelly Harris and | need
your hel p. Soneone is trying to kill us and we have no idea
what's going on. We're on the run.”

"' mvery glad you called, Ms. Stevens. You can relax. W
just found out what's behind all this. You won't have any

nore problens. | can assure you that from now on, both you
and Ms. Harris will be perfectly safe.™

Di ane cl osed her eyes for an instant. Thank God. "Can you
tell me who—=2"



"1l tell you all about it when | see you. Stay where you
are. |I'll have soneone there to pick you up

in thirty mnutes."

"That' s— The connecti on was broken. D ane replaced the
recei ver and turned to Kelly, grinning.

"Good news! Qur problens are over."

"What did he say?"

"He knows what's behind all this and he says from now on,
we're safe.”

Kel |y gave a deep sigh. "Geat. Now | can go back to Paris
and start ny life over again.”

"He's sending soneone to pick us up in half an hour."

Kelly | ooked around the dingy room "It will sure be hard
to leave all this."

Di ane turned to her and said wstfully, "It's going to be
strange. "

"What is?"

"Going back to a life without Richard. | can't imagi ne how

"Il be able to—

"Then don't," Kelly snapped. Don't take ne there, |ady, or
"1l fall apart. | can't even think about it.
Mark was my whole life, nmy only reason for |iving.

Di ane | ooked at Kelly's enptionl ess expression and
t hought, She's like a |ifeless work of art—beautiful and
col d.

KELLY WAS SEATED on one of the beds, her back to D ane.
She cl osed her eyes against the pain inside her and slowy .



slowy . . . slowy.

She WAS WALKI NG al ong the Left Bank with Mark, chatting
about everything and nothing. Kelly

felt that she had never been so conpletely confortable
w th anyone before.

She said to Mark, "Tonorrow evening there's a gallery
opening if you're interested i n—=

"Oh, I'msorry, Kelly. Tonorrow night |'m busy."

Kelly felt an unexpected stab of jeal ousy. "Going on

anot her date?" She tried to keep her tone |ight.

“"No. No. I'"'mgoing alone. It's a banquet— He saw the | ook
on Kelly's face. "I+ nean it's just a

di nner for scientists. You'd be bored.”

"Would I ?"

"I"'mafraid so. There—there will be a |lot of words you've
probably never heard before and—=

"I think I've heard themall,k™"
don't you try nme?"

Kelly said, piqued. "Wy

"Well, | don't really think—=
“I'ma big girl. Go ahead."

He sighed. "All right. Anatripsol ogy .
mal acostracology . . . aneroidograph . . . termag—

"COh," Kelly said, taken aback. "Those kinds of words."
"I knew you woul dn't be interested. |-—=

"You were wong. | am" Because you're interested.



THE BANQUET WAS held at the Hotel Prince de Galles and
turned out to be a major event. There were three hundred
people in the ballroom anong them sone of the nobst inportant
dignitaries of

France. One of the guests at the front table where Kelly

and Mark were seated was an attractive nan

with a warm engagi ng personality.

"1''"'m Sam Meadows," he said to Kelly. "I've heard a | ot
about you."

“I"ve heard a | ot about you," Kelly replied. "Mark says
you're his nentor and best friend."

Sam Meadows smled. "I'mhonored to be his friend. Mark is
a very special person. W' ve worked together for a long tine.
He's the nost dedi cated—

Mark was |istening, enbarrassed. "Wuld you |ike sone
w ne?" he interrupted.

The naster of cerenoni es appeared onstage, and the

speeches began. Mark had been right about the evening being
uninteresting for Kelly. Technical scientific prizes were
bei ng awarded, and as far as

Kel |y was concerned, the speakers could all have been
talking in Swahili. But Kelly watched the enthusiasm on
Mark's face, and she was gl ad she was there.

When the dinner plates had been cl eared, the president of
the French Academ e des Sci ences appeared onstage. He began
by praising the scientific acconplishnents that France had
made in the past year,

and it was not until the end of his speech, when he held

up a gold statuette and called out Mark Harris's nane, that
Kelly realized that Mark was the star of the evening. He had
been too nodest to tell her. That's why he tried to talk ne
out of comng. Kelly watched Mark get up and go onstage as

t he



audi ence warnly appl auded hi m

"He never said a word to nme about this,"” Kelly told Sam
Meadows.

Meadows smled. "That's Mark." He studied Kelly a nonent.
"You know he's madly in love with you. He wants to marry
you." He paused and said pointedly, "I hope he doesn't get
hurt."

And as Kelly listened, she felt a sudden rush of guilt. |
can't marry Mark. He's a dear friend, but I'm

not in love with him Wat have | been doing? | don't want
to hurt him It's better if | stop seeing him

| can never give a man what he woul d expect froma wonan
How am | going to tell -2

"HAVE YOU HEARD a word |'ve sai d?"

Di ane's angry voi ce shook Kelly out of her reverie. The
beauti ful ballroom di sappeared, and she was

in a crummy hotel roomwith a woman she w shed she had

never net. "Wat?"

Di ane said urgently, "Tanner Kingsley said soneone's going
to pick us up here in half an hour."

"You told me that. So?"

"He didn't ask where we were."

"He probably thinks we're still at your apartnent.”
“"No. | told himthat you and | are on the run."

There was a nonent of silence. Kelly's lips pursed into a
| ong, silent "Ch."

They turned to |l ook at the clock on the bedside table.



THE CHI NESE CLERK gl anced up as Flint entered the | obby of
t he Mandari n Hot el

“Can | hel p you?"
He saw Flint's smle and returned it.

"My wife and her friend just checked in here. My wwfe is a
bl onde. Her friend is a hot black chick.
What room are they in?"

"Roomten, but I'lIl have to announce you. You'll have to
tel eph—=

As he picked up the tel ephone, Flint raised a .45-caliber
Ruger pistol equipped with a silencer and
put a bullet in the clerk's forehead.

Flint shoved the body behind the counter and started down
the hall, the gun at his side. Wen he

reached nunber ten, he stepped back, took two steps
forward, shoul dered the door open, and

stepped into the room

The room was enpty, but through the cl osed bat hroom door,
Flint could hear the sound of a shower running. He wal ked
over to the bat hroom door and shoved it open. The shower was
turned on ful

force, and the closed curtains were gently swayi ng. Flint
fired four shots into the curtains, waited a nonent, then
pul | ed t hem open.

There was no one there.



IN A DINER across the street, Diane and Kelly had wat ched
Flint's SUV arrive and then had seen
himgo into the hotel.

"My God," Kelly had said, "that's the man who tried to
ki dnap ne."

They waited. Wien Flint canme out a few mnutes later, his
lips were smling, but his face was a mask
of fury.

Kelly turned to Di ane. "There goes Godzilla. Wat's our
next fal se nove?"

"We have to get out of here.”

"And go where? They're going to be watching the airports,
train stations, bus depots. "

Di ane was thoughtful for a nmonent. "I know a pl ace where
they can't touch us."

"Let nme guess. The spaceship that brought you here."

CHAPTER 25

ALL THE MORNI NG newspapers were filled with the sane
story. A drought in Gernmany had

caused at | east a hundred deaths and had w ped out
mllions of dollars' worth of crops.

Tanner buzzed for Kathy. "Send this article to Senator Van
Luven, with a note: 'Another gl obal
war m ng update. Sincerely



THE WLTON HOTEL for Wonen was thirty-five mnutes and a
worl d away from the Mandarin.

The Wlton was an attractive, nodern-looking five-story
hotel. An el egant, dark green canopy

awni ng hung over the wal kway | eading to its entrance.

In the | obby, Kelly and Di ane were registering under false
nanmes. The woman behi nd the desk
handed Kelly a key. "Suite 424. Do you have | uggage?"

"No, we—t

"It got lost,” Diane cut in. "It will be here in the
nmorni ng. By the way, our husbands are picking us
up in alittle while. Wuld you send themto our room

and—

The clerk shook her head. "I'msorry. Men are not all owed
upstairs.”

"Oh?" Diane gave Kelly a conplacent smle.
“If you wish to neet them down here—=

“"Never mnd. They'll just have to suffer w thout us."

SUI TE 424 WAS beautifully appointed, with a [iving room
contai ning a couch, chairs, tables, and an arnbire, and in
t he bedroomtwo confortabl e-1 ooki ng doubl e beds.

Di ane | ooked around. "This is pleasant, isn't it?"
Kelly said acidly, "Wat are we doi ng—going for the

@ui nness Book of World Records—a different
hotel every half hour?"



"Do you have a better plan?"

"This is no plan,” Kelly said scornfully. "This is a gane
of cat and mce, and we're the mce."

"Right. Wen you think about it, the head of the biggest
think tank in the world is out to nurder us," D ane said.

"Then don't think about it."

"Easi er said than done. There are enough eggheads at KIG
to make an onelet the size of Kansas."

"Well, we'll just have to out-think them™

Kelly frowed. "W need sone kind of weapon. Do you know
how to use a gun?"

mn I\b. mn
"Damm. Neither do I."
"It doesn't matter. W don't have one."

"How about kar ate?"

“"No, but I was on the debating teamin college,"” D ane
said dryly. "Maybe |I can argue them out of

killing us."

"Sure."

Di ane wal ked over to the w ndow and | ooked out at the
traffic on Thirty-fourth Street. Suddenly,

her eyes w dened and she gasped, "OCh!"

Kelly rushed to her side. "What is it? What did you see?"

Di ane's throat was dry. "A—a man wal ked by. He | ooked j ust

| i ke Richard. For a nonent, |—
She turned away fromthe w ndow.

Kel |y said contenptuously, "Wuld you |ike nme to send for



t he ghost catchers?"

Diane started to retort but stopped. What's the use? |'I|
be rid of her soon.

Kelly | ooked at Di ane and thought: Wiy don't you shut up
and go pai nt sonet hi ng.

FLI NT WAS SPEAKI NG on his cell phone to a furious Tanner.
"' msorry, M. Kingsley. They

weren't in their roomat the Mandarin. They were gone.
They nmust have known | was com ng."

Tanner was apopl ectic. "Those bitches want to play m nd
ganes with nme? Wth nme? I'Il call
you back." He slammed down the receiver.

ANDREW WAS LYI NG on the couch in his office, and his m nd
drifted to the huge stage of the Stockhol mconcert hall. The
audi ence was cheering enthusiastically and shouting,

" Andr ew

Andrew " The hall echoed with the sound of his nane.

He coul d hear the audi ence appl auding as he wal ked across
the stage to receive his award from Ki ng

Carl XVI Custav of Sweden. As he reached for the Nobel
Prize, sonmeone started cursing him

"Andrew, you son of a bitch—get in here."

The Stockhol m concert hall shinmered away and Andrew was
in his office. Tanner was calling him

He needs ne, Andrew thought happily. He slowy rose and
wal ked into his brother's office.



“I'"'m here," Andrew said.
"Yes, | see that," Tanner snapped. "Sit down."
Andrew took a chair.

"I have a fewthings to teach you, big brother. Divide and
conquer." There was a note of satisfaction

in Tanner's voice. "I have Diane Stevens thinking that the
Mafia killed her husband, and Kelly Harris

Is worried about a nonexistent O ga. Understand?"

Andrew sai d vaguely, "Yes, Tanner."

Tanner patted his brother on the shoulder. "You're a

perfect sounding board for nme, Andrew. There

are things | want to talk about that |I can't discuss with
anyone else. But | can tell you anything, because you' re too
stupid to understand." He | ooked into Andrew s vacant eyes.
"See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil." Tanner was
suddenly all -business. "W have a problemto solve. Two wonen
have di sappeared. They know we're | ooking for them to kil
them and they're trying to stay out of sight. Were woul d
they go to hide, Andrew?"

Andrew | ooked at his brother for a nonent. "I+ don't
know. "
"There are two ways to find out. First, we'll try the

Cartesian nethod, |ogic, building our solution one
step at a tine. Let's reason it out."

Andrew | ooked at him and said vacuously, "Watever you
say. "

Tanner began to pace. "They won't return to the Stevens
apartnent because that's too danger ous—

we're having it watched. We know that Kelly Harris doesn't
have any close friends in the States

because she's lived in Paris for so |long, so she woul dn't
trust anyone here to protect her." He | ooked

at his brother. "Are you foll ow ng ne?"



Andr ew bl i nked. "I|-yes, Tanner."

“Now, woul d Di ane Stevens go to friends for help? | don't
think so. It mght jeopardize them Another alternative is
for themto go to the police with their story, but they know
t hey woul d be | aughed at. So, what could their next step be?"
He cl osed his eyes for a few seconds, then went on.
"Qobviously they woul d have considered the airports and train
stations and bus stations, but they would know we're

havi ng t hem wat ched. So where does that |eave us?"

"I —+-what ever you say, Tanner."

"It leaves us with a hotel, Andrew. They need a hotel to
hi de in. But what kind of hotel? These are

two terrified wonmen running for their lives. You see, no
matter which one they choose, they' Il figure

we m ght have connections there, and they' || be exposed.
They won't feel safe. Do you renenber

Sonja Verbrugge in Berlin? W finessed her with that

I nstant nessage on her conputer. She went to

the Artem sia Hotel because it was for wonen only, so she
t hought she woul d be safe. Well, | think Mesdanes Stevens and
Harris would feel the sanme way. So where would that |eave
us?"

He turned to |l ook at his brother again. Andrew s eyes were
cl osed. He was asl eep. Furious, Tanner wal ked over to himand
sl apped hi m hard across his face.

Andrew j er ked awake. "What 2"
"Pay attention when |"'mtalking to you, you cretin."
"I +"'msorry, Tanner. | was just—=

Tanner turned to a conputer. "Now, let's see what wonen's
hotels there are in Manhattan."

Tanner did a quick search on the Internet and printed out
the results. He read the nanes al oud.

"The El Carnel o Residence on West Fourteenth Street.
Centro Maria Residence on West

Fifty-fourth Street. . . The Parkside Evangeline on



Granercy South, and the WIlton Hotel for

Wnen." He | ooked up and smled. "That's where Cartesian
logic tells us they m ght be, Andrew.

Now | et's see what technology tells us."

Tanner wal ked over to the painting of a | andscape on the
wal | , reached behind it, and pressed a

conceal ed button. A section of the wall slid open,
revealing a television screen with a conputerized

map of Manhatt an.

"Do you renmenber what this is, Andrew? You used to operate
this equipnment. In fact, you were so

good at it, | was jealous of you. It's a G obal
Positioning System Wth this, we can | ocate anyone in

t he worl d. Renenber?"

Andr ew nodded, fighting to stay awake.

"When the ladies left ny office, | gave each of them ny

busi ness card. The cards have m crodot conputer chips about
the size of a grain of sand inbedded in them That signal is
pi cked up by satellite, and when the d obal Positioning
Systemis activated, it pinpoints their exact |ocation." He
turned to his brother. "Do you understand?"

Andrew swal | owed. "I —+-yes, Tanner."

Tanner turned back to the screen. He pressed a second
button. Tiny |ights began to flash on the map

and started downward. It slowed at a small area, then

fl owed ahead again. A noving pinpoint of red

i ght swept along a street, going so slowy that the nanes
of busi nesses were clearly visible.

Tanner pointed. "That's West Fourteenth Street." The red

i ght kept noving. "There's the Tequila Restaurant... a

pharmacy. . . Saint Vincent's Hospital. . . Banana Republic .
Qur Lady of Cuadal upe Church." The |ight stopped. A note

of victory canme into Tanner's voice. "And there's the Wlton

Hot el

for Wonen. That confirns ny logic. | was right, you see.”

Andrew |l icked his lips. "Yes. You were right.



Tanner | ooked at Andrew. "You may go now." He picked up
his cell phone and dialed. "M. Flint,

they're at the Wlton Hotel on West Thirty-fourth Street.™
He turned off the phone. He | ooked up

and saw Andrew standing in the doorway. "Wat is it?"
Tanner asked inpatiently.

"WIIl | be going to—you know-Sweden, to pick up ny Nobel
Prize they just gave ne?"

"No, Andrew. That was seven years ago." "Ch." Andrew
turned and shuffled back to his office.

Tanner thought about his own urgent trip to Sweden, three
years earlier

HE HAD BEEN i nvolved in a conplicated | ogistics m shap
when his secretary's voice cane over the intercom "Zurich is
on the line for you, M. Kingsley."

"I"'mtoo busy for—never mind. |I'll talk to them" He

pi cked up the phone. "Yes?" As Tanner |i stened,

his face becane grim He said inpatiently, "I see. . . .

Are you sure? She—No, never mnd. I'll handle this nyself."

He pressed down the intercombutton. "M ss Ordonez, tel
the pilot to have the Chall enger ready.
W're flying to Zurich. There wll be two passengers.”

MADELEI NE SM TH WAS seated in a booth at La Rotonde, one
of the finest restaurants in Zurich.

She was in her early thirties, with a | ovely oval face,
bobbed hair, and a beautiful conplexion. She was visibly
pr egnant .

Tanner wal ked over to the table, and Madel eine Smth stood



up.

Tanner Kingsley held out his hand. "Please, sit down." He
sat down opposite her.

"I am happy to neet you." She had a lilting Swi ss accent.
"At first, when | got the call, | thought it
was a j oke."

n W]y?ll

"Well, you are such an inportant man and when they said
you were comng to Zurich just to see ne,

| could not imgine—=

Tanner smiled. "I'Il tell you why |I'm here. Because |'ve
heard that you are a brilliant scientist,

Madel eine. May | call you Madel ei ne?"

"Oh, please, M. Kingsley."

"At KIG we treasure talent. You' re the kind of person who
shoul d be working for us, Madel ei ne.

How | ong have you been with Tokyo First Industrial?"
"Seven years."

"Well, seven is your |ucky nunber, because |'m offering
you a job at KIG at tw ce what you' re nmaki ng now, and you'l
be in charge of your own departnent and—

"OCh, M. Kingsley!" She was beam ng.

“Are you interested, Madel ei ne?"

"Oh, yes! | amvery interested. O course | could not
start right now "

Tanner's expression changed. "Wat do you nean?"

“"Well, | am having a baby and getting marri ed.

Tanner smled. "That's no problem W'I| handle
everything."



Madel eine Smth said, "But there is another reason |
cannot |eave right now. I amworking on a project

at our |aboratory and we are just getting—we are al nost at
the end of it."

"Madel eine, | don't know what your project is and | don't
care. But the fact is that the offer | just nmade nust be
accepted i mediately. In fact, I was hoping to fly you and

your fiance"—he smled—"or
should | say your future husband—back to Anerica with ne."

"l could cone as soon as the project is finished. Six
nont hs, maybe a year."

Tanner was silent for a nonment. "Are you sure there is no
way you can conme now?"

“"No. | amin charge of this project. It would be unfair
for me to wal k out." She brightened.
"Next year—=2"

Tanner smled. "Absolutely.”

"l amso sorry that you had to nake this journey for
not hi ng. "

Tanner said warmy, "It wasn't for nothing, Madel eine.
got to neet you."

She bl ushed. "You are very kind."

"Ch, by the way, | brought you a gift. My associate w ||
bring it to your apartnment tonight at six o'clock. H's nane
Is Harry Flint."

THE FOLLOW NG MORNI NG, the body of Madel eine Smth was
found on her kitchen floor. The

stove had been left on and the apartnment was filled with
gas.



TANNER S THOUGHTS CAME back to the present. Flint never
failed him In alittle while, D ane Stevens and Kelly Harris
woul d be di sposed of, and with them out of the way, the

proj ect could

onti nue.

CHAPTER 26

HARRY FLI NT WALKED up to the reception desk of the WIlton
Hotel . "Hello."

"Hello." The clerk noticed the smle on his face. "Can
hel p you?"

"Yes. My wife and her friend, an African-Anerican, checked
in here alittle while ago. | want to go
up and surprise them Wat's their room nunber?”

The clerk said, "I"'msorry. This is a hotel for wonen,
sir. Men are not allowed upstairs. If you'd |ike
to phone—=

Flint gl anced around the | obby. Unfortunately, it was
crowded. "Never mnd," he said. "I'msure
they'll be down soon.™

FIl i nt wal ked outside and dialed his cell phone. "They're
upstairs in their room M. Kingsley. | can't

go up."



Tanner stood still a nonent, concentrating. "M . Flint,
logic tells me that they will decide to separate.
' msending Carballo over to help you.

UPSTAIRS IN THEIR suite, Kelly turned the radio on to a
pop station, and the room was suddenly

filled with | oud rap nusic.

"How can you listen to that?" Diane asked irritably.
"You don't like rap nusic?"

"That's not nusic. That's noise."

"You don't |ike Em nen? And what about LL Cool J and R
Kel |y and Ludacri s?"

“Is that all you listen to?"

"No," Kelly said tartly. "I enjoy Berlioz's Synphonie
Fant asti que, Chopin's etudes, and Handel's
Almra. I'mparticularly fond of =

Kel |y watched Di ane wal k over to the radio and turn it
off. "What are we going to do when we run

out of hotels, Ms. Stevens? Do you know anyone who can
hel p us?"

Di ane shook her head. "Mst of Richard's friends worked at
KIG and our other friends—+ can't get

any of theminvolved in this." She | ooked at Kelly. "What
about you?"

Kelly shrugged. "Mark and | lived in Paris for the past
three years. | don't know anyone here except

t he people at the nodel agency, and | have a feeling they
woul dn't be a lot of help.”

"Did Mark say why he was goi ng to Washi ngt on?"



“"Neither did Richard. | have a feeling that sonmehow that's
the key to why they were nurdered.”

"Great. W have the key. Were's the door?"

"We'll find it." Diane was thoughtful for a nonment, then
her face lit up. "Wait a mnute! | know

someone who m ght be able to help us." She went over to
t he phone.

"Who are you calling?"

"Richard's secretary. She'll know what's been going on."

A voice at the other end of the phone said, "KIG"

"I"'d like to speak to Betty Barker, please."

IN H' S OFFI CE, Tanner watched the voice identification
blue Iight flash on. He pressed a switch

and heard the operator say, "M ss Barker is not at her
desk right now. "

"Can you tell nme how to reach her?"

"' msorry. If you'll give ne your nane and phone nunber,
"1l have her—=

"Never mnd." Diane replaced the receiver.

The blue |Iight went out.

DI ANE TURNED TO Kelly. "I have a feeling Betty BarKker



m ght be the door we're | ooking for.
| have to find a way to get to her." She frowned. "It's so
strange. "

"What is?"

"A fortune-teller predicted this. She told ne she saw
deat h around ne, and—=

Kel |y exclainmed, "No! And you didn't report it to the FB
and the Cl A?"

Di ane glared at her a nonent. "Never mnd." Mre and nore,
Kelly was getting on her nerves.

"Let's have dinner."

Kelly said, "I have to nmake a call first." She picked up
the tel ephone and dial ed the hotel operator.

"I want to place a call to Paris." She gave the operator a
nunber and waited. After a few m nutes,

Kelly's face brightened. "Hello, Philippe. How are you? .

Everything's fine here." She gl anced
over at Diane. "Yes. ... | should be hone in a day or two.
: Howis Angel? . . . Oh, that's
wonderful . Does she mss ne? . . . Wuld you put her on?"
Her voice changed to the tone adults use when talking to a
small child. "Angel, how are you, darling? . . . It's your
mama. Phili ppe says you
mss ne. ... | mss you, too. I'll be home soon, and I'1|

hold you and cuddl e you, sweetheart."
Di ane had turned to |isten, puzzled.

"Good- bye, baby. Al right, Philippe. . . . Thanks. 1"
see you soon. Au revoir."

Kelly saw Di ane's bew | dered expression. "I was talking to
ny dog."

"Right. What did he have to say?"
"She. She's a bitch."

"That figures."



T WAS TIME for dinner, but they were afraid to | eave the
safety of their room They ordered sonething fromroom
servi ce.

The talk was desultory. Diane tried to make conversation
with Kelly, but it was hopel ess.

"So, you've been living in Paris?"
"AL."

"Yes."

"Was Mark French?"

"No. "

"Were you married | ong?"

"No. "

"How did you two neet?"

None of your dammed business. "I don't really renenber.
l've nmet so nany nen."

Di ane studied Kelly. "Wiy don't you get rid of that wal
you' ve built around yoursel f?"

Kelly said tightly, "Did anyone ever tell you that walls
are to keep people out?"

"Sonetines they keep people |ocked in, and—=

"Look, M's. Stevens. M nd your own business. | was doing
fine until | nmet you. Let's drop it."

"Right." She's the col dest person |'ve ever net.



WHEN THEY HAD finished a silent dinner, Kelly announced,
"I"'mgoing to take a shower."

Di ane did not respond.

In the bathroom Kelly shed her clothes, stepped into the
shower, and turned it on. The warm water agai nst her
nakedness felt wonderful. She closed her eyes and | et her
mnd drift.

She coul d hear Sam Meadows's words. You know, Mark s madly
in love with you. He wants to marry you. | hope he doesn't
get hurt. And Kelly knew that Sam Meadows was right. Kelly
enj oyed bei ng

with Mark. He was fun, and thoughtful, and caring, and a
great friend. That was the catch. | think of

himonly as a friend. That's not fair to him | mnust stop
seeing him

Mark had called the norning after the banquet. "Hell o,
Kelly. What would you like to do tonight?"

Mark's voice was filled with anticipation. "Di nner and the
theater? O there are sone stores open

at night, and then there's—=

"I msorry, Mark. |'m<4'm busy tonight."

There was a brief silence. "Ch. | thought you and | had

a_
"Well, we don't." And Kelly stood there, hating herself
for what she was doing to him It's ny fault

for letting it go this far.

"Ch, all right. 1'll call you tonorrow. "



HE CALLED THE next day. "Kelly, if 1've offended you in
any way—

And Kelly had to steel herself to say, "I'msorry, Mark.
|"ve—Il've fallen in love with soneone."” She waited. The |ong
sil ence was unbear abl e.

"Ch." Mark's voice was shaky. "I understand. |—+ should
have realized that we—Con—
congratulations. | really hope you'll be happy, Kelly.

Pl ease say good-bye to Angel for ne.

Mark hung up. Kelly stood there, holding the dead phone in
her hand, feeling miserable. He'll forget

me soon, Kelly thought, and find sonmeone who can give him
t he happi ness he deserves.

KELLY WORKED EVERY day, smling her way across runways and
heari ng the appl ause of the crowds, but inside she was
saddened. Life was not the sanme without her friend. She was
constantly tenpted to call him but she resisted. | can't.
' ve hurt hi m enough.

Several weeks went by, and Kelly did not hear from Mark.
He's out of ny life. He's probably found soneone el se by now.
|"'mglad. And she tried to nean it.

ON A SATURDAY afternoon, Kelly was working a fashion show
in an el egant room crowded with

the elite of Paris. She wal ked out onto the runway, and as
soon as she appeared, there was the usual acclaim Kelly was
foll owi ng a nodel wearing an afternoon suit and carrying a
pair of gloves. One of

the gl oves slipped out of her hand and dropped onto the



runway. \Wen Kelly sawit, it was too |ate.

She tripped on it and plumeted to the floor, falling on
her face. There was a gasp fromthe audi ence. Kelly | ay
there, humliated. Steeling herself not to cry, she took a
deep, shuddering breath, raised

herself up, and fled fromthe runway.

When Kel ly reached the dressing room the wardrobe
m stress said, "I have the evening gown ready
for you. You had better—

Kelly was sobbing. "No. I+ can't go out there in front of
t hose people. They'll laugh at ne." She was becom ng
hysterical. "I'mthrough. |'mnever going to go out there
agai n. Never!"

"Of course you are."

Kelly spun around. Mark was standing in the doorway.
"Mar k! \What —what are you doi ng here?"

"Ch, I —+"'ve kind of been hanging around lately."
"You—you saw-what happened out there?"

Mark smled. "It was wonderful. I'mglad it happened.™
Kelly was staring at him "W-—ahat ?"

He stepped close to her and took out a handkerchief to dry
her tears. "Kelly, before you wal ked out

there, the audi ence thought you were just a beautiful,

unt ouchabl e dream a fantasy, out of reach.

When you tripped and fell, it showed themthat you're
human, and they adored you for it. Now you

Go back out there and make t hem happy."

She | ooked into Mark's conpassi onate eyes, and that was
the nonment Kelly realized she was in | ove
with him

The war drobe woman was putting the eveni ng gown back on a
cl ot hes rack.



"Gve ne that," Kelly said. She |ooked at Mark and sm | ed
t hrough her tears.

Five mnutes |later, when Kelly confidently wal ked out on

the runway, there was a wave of thunderous appl ause and a
standi ng ovation fromthe audi ence. Kelly stood there facing
them overwhel med by enoti on.

It was so wonderful to have Mark in her |ife again. She
remenber ed how nervous she had been in the beginning.

KELLY HAD BEEN tense, waiting for Mark to nmake a pass at
her, but he was always the perfect gentleman. H s shyness
made her feel nore confident. It was Kelly who began nost of
t he

conversations, and no matter what the subject was, she
found that Mark was know edgeabl e and amusi ng.

One evening, Kelly said, "Mark, there's a great synphony
orchestra opening tonorrow night. Do
you |i ke cl assical nusic?"

He nodded. "I grew up with it."

"Good. W'll go."

THE CONCERT WAS brilliant, and the audi ence enthusi asti c.

On the way back to Kelly's apartnent, Mark said, "Kelly,
|+ lied to you."

| should have known, Kelly thought. He's just |ike the
rest of them It's over. She steeled herself for

his answer. "Did you?"

"Yes. |-+ don't really like classical nusic."”



Kelly bit her lip to keep from bursting out |aughing.

On their next date, Kelly said, "I want to thank you for
Angel . She's great conpany." And so are you, Kelly thought.
Mark had the brightest blue eyes she had ever seen, and an
endearing, crooked, little

smle. She enjoyed his conpany trenendously and .

THE WATER WAS getting cold. Kelly turned off the shower,
towel ed herself off, put on the hotel's

terry cloth robe, and went into the bedroom

"It s all yours.™

"Thanks. "

Di ane got up and stepped into the bathroom It |ooked |ike
a storm had struck. Water had spilled onto

the floor, and towels were strewn all over the fl oor.

Angrily, D ane wal ked back into the bedroom "The bathroom
is a ness. Are you used to having people pick up after you?"

Kelly smled sweetly. "Yes, Ms. Stevens. As a matter of

fact, | grewup with a lot of nmaids taking care
of nme."
"Well, I"mnot one of them™"

You woul dn't qualify.

Di ane took a deep breath. "I think it would be better if
we—-=2
"There's no '
me. "

we,' Ms. Stevens. There's you and there's

They stared at each other for a |ong nonent. Then, w thout
anot her word, Diane turned and went



back into the bathroom Fifteen mnutes |ater, when she
energed, Kelly was in bed. D ane reached
for the switch to turn off the overhead |ight.

"No, don't touch that!" It was a scream

Di ane | ooked at Kelly, startled. "Wat?"

"Leave the lights on.™

Di ane asked scornfully, "Are you afraid of the dark?"
"Yes. I'm4+'mafraid of the dark."

Di ane said patronizingly, "Wiwy? Did your parents tell you
scary bogeynman stories when you were

alittle girl?"

There was a long silence. "That's it."

Di ane went to her own bed. She lay there for a mnute,
t hen cl osed her eyes.

Richard, darling, | never believed that soneone could die

of a broken heart. | believe it now. | need you so nuch. |
need you to guide ne. | need your warnth and your | ove.

You' re here sonewhere, | know you are. | can feel you. You
‘re a gift that God | oaned ne, but not for |ong enough. Good
ni ght, my guardi an angel. Please don't ever |eave ne. Pl ease.

In her bed, Kelly could hear Diane quietly sobbing.

Kelly's lips tightened. Shut up. Shut up. Shut up.
And tears began to roll down her cheeks.

CHAPTER 27



VWHEN DI ANE AWAKENED in the norning, Kelly was sitting in a
chair, facing a wall.

"Morning," Diane said. "Did you get sone sl eep?”

There was no response.

"We have to figure out what our next nove is. W can't
stay here forever."

No response.
Exasperated, D ane said loudly, "Kelly, can you hear ne?"

Kel |y spun around in her chair. "Do you mind? I'"'min the
m ddl e of a mantra."

"Ch, sorry. | didn't—=

"Forget it." Kelly rose. "Did anyone ever tell you you
snore?"

Diane felt a small shock. She could hear Richard' s voice
saying, on the first night they had sl ept together, Darling,
did you know you snore? Let ne put it another way. It's not
really a snore. Your nose sings

delicious little nelodies through the night |like the nusic
of angels. And he had taken her in his arnms and—

"Well, you do," Kelly said. She wal ked over to the
television set and turned it on. "Let's see what's happeni ng
in the world." She began to channel surf and suddenly

st opped. A news show was on the

air, and the host was Ben Roberts. "It's Ben!" Kelly
excl ai med.

"Who' s Ben?" Diane asked indifferently.

"Ben Roberts. He does the news and interview shows. He's
the only interviewer | really enjoy. He

and Mark becane great friends. One day— She suddenly
st opped.

Ben Roberts was sayi ng:



and in a bulletin just in, Anthony Altieri, the
purported Mafia head who was recently acquitted
in his murder trial, died this norning, of cancer. He
was. . "

Kelly turned to Diane. "Did you hear that? Atieri's
dead. "

Diane felt nothing. It was news from anot her world,
anot her tine.

Di ane | ooked at Kelly and said, "I think it would be
better if you and |I split up. The two of us together
are too easy to spot."

"Right," Kelly said dryly. "W're the sane height."
"l meant —

"I know what you neant. But | could put on whiteface and—=
Di ane was | ooki ng at her, puzzl ed.

n W]at ?Il

"Just kidding," Kelly said. "Splitting up is a great idea.
It's alnpbst a plan, isn't it?"

“Kel | y—=

"It's certainly been interesting know ng you, Ms.
Stevens." Diane said curtly, "Let's check out of here."

THE LOBBY was crowded with a convention of wonen checki ng
in and half a dozen guests checking out. Kelly and D ane
waited in |ine.

Qut on the street, looking into the | obby, Harry Flint saw
t hem and noved out of sight. He picked up



his cellular phone. "They just cane down to the |obby."
"Good. Did Carballo get there, M. Flint?"
"Yes."

"Do exactly as | told you. Cover the entrance to the hotel
fromboth corners, so that no matter which

way they go, they're trapped. | want themto di sappear

W thout a trace."

KELLY AND DI ANE had finally reached the cashier's desk
The cashier smled. "I hope you' ve had
a pleasant stay here.™

"Very pl easant, thank you," D ane said. W're still alive.

AS THEY WALKED to the | obby door, Kelly asked, "Do you
know where you' re goi ng now,
Ms. Stevens?"

"No. | just want to get away from Manhattan. \Wat about
you?"

| just want to get away fromyou. "Back to Paris."
The two of them stepped outside and carefully | ooked
around. There was the usual pedestrian traffic

and everything seenmed normal .

"Good- bye, Ms. Stevens," Kelly said, a note of relief in
her voi ce.

"Good- bye, Kelly."



Kelly turned to the |left and started wal king toward the
corner. Diane | ooked after her a nonent, then turned to the
ri ght and began wal king in the other direction. They had
taken no nore than half a dozen steps when Harry Flint and

Vi nce Carball o suddenly appeared at opposite ends of the

bl ock. The expression on Carballo's face was vicious. Flint's
lips were turned up in a half-smle.

The two nmen began closing in on the wonen, pushing their

way t hrough the pedestrians. Di ane and

Kelly turned to | ook at each other, panicky. They had been
anbushed. They both hurried back toward the entrance of the
hotel , but the doorway was so crowded that there was no way
for themto get back inside. There was nowhere to go. The two
men were getting cl oser.

Kelly turned to Diane, and as she watched, stunned, D ane
smled and waved cheerily at Flint and then
at Carball o.

"Have you gone crazy?" Kelly whispered.

Di ane, still smling, took out her cell phone and spoke
into it rapidly. "We're in front of the hotel

now. . . . Oh, good. You're around the corner?" She
grinned and gave a victory sign to Kelly.

"They'll be here in a mnute," she said |loudly. She | ooked

at Flint and Carballo and said into the phone, "No, there are
only two of them" Diane listened and then | aughed. "Ri ght.
They' re here? kay."

As Kelly and the two nen | ooked on, Di ane stepped off the
curb into the street, scanning the oncom ng cars. D ane
started signaling to an approaching car in the distance and
excitedly waved it over. Flint and Carball o had stopped,
puzzl ed by what was happeni ng.

Di ane pointed to the two nen. "Over here," she shouted
into the onconming traffic, waving wldly.
"Over here."

Flint and Carball o | ooked at each other and made a qui ck
deci sion. They turned back to where they
had cone from and di sappeared around the corners.



Kelly was staring at Diane, her heart pounding wldly.
"They're gone," she said. "Wo—who were
you tal king to?"

Di ane took a deep breath to steady herself. "Nobody. My
battery is dead."

CHAPTER 28

KELLY WAS staring at Di ane, dunbfounded. "That was great.
| wsh | had thought of that."

D ane said dryly, "You will."

"What are you going to do now?"

"CGet out of Manhattan."”

"How?" Kelly asked. "They're going to be watching all the
train stations—airports, bus stations,

car rental =

Di ane thought for a nonent. "We can go to Brooklyn. They
won't be | ooking there.”

"Fine," Kelly said. "Go ahead."
"What ?"
“I"'mnot going with you."

Di ane started to say sonething and then changed her m nd.
"Are you sure?"

"Yes, Ms. Stevens."



Di ane said, "Well, then, we—Good- bye."

" Good- bye. "

Kelly watched as Diane hailed a taxi and started to enter
it. Kelly stood there, hesitant, trying to nmake

a deci sion. She was standing alone on an unfam i ar
street, with nowhere to go, and no one to go to.

The taxi door closed, and the cab started to nove.
"Wait!" Kelly shout ed.

The taxi stopped. Kelly hurried up to it.

Di ane opened the door, and Kelly stepped in and settl ed
back in her seat.

"What nmade you change your m nd?"

"I just realized |I've never seen Brooklyn."

Di ane | ooked at Kelly a nonment and shook her head.
The driver asked, "Were to?"

"Take us to Brooklyn, please,” D ane said.
The taxi started. "Anypl ace special ?"

"Just drive around."

Kel |y | ooked at Di ane incredul ously. "You don't know where
we' re goi ng?"

“I'"l'l know when we get there."
Way did | cone back? Kelly was asking herself.

During the ride, the two of themsat silent, side by side.
In twenty mnutes, they were crossing the Brooklyn Bridge.

"We're looking for a hotel,” Diane told the driver. "I'm

not sure whi ch—=



"You want a nice hotel, lady? | know just the one. It's
called the Adans. You'll like it."

THE ADAMS HOTEL was a five-story brick building with a
canopy in front and a doorman in attendance.

When the taxi pulled up at the curb, the driver asked,
"Does this | ook okay?"

D ane said, "This | ooks fine."
Kel l'y sai d not hi ng.

They got out of the taxi, and the doorman greeted them
"Good day, |adies. Are you checking in?"

Di ane nodded. "Yes."

"Do you have | uggage?"

Diane said glibly, "The airline | ost our bags. |Is there
anypl ace around here where we can shop and

pi ck up sone cl ot hes?"

"There's a very nice | adies' shop at the end of the bl ock.
Per haps you would like to check in here first. Then we can
have your things sent directly to your room"

"Fine. Are you sure they'll have a roomfor us here?"

"This time of the year, there's no problem"”

THE CLERK BEHI ND t he hotel desk proffered registration



forms. As Kelly signed hers, she said
aloud, "Emly Bronte."

Di ane glanced at the clerk to see if there was any
recognition on his face. Nothing.

Di ane wote: Mary Cassatt.

The clerk took their registration cards. "And do you w sh
to pay by credit card?"

"Yes, we—

"No," Diane interrupted quickly.

Kelly | ooked at her and reluctantly nodded.
"Luggage?"

"It's comng. W'll be back."

"You'll have suite 515."

The clerk watched them wal k out the door. Two real
beauti es. And al one. What a waste.

THE FOR MADAME shop was a cornucopia. There were wonen's
cl ot hes of every description,
and a | eather section with handbags and suitcases.

Kelly | ooked around and said, "It |ooks |ike we've |ucked
out . "

A sal esl ady wal ked up to them "May | help you?"

"We're just browsing," Diane told her.

The sal esl ady watched as they started wal ki ng through the
store.



"Look!" said Kelly. "Stockings." She grabbed half a dozen
pairs. Diane followed suit.

"Panty hose ..." Bras, blips.

Soon their arns were |aden with lingerie.

The sal eslady hurried over. "Let ne help you."

"Thank you."

The sal eswoman relieved them of their burdens.

Di ane and Kelly began to nove down the aisles.

Kel ly was exam ning a rack of slacks. She selected four
pairs and turned to Diane. "No telling when

we're going to be able to shop again."”

Di ane picked out some slacks and a striped sumer dress.

"You can't wear that,"
| ook fat."

Kelly said. "Stripes will make you

Di ane started to put it back, then | ooked at Kelly and
handed the dress to the saleslady. "I'll take this."

THE SALESWOMAN WATCHED i n anazenent as Kelly and Di ane
went through the rest of the

racks. By the tine they had finished, their selections
filled four suitcases.

Kelly | ooked at them and grinned. "That should hold us for
a while."

When they went to the cashier, she asked, "WII| that be
cash or credit card?"



"Credit—
"Cash," Di ane said.

Kel |y and Di ane opened their purses and divided the bill
They both had the sane thought: Cash is running | ow.

Kelly said to the cashier, "W're staying at the Adans. |
wonder if you coul d—=

"Have your things delivered? Certainly. Your nanmes?"
Kelly hesitated a nonent. "Charlotte Bronte."

Di ane | ooked at her and said quickly, "Emly. Emly
Bronte."

Kelly renmenbered. "Right."

The cashier was watching them a confused expression on
her face. She turned to Diane. "And your nane?"

"Il -er—= Diane's mnd was spinning. What nane had she
signed? Georgia O Keeffe . . . Frida
Kahlo . . . Joan Mtchell?

"Her nanme is Mary Cassatt," Kelly said.

The cashier swallowed. "Of course.”

NEXT TO THE For Madane shop was a drugstore. "We're in
| uck again." D ane sm | ed.

They hurried inside and began a second shoppi ng spree.
"Mascara."
"Bl ush."

"Toot hbrushes. "



"Toot hpaste. "

"Tanmpons and panty liners."
"Li pstick."

"Hair clips."

" Powder . "

BY THE TI ME D ane and Kelly arrived back at their hotel,
the four suitcases had al ready been
delivered to their room

Kelly stared at them "I wonder which are yours and which
are m ne?

"It doesn't matter,"” Diane assured her. "W're going to be
here for maybe a week or nore, so we

m ght as well just put everything away."

"l suppose so."

They began busily hangi ng up dresses and sl acks, putting
their lingerie in drawers, and placing their
toilet articles in the bathroom

When the suitcases were enptied and everythi ng had been
put in place, Diane took off her shoes and dress and
gratefully sank down on one of the beds.

"This feels wonderful." She sighed contentedly. "I don't
know about you, but |'m having dinner in bed. Then |I'm going
to take a nice, long, hot bath. I'mnot noving fromhere."

A pl easant-faced, unifornmed mai d knocked and cane into the
suite, carrying an arnful of fresh towels.

Two minutes |ater, she enmerged fromthe bathroom "If



there's anything you need, please ring for ne. Have a good
eveni ng. "

"Thank you." Kelly watched her |eave.

Di ane was browsi ng through a house nagazi ne she had pi cked
up at her bedside. "Do you know what year this hotel was
built?"

"Get dressed,” Kelly said. "W're leaving."

"I't was built in—=
"Get dressed. We're getting out of here.”
Di ane | ooked up at her. "Is this sone kind of joke?"

"No. Sonething terrible is going to happen.” There was

panic in her voice.
Di ane sat up, alarned. "What's going to happen?"

"I don't know. But we have to get out of here, or we're
both going to die."

Her fear was contagious, but it nade no sense.
"Kelly, you're not being reasonable. If—

"“I'" m beggi ng you, D ane."

Thi nking about it later, D ane never knew whether she gave
i n because of the urgency in Kelly's voice

or because it was the first time Kelly had called her

Di ane.

"All right." D ane got up. "W'Il pack our clothes and—=

“No! Leave everything."

Di ane | ooked at Kelly in disbelief. "Leave everything? W
j ust bought —=

"Hurry! Now "



"All right." As D ane was reluctantly dressing, she
t hought, | hope she knows what she's doing. |If—

"Quick!" It was a strangl ed scream

Di ane hurriedly finished dressing.

"Faster!"

They grabbed their purses and hurried out the door.

| nust be as crazy as she is, D ane thought resentfully.

When they reached the | obby, Diane found herself running

to keep up with Kelly. "Wuld you mnd telling me where we're

goi ng?"

Qutside, Kelly | ooked around. "There's a park across the
street fromthe hotel. I+ need to sit down."

Exasperated, Diane followed Kelly into the park. They took
seats on a bench.

Di ane said, "Wat are we doi ng?"

At that instant, there was a trenendous expl osion inside

the hotel, and fromwhere they sat, Diane and Kelly could see
w ndows bei ng bl own out of the roomthey had been occupyi ng,
with debris flying through the air.

In stunned disbelief, D ane watched what was happeni ng.

"That +hat was a bonb"—terror crept into her voice—in our
room" She turned to Kelly.

"How—-how di d you know?"

"The maid."

Di ane | ooked at her, puzzled. "What about her?"

Kelly said quietly, "Hotel maids don't wear
f our - hundr ed-dol | ar Manol o Bl ahni k shoes. "



Diane was finding it difficult to breathe. "Howhow could
t hey have found us?"

"I don't know," Kelly said. "But renenber who we're
dealing with."

They both sat there, filled with dread.

"Did Tanner Kingsley give you anything when you were in
his office?" D ane asked.

Kelly shook her head. "No. Did he give you anything?"
"No. "

They realized it at the sanme instant.

"His card!"

They opened their purses and took out the business cards
Tanner Kingsley had given them

Diane tried to break hers in half. It would not bend.
"There's sone kind of chip inside," she said, furious.

Kelly tried to bend her card. "In mne, too. That's how
t he bastards have been tracking us."

Di ane took Kelly's card and said angrily, "Not anynore."

Kelly watched as D ane stepped out onto the road and threw
the cards down on the street. Wthin mnutes, they had been
run over by a dozen cars and trucks.

In the distance, the sounds of approaching sirens were
filling the air.

Kelly stood up. "We'd better get away from here, D ane.
Now t hat they can't track us anynore,

we'll be all right. I'"mgoing back to Paris. What will you
do?"

"Try to figure out why this is happening."



"Be careful."

"You, too." Diane hesitated a nonent. "Kelly—thanks. You
saved ny life."

Enbarrassed, Kelly said, "I feel bad about sonething. |
lied to you.

"You di d?"

"You know what | said about your painting?"
"Yes."

"I really liked it—a lot. You're good."

Diane smled. "Thanks. I'mafraid |I've been pretty rude to
you. "

"D ane?"
"Yes?"
"I never grew up with naids."

D ane | aughed, and the two of them enbraced.

"I"'mglad we net," Diane said warmy. So am|.

They stood there, |ooking at each other, finding it
difficult to say good- bye.

"I have an idea," Diane said. "If you need ne, here's ny
cell phone nunber." She wote it on a

pi ece of paper.

"Here's mne," Kelly replied, and gave it to D ane.
"Wl |, good-bye again."
Di ane said haltingly, "Yeah. |—Good-bye, Kelly."

Di ane watched Kelly wal k away. At the corner, she turned
and waved. D ane waved back. As Kelly disappeared, D ane



| ooked up at the bl ackened hole that was to have been their
tonb, and she felt
a chill.

CHAPTER 29

KATHY ORDONEZ WALKED i nto Tanner Kingsley's office with
t he norni ng newspapers and

said, "It's happening again." She handed hi mthe
newspapers. They all had banner headl i nes:

FOG DI SRUPTS MAJOR GERMAN CI Tl ES
ALL SW SS Al RPORTS CLOSED BY FOG

DEATH TOLL RI SES FROM FOG | N ROVE

Kathy said, "Shall | send these to Senator Van Luven?"

"Yes. Right away," Tanner said grimy. Kathy hurried out
of his office.

Tanner | ooked at his wistwatch and smled. The bonb nust
have gone off by now. The two bitches
have finally been di sposed of.

H s secretary's voice cane over the intercom "M.
Ki ngsl ey, Senator Van Luven is on the line for
you. Do you wish to take it?"



"Yes." Tanner picked up the phone. "Tanner Kingsley."

"Hello, M. Kingsley. This is Senator Van Luven."
"Good afternoon, Senator."

"My assistants and | happen to be near your headquarters,
and | wondered if it would be conveni ent
for you if we dropped in for a visit."

"Absol utely," Tanner said enthusiastically. "I would be
very happy to show you around, Senator."

"Fine. We'll be there shortly."

Tanner pressed the intercombutton. "I1'm expecting sone
visitors in a few mnutes. Hold all ny calls.”

He t hought about the obituary he had seen in the

newspapers a few weeks earlier. Senator Van Luven's husband
had died of a heart attack. 1'Il offer ny condol ences.

FI FTEEN M NUTES LATER, Senator Van Luven and her two
attractive young assistants arrived.

Tanner rose to greet them "I'mdelighted you decided to
come. "

Senator Van Luven nodded. "You renenber Corinne Mirphy and
Karol ee Trost."

Tanner smled. "Yes. It's nice to see you both again." He

turned to the senator. "I heard about your husband's passing
away. |'mterribly sorry."
Senator Van Luven nodded. "Thank you. He had been ill for

along tine, and finally, a few weeks
ago . " She forced a smle. "By the way, the
I nformation on global warm ng that you' ve been



sending nme is very inpressive."

"Thank you."

"Whul d you like to show us what you' re doi ng here?"

"OF course. How much of a tour would you |like? W have a

five-hour tour, a four-hour tour, and
an hour-and-a-half tour."

Corinne Murphy grinned. "It would be nice to take the
five—=

Senator Van Luven interrupted. "W'll settle for the
hour - and- a-hal f tour."

"My pleasure.™
"How many people work at KIG?" Senator Van Luven asked.

"Approximately two thousand. KIG has offices in a dozen
maj or countries all over the world."

Corinne Murphy and Karol ee Trost | ooked i npressed.

"We have five hundred enpl oyees in these buildings. The
staff nmenbers and the research fell ows

have separate quarters. Every scientist enployed here has
a mninmm |l Q of one hundred sixty."

Cori nne Murphy gushed, "They're geniuses."

Senator Van Luven gave her a di sapprovi ng | ook.

"Fol l ow me, please,” Tanner said.

THE SENATOR AND Murphy and Trost foll owed Tanner through a
si de door into one of the

adj oining buildings. He led theminto a roomcramed with
esot eri c-1 ooki ng equi pnent.



Senator Van Luven wal ked up to one of the odd-I| ooking
machi nes and asked, "What does this do?"

"That's a sound spectrograph, Senator. It converts the
sound of a voice into a voiceprint. It can
recogni ze thousands of different voices."

Trost frowned. "How does it do that?"

"Think of it this way. When a friend calls you on the

t el ephone, you instantly recognize the voice

because that sound pattern is etched in your brain
circuit. We programthis machi ne the sane way.

An electronic filter allows only a certain band of
frequencies to get through to the recorder, so that

we have only the distinguishable features of that person's
voi ce. "

The rest of the tour becane a fascinating nontage of giant
machi nes and mniature electronic

m croscopes and chem cal |aboratories; roons with

bl ackboards filled with nysterious synbols, |abs

Wi th a dozen scientists working together, and offices
where a single scientist was absorbed in trying

to solve sone arcane problem

They passed a redbrick building with a double set of | ocks
on the door.

Senat or Van Luven asked, "What's in there?"

"Some secret governnent research. Sorry, it's out of
bounds, Senator."

The tour took two hours. When it was over, Tanner escorted
the three wonen back to his office.

"l hope you enjoyed it," Tanner said.

Senator Van Luven nodded. "It was interesting."”

"Very interesting." Corinne Murphy smled. Her eyes were
on Tanner.



"I loved it!" exclained Karol ee Trost.

Tanner turned to Senator Van Luven. "By the way, have you
had a chance to discuss with your colleagues the
envi ronnmental problemwe tal ked about ?"

The senator's voice was noncommttal. "Yes." "Wuld you
tell nme what you think the chances are, Senator?" "This is
not a guessing game, M. Kingsley. There will be nore

di scussions. I'Il let you

know when it's been decided."”

Tanner managed a smle. "Thank you. Thank you all for
droppi ng by."

He wat ched t hem | eave.

AS THE DOOR cl osed behind them Kathy Ordonez's voice cane
over the intercom "M. Kingsley, Saida Hernandez has been
trying to reach you. She said it was urgent, but you told ne
to hold your

calls.™

"Get her for ne," Tanner said.

Sai da Her nandez was the woman he had sent to the Adans
Hotel to plant the bonb. Line one.

Tanner picked up the phone, anticipating the good news.
"Al went well, Saida?"

"No. I'"'msorry, M. Kingsley." He could hear the fear in

her voice. "They got away."
Tanner's body went stiff. "They what ?"

"Yes, sir. They left before the bonb went off. A bell nman
saw them rush out of the hotel | obby."

Tanner slamred the phone down. He buzzed his secretary.
"Send Flint and Carballo in here."



A mnute later, Harry Flint and Vince Carballo wal ked into
Tanner's office.

Tanner turned to the two nen. He was in a towering rage.
"The bitches got away again. That's the

last time | wll allow that to happen. Do you understand?
I"mgoing to tell you where they are, and

you're going to take care of them Any questions?"

Flint and Carballo | ooked at each other. "No, sir."
Tanner pressed a button that reveal ed the electronic city
map. "As long as they have the cards that

| gave them we can track them down."

They watched the electronic |lights appear on the

tel evision screen map. Tanner pressed a button.

The lights did not nove.

Tanner gritted his teeth. "They've gotten rid of their

cards." His face got redder. He turned to Flint
and Carballo. "I want themkilled today."
Flint | ooked at Tanner, puzzled. "If we don't know where

they are, how can we—=2"

Tanner cut in. "Do you think I'd let a woman outwit ne
that easily? As long as they have their cell phones, they're
not goi ng anywhere without telling us."

"You could get hold of their cell phone nunbers?" Flint
asked, surprised.

Tanner did not bother to reply. He was exam ning the nap.
"By now t hey've probably separated.”

He pressed another switch. "Let's try D ane Stevens
first." Tanner punched in a nunber.

The lights on the map started to nove and began to slowy
focus on Manhattan streets, panning

across hotels, shops, and banks. Finally, the noving
lights stopped at a building with a sign that

read NELSON GALLERY.



"Diane Stevens is in a gallery." Tanner pressed another
button. "Let's see where Kelly Harris is."

Tanner began to repeat the same procedure. The lights
started noving again, this tinme focusing

on a different part of the city.

The men watched as the Iighted area narrowed down to a
street with a clothing store, a restaurant,

a drugstore, and a bus station. The |ights scanned the
area and suddenly stopped in front of a |arge,

open bui | di ng.

"Kelly Harris is at a bus station." Tanner's voi ce was
grim "W've got to catch them both, fast."

"How?" Carball o asked. "They're at opposite ends of town.
By the tine we got there, they'd be gone."

Tanner turned. "Conme wth ne." He headed for an adj oi ning
room Flint and Carball o cl ose behi nd

him The roomthey entered had an array of nonitors,
conmputers, and el ectronic keyboards with col or-coded keys. On
a shelf was a small squat machine, with dozens of conpact

di scs and DVDs. Tanner |ooked through them and slipped one

| abel ed di ane stevens inside the machine.

He explained to the nen: "This is a voice synthesizer. The
voi ces of Diane Stevens and Kelly Harris
were digitized earlier.

The patterns of their speech have been recorded and
anal yzed. Wth the press of a button, every word

| say is calibrated to duplicate their voices." Tanner
pi cked up a cell phone and pressed sone nunbers.

There was a cautious "Hello?" It was Kelly Harris's voice.

"Kelly! I"'mso glad I found you." It was Tanner speaking,
but it was Di ane Stevens's voice that they heard.

"Di ane! You caught ne just in time. I'mon ny way out of
here. "



Flint and Carballo were listening in wonder.

"Where are you going, Kelly?"

"To Chicago. I'mtaking a plane hone, out of O Hare."
"Kelly, you can't |eave now. "

There was a nonment of silence. "Wy?"

"Because | found out what's really happening. | know who
killed our husbands and why."

"Ch, ny God! How di d—Are you sure?"

"Positive. | have all the proof we need.”

"Diane, that's—that's wonderful."

"l have the proof with ne. I'mat the Del nont Hotel, in
pent house A. Fromhere |I'mgoing to the FBI

| wanted you to go with nme, but if you have to go hone, |

under st and. "

"No, no! I+ want to help finish what Mark was trying to
do. "

Flint and Carballo were listening to every word, riveted.
In the background, they could hear the station announcenent
for the bus to Chicago.

“I''"'l'l go with you, D ane. You said the Del nont Hotel ?"
"Yes, on Eighty-sixth Street. Penthouse A"

"I"'mon ny way. See you in a little while."

The connecti on was broken.

Tanner turned to Flint and Carballo. "Half the problemis
solved. Now we'll take care of the other half."

Flint and Carball o watched as Tanner inserted anot her
conpact disc |abeled kelly Harris into the synthesizer.



Tanner noved a switch on the phone and pressed sone nunbers.
Di ane's voi ce came on al nost immediately. "Hello . . ."

Tanner spoke into the phone, but it was Kelly's voice they
hear d.

"D ane—=
"Kelly! Are you all right?"

“I'"'mwonderful. | have sone exciting news. | found out who
kill ed our husbands and why."

"What ? Who—who—=2"

"We can't discuss this on the phone, Diane. |I'mat the
Del nront Hotel, on Eighty-sixth Street,
pent house A. Can you neet ne here?"

"OF course. |I'lIl cone right over."
"Wonderful, Diane. I'll be waiting."
Tanner clicked off the set and turned to Flint. "You'll be

wai ting." He handed Flint a key. "This is the

key to penthouse A It's our conpany suite. Get there
right away and wait for them | want you to

kill themas soon as they walk in the door. I'lIl see to it
that the bodies are taken care of."

Carball o and Tanner watched Flint turn and hurry out the
door.

Carball o said, "Wat would you like ne to do, M.
Ki ngsl ey?"

"Take care of Sai da Her nandez."

VAI TI NG | NSI DE PENTHOUSE A, Flint was determned that this
ti me nothing would go wrong.



He had heard of bunglers that Tanner had di sposed of. Not
me, Flint thought. He took out his gun, checked the barrel,
and screwed on the silencer. Al he had to do now was wait.

In a taxi six blocks fromthe Del nont Hotel, Kelly

Harris's mnd was racing with excitenent over what D ane had
told her. | know who killed our husbands and why. . . . |
have all the proof we need. Mark, |'m going to nake them pay
for what they did to you.

DIANE WAS I N a fever of inpatience. The nightnmare was at

an end. Sonmehow Kelly had di scovered who was behind the pl ot
to kill them and she had proof. |I'mgoing to nake you proud
of me, Richard.

| feel you near ne, and—

Di ane's thoughts were interrupted by the taxi driver.
"We're here, lady. Delnont Hotel."

CHAPTER 30

AS DI ANE WALKED t hrough the Del nont Hotel | obby, toward
the el evators, her heart began to

beat faster. She could not wait to hear what Kelly had
| ear ned.

An el evator door opened and the passengers noved out.

"Goi ng up?"

"Yes." Di ane stepped inside. "The penthouse, please." Her



m nd was racing. What project could our husbands have been
wor ki ng on that was so secret that they were nurdered? And
how had Kelly

found the answer?

Peopl e began to crowd in. The el evator door closed and it
started to rise. D ane had seen Kelly

only a few hours ago, and to her surprise, she found that
she m ssed her.

Finally, after half a dozen stops, the el evator operator
opened the door and said, "Penthouse floor."

I NSI DE THE LI VI NG room of penthouse A, Flint waited cl ose
to the door, trying to listen for sounds

in the hallway. The problemwas that the door was
unusual ly thick, and Flint knew why. It was not to keep
sounds out. It was to keep themin.

Boar droom neetings were held in the penthouse suite, but
Flint liked to joke that no one was ever

bored. Three tines a year, Tanner invited KI G nanagers
froma dozen countries. Wen the business neetings were
adj ourned, a bevy of beautiful girls was brought in to
entertain the nen. Flint had been

a guard at several of the orgies, and now, as he stood
t here, thinking about the sea of naked, nubile

bodi es npani ng and t hrashi ng about on the beds and
couches, he began to get an erection. Flint

grinned. The | adies would take care of it soon.

Harry Flint did not consider hinself a necrophiliac. He

had never killed a woman in order to have
sex with her. But if she were already dead .

AS DI ANE STEPPED out of the el evator, she asked, "Which



way i s penthouse A?"

"I't's to the left, at the end of the corridor. But there's
no one there."

Di ane turned. "Wat?"

"That penthouse is only used for board neetings, and the
next one isn't until Septenber."”

Diane smled. "I'"'mnot going to a board neeting. I'm
seeing a friend who's waiting for ne."

The el evator operator watched as Diane turned |left and
wal ked t oward pent house A. He shrugged,
cl osed the el evator door, and started down.

As Di ane was approaching the door to the penthouse, she
began to wal k faster, her excitenent
starting to build.

| NSI DE PENTHOUSE A, Flint was waiting for the knock on the
door. Wiich one of themw Il get

here first—+the blonde or the black chick? It doesn't
matter. |'mnot prejudiced.

FIli nt thought he heard soneone approaching the door, and
he tightened his grip on the gun.

KELLY WAS FI GHTI NG to control her inpatience. Getting to

t he Del nont Hotel had been a series

of delays: traffic . . . redlights . . . road repairs .
She was |ate. She hurried through the | obby of the hotel

and got into an el evator. "Penthouse, please.”



ON THE FI FTI ETH fl oor, as Di ane approached pent house A,
the door to the neighboring suite

opened and a bel | man canme out, backing into the corridor,
pulling a large cart filled with |uggage,

bl ocki ng D ane's passage.

“I"l'l have this out of your way in a mnute," he
apol ogi zed.

The bell man returned to the suite and cane out with two
nore suitcases. Diane tried to squeeze by,
but there was no room

The bell man said, "All set. Sorry for the delay." He noved

the | uggage cart out of the way.

Di ane wal ked over to penthouse A and raised her hand to
knock on the door when a voice down
the hall said, "D ane!"

Di ane turned. Kelly had just stepped out of an el evator.
"Kel | y—+"

D ane hurried back down the hall to nmeet her.

| NSI DE THE PENTHOUSE, Harry Flint was |istening. Was
sonmeone out there? He coul d have opened the door to see, but
that woul d have ruined the plan. Kill them as soon as they
wal k in the door.

In the corridor, Kelly and D ane were huggi ng, delighted
to see each other.

Kelly said, "Sorry I'mlate, D ane, but the traffic was
terrible. You caught ne just as ny bus was
| eavi ng for Chicago."



Di ane | ooked at Kelly, puzzled. "I caught you—=2"
"I was just getting on nmy bus when you called.”

There was a nonentary silence. "Kelly—+ didn't call you.
You called ne. To tell nme that you had

t he evidence we needed to— She saw the stricken | ook on
Kelly's face.

"l didn't—

They both turned to | ook at penthouse A
Di ane took a deep breath. "Let's—

"Ri ght."

They raced down one flight of stairs, got into an
el evator, and were out of the hotel in three m nutes.

I nside the penthouse, Harry Flint was | ooking at his
wat ch. What's keeping the bitches?

DI ANE AND KELLY were seated in a crowded subway car.

"I don't know how they did it," D ane said. "It was your
voi ce. "

"And it was your voice. They're not going to stop until
they kill us. They're like octopi wth a thousand bl oody arns
that they want to wap around our necks."

"They have to catch us before they can kill us,"” D ane

sai d.

"How coul d they have found us this tine? W got rid of
Ki ngsl ey' s busi ness cards, and we have
not hi ng el se that they—=



They | ooked at each other, then | ooked at their cell
phones.

Kel |y said wonderingly, "But how could they have found out
our phone nunbers?"

"Don't ask. Anyway, this is probably the safest place in
New York. W can stay on the subway

until — Di ane gl anced across the aisle and her face pal ed.
"We're getting out of here," she said

urgently. "Next stop.”

"What ? You just sai d—="

Kelly followed Diane's eyes. On the advertising strip that
ran above the wi ndows was a phot ograph

of a smling Kelly, holding up a beautiful |adies' watch.

“Ch, ny God!"

They rose and hurried to the door, waiting for the next
stop. Two uniformed mari nes, seated nearby, were ogling them

Kelly smled at the nen as she took Diane's cell phone and
her own and handed one to each marine. "W'Il call you."

And t he wonen were gone.

| N PENTHOUSE A, the tel ephone rang. Flint snatched it up.

Tanner said, "It's been over an hour. Wat's going on, M.
FIlint?"

"They never showed up."
n W]at ?Il
“I'"ve been here all the tinme, waiting."

"Get back to the office." Tanner slanmmed the receiver



down.

IN THE BEG NNI NG, this had been a routine bit of business
that Tanner had to di spose of. Now it

had becone personal. Tanner picked up his cell phone and
di al ed Di ane's cell nunber.

One of the marines to whom Kelly had given their cel
phones answered. "There you are, baby.
How woul d you two |i ke to have a big treat tonight?"

The bitches have gotten rid of their phones.

| T WAS A cheap-| ooki ng boardi nghouse on a snall street on
the West Side. Wien the taxi started

to pass it and Diane and Kelly saw the sign vacancy, D ane
said, "You can stop here, driver."

The wonen got out and wal ked up to the front door of the
house.

The | andl ady, who opened the door, was a pl easant,

m ddl e- aged woman naned Al exandra Upshaw.

"I can give you a very nice roomfor forty dollars a
night, wth breakfast."

Di ane said, "That will be fine." She | ooked at Kelly's
expression. "Wiat's the nmatter?"

"Nothing." Kelly closed her eyes for an instant. This
boar di ng- house had nothing to do with the boardi nghouse she
had been brought up in, cleaning toilets and cooking for
strangers and |listening to

t he sounds of her drunken stepfather beating her nother.
She managed a smle. "It's okay."



THE NEXT MORNI NG, Tanner was in a neeting with Flint and
Carball o. "They've disposed of ny business cards," Tanner
said, "and they've gotten rid of their phones."

Flint said, "So, we've |ost them"

Tanner said, "No, M. Flint, not while I'"'malive. W're
not going after them They're comng to us."

The two nen | ooked at each other, then back at Tanner.
"What ?"

"Diane Stevens and Kelly Harris will be here at KI G Monday
norning at eleven-fifteen."

CHAPTER 31

KELLY AND DI ANE awakened at the sane tine. Kelly sat up in
bed and | ooked over at D ane.
"Good norning. How did you sl eep?"

"I had sone crazy dreans."”

"So did I." Diane hesitated. "Kelly—-when you got off the
el evator at the hotel, just as | started to

knock at the door of the penthouse—do you think that was a
coi nci dence?"

"OF course. And lucky for both of us that— Kelly | ooked
at Diane's face. "What do you nean?"



Di ane said carefully, "W've been very lucky so far. |
nmean, very lucky. It's as though—as though soneone, or
sonmet hing, is helping us, guiding us."

Kelly's eyes were fastened on her. "You nean—i ke a
guar di an angel ?"

"Yes."
Kelly said patiently, "Diane, | know that you believe in
those things, but | don't. I know | don't have

an angel on ny shoul der."
Di ane said, "You just don't see it yet."
Kelly rolled her eyes. "Right."

"Let's get sone breakfast,"” Diane suggested. "It's safe
here. | think we're out of danger."”

Kelly grunted. "If you think we're out of danger, you
don't know anyt hi ng about boardi nghouse breakfasts. Let's get

dressed and eat out. | think | saw a diner at the corner."”

"All right. | have to make a call." D ane wal ked over to
the tel ephone and call ed a nunber.

An operator canme on. "KIG"
“"I"d like to speak to Betty Barker."
"Just a nonent, please.”

Tanner had seen the blue light and was listening in on the
conference |ine.

"M ss Barker is not at her desk. Can | take a nessage?"
"Oh. No, thanks."

Tanner frowned. Too quick to put out a trace.



DI ANE TURNED TO Kelly. "Betty Barker is still working at
KIG so we'll just have to find a way
to get to her."

"Maybe her honme nunber is listed in the tel ephone
directory."

Di ane said, "It could be, and the line could be tapped.™
She picked up the directory next to the

t el ephone and skinmed to the letter she was | ooking for.
"She is listed."

Di ane di al ed a nunber, l|istened, and slowy replaced the
recei ver.

Kel |y wal ked over to her. "What's the matter?"

It took Diane a nonent to answer. "Her phone has been
di sconnect ed. "

Kelly took a deep breath. "I think I want a shower."

AS KELLY FI Nl SHED her shower and started to | eave the

bat hroom she realized that she had |eft towels on the floor.
She hesitated a nonent, then picked them up and put them
neatly on the rack.

She wal ked into the bedroom "All yours."

Di ane nodded absently. "Thanks."

The first thing D ane noticed when she wal ked into the
bat hroom was that all the used towels had
been pl aced back on the rack. D ane sm | ed.

She stepped into the shower and | et the warm water soot he
her. She renenbered how she used to shower with R chard, and
how good their bodies felt touching each other. . . . Never
again. But the nenories would al ways be there. A ways .



THERE WERE THE f | owers.

"They're beautiful, darling. Thank you. What are we
cel ebrati ng?"

"Saint Swithin's Day."

And nore flowers.

"Washi ngton Crossing the Del aware Day."

“Nat i onal Parakeet Day."

"Cel ery Lovers' Day."

When the note with the roses said "Leaping Lizards' Day,"
Di ane had | aughed and sai d,

"Sweet heart, lizards don't |eap."

And Richard had put his head in his hands and said, "Dam
it! I was m sinforned."

And he loved to wite | ove poens to her. Wien Di ane was
getting dressed, she would find one in
her shoes, or in a bra, or in a jacket.

And there was the tine he had cone hone from work and she

was standing inside the door, conpletely naked, except for a
pai r of high-heel ed shoes. And she had said, "Darling, do you
| i ke these shoes?"

And his clothes had dropped to the floor and di nner was
del ayed. They—

Kelly's voice called out, "Are we going to have breakf ast
or di nner?"



THEY WERE WALKI NG to the restaurant. The day was cool and
clear, and the sky was a
transl ucent bl ue.

"Blue skies," Diane said. "A good onen."

Kelly bit her lip to keep from | aughi ng. Sonehow, D ane's
superstitions seened endeari ng.

A few doors fromthe diner, D ane and Kelly passed a snal
bouti que. They | ooked at each other, grinned, and wal ked
I nsi de.

A sal esl ady approached them "May | help you?"

Kelly said enthusiastically, "Yes."

Di ane warned, "Let's take it easy. Renenber what happened
the last tine."

"Right. No spree.”

The two of them went through the store, picking out a
nodest nunber of necessities. They left their

old clothes in the dressing room

"Don't you want to take these?" the sal esl ady asked.

Diane smled. "No. Gve themto Goodwi I | .™"

ON THE CORNER was a conveni ence store. "Look," Kelly said,
"di sposabl e cell phones.™

Kelly and Di ane went inside and purchased two of them
each equi pped with a thousand prepaid
m nut es.

Kelly said, "Let's exchange phone nunbers again."

Diane smled. "Right." It only took a few seconds.



On their way out, as Diane was paying the cashier, she
| ooked into her purse. "I"'mreally beginning to
run out of cash.”

"So aml," Kelly said.

"We may have to start using our credit cards," Diane said.
“Not until we find the magic rabbit hole.™

n W]at ?Il

"Never m nd."

WHEN THEY WERE seated at a table in the diner, the
wai tress asked, "Wiat can | get you, |adies?"

Kelly turned to Diane. "You first."

"I"mgoing to have sone orange juice, bacon and eggs, and
toast and coffee.”

The waitress turned to Kelly. "And you, m ss?"
"Half a grapefruit."”

"That's it?" D ane asked.

"Yes."

The waitress left.

"You can't live on half a grapefruit.”

"Habit. |1've been on a strict diet for years. Sone nodels
eat Kleenex to curb their appetites.”

" Seriously?"

"Seriously. But it doesn't matter anynore. |'m never going
to nodel again."”



Di ane studi ed her a nonment. "Wy not?"

"It's not inportant now. Mark taught ne what's really
I nportant, and— She stopped, fighting tears.
"I wish you could have net him™"

"So do |I. But, Kelly, you have to start your |ife again."

Kelly said, "Wat about you? Are you going to start
pai nti ng agai n?

There was a long silence. "I tried . . . No.

WHEN KELLY AND Di ane had finished their breakfasts and
were starting out the door, Kelly

noticed that the norning newspapers were being put into
t he news racks.

Di ane started to wal k on when Kelly said, "Wait a mnute."
She turned back and picked up one
of the newspapers. "Look!"

The story was an article at the top of the front page.

Kingsley International Goup is holding a nenorial service
to honor all their enployees

whose recent deaths have been the cause of nmuch

specul ation. The tribute will take place

at KI G headquarters, in Manhattan, on Mynday, at 11:15
A M

"That's tonmorrow." Kelly | ooked at Di ane for a nonent.
"Why do you think they' re doing this?"

"I think they're setting a trap for us."

Kelly nodded. "So do I. Does Kingsley believe we would be



stupid enough to fall for—2" Kelly
| ooked at Diane's expression and said with dismay, "W're
goi ng?"

D ane nodded.
"W can't!

"We have to. I'msure Betty Barker will be there. | nust
talk to her."

"I don't want to be picky, but how do you expect to get
out of there alive?"
“I''l'l think of a way."
"Trust ne."

She | ooked at Kelly and sm | ed.

Kel ly shook her head. "There's nothing that nmakes ne nore

nervous than hearing soneone say 'Trust ne.'" She thought for
a nmonent, and her face lit up. "I have an idea. | know how to
handle this."

"What's your idea?" It s a surprise.

Di ane | ooked at Kelly, worried. "You really think you can
get us out of there?"

"Trust ne.

VWHEN THEY RETURNED t o t he boardi nghouse, Kelly nmade a
t el ephone cal |

They both slept badly that night. Kelly was |lying in bed,
worrying. If nmy plan fails, we're both going

to die. As she was falling asleep, she seened to see
Tanner Kingsley's face | ooking down on her. He

was gri nni ng.

Di ane was praying, her eyes tightly closed. Darling, this
may be the last tine | speak to you. |'m not
sure whether to say good-bye or hello. Tonorrow, Kelly and



| are going to KIG to your nenori al

| don't think our chances of getting away are very good,
but | have to go, to try to help you. | just

wanted to tell you once nore, before it may be too | ate,
that | |ove you. Goodnight, ny dearest.

CHAPTER 32

THE MEMORI AL SERVI CE was being held in KIG Park, an area
t hat had been set aside in back

of the Kingsley International G oup conplex, as a
recreation facility for its enployees. There were

a hundred people gathered in the park, which was

accessi ble only through two gated pat hs | eadi ng

i n and out.

In the center of the grounds, a dais had been erected, and
hal f a dozen KI G executives were seated

there. At the end of the row sat Richard Stevens's
secretary, Betty Barker. She was an attractive
patrici an-| ooking woman in her thirties.

Tanner was at the m crophone. "... and this conpany was
built by the dedication and |oyalty of its enpl oyees. W
appreciate and salute them | have always |iked to think of
our conpany as a famly,

all working together toward the sane objective.
spoke, he was scanni ng the crowd.

"Here, at KIG we have sol ved problens and executed ideas
t hat have made the world a better place

tolive in, and there is no greater satisfaction than—

As Tanner

At the far end of the park, D ane and Kelly had entered.
Tanner gl anced at his watch. It was
el even-forty. There was a satisfied smle on his face. He



conti nued speaki ng: knowi ng t hat
what ever success this conpany has had is due to you."

Di ane | ooked up at the platformand nudged Kelly,
excitedly. "There's Betty Barker. | have to
get to her."

"Be careful."

Di ane gl anced around and said uneasily, "This is too
sinple. | have a feeling we've been— She

turned to | ook back and gasped. Harry Flint and two of his
men had appeared at one of the gates.

Di ane's eyes turned toward the second gate. It was bl ocked

by Carball o and two nore nen.
"Look!" Diane's throat was dry.

Kelly turned to see the six nen blocking the exits. "Is
there any other way out of here?"

"I don't think so."

Tanner was saying, "Regrettably, recent m sfortunes have
come to several nenbers of our famly.

And when a tragedy befalls soneone in the famly, it

affects us all. KIGis offering a five-mllion-dollar reward
to anyone who can prove who or what is behind all of this."

"Five mllion dollars fromone of his pockets into the
other," Kelly said softly.

Tanner | ooked out over the crowd at Kelly and Di ane, and

his eyes were cold. "W have two bereaved nenbers here today,
Ms. Mark Harris and Ms. Richard Stevens. |I'mgoing to ask
themto pl ease

come up here on the podium"”

"We can't let himget us up there," Kelly said, horrified.
"We have to stay with the crowd. What do
we do now?"

Di ane | ooked at Kelly, surprised. "Wiat do you nean?
You're the one who's going to get us out of



here, remenber? Start your plan.”

Kelly swall owed. "It didn't work."

Di ane said nervously, "Then go to plan B."
"Diane ..."
"Yes?"

"There is no plan B."

Di ane's eyes w dened. "You nmean you—you got us here with
no way to get us out?"

"1 thought—=
Tanner's voi ce boonmed over the |oudspeaker. "Wuld Ms.

Stevens and Ms. Harris cone up here
now, please?"

Kelly turned to Diane and said mserably, "I'm+4+'mso
sorry."
"It'"s ny fault. | should never have let us cone."

The people in the cromd were turning to watch them They
wer e trapped.

"Ms. Stevens and Ms. Harris . . ."
Kel |y whi spered, "Wat are we going to do?"

Di ane said, "W have no choice. W're going up there." She
took a deep breath. "Let's go."

Rel uctantly, the two wonen started slowy toward the
podi um

Di ane was | ooking up at Betty Barker, whose eyes were
fastened on her, a panicky | ook on her face.

Di ane and Kelly neared the podium their hearts poundi ng.



Di ane was thinking, Richard, darling, |I tried. No matter
what happens, | want you to know that | —

There was a sudden | oud commption at the back of the park.
Peopl e were craning their necks to see
what was happeni ng.

Ben Roberts was maki ng an entrance, acconpanied by a | arge
crew of canmeramen and assi stants.

The two wonen turned to | ook. Kelly grabbed Diane's arm
beam ng. "Plan A has arrived!
Ben is here."

And Di ane | ooked up and said softly, "Thank you, Richard."

Kel ly said, "What?" She suddenly realized what D ane
meant. She said cynically, "Right. Conme on.
Ben is waiting for us."

TANNER WAS WATCHI NG t he scene, his face stiff. He called
out, "Excuse ne. |'msorry,

M. Roberts. This is a private nenorial cerenony. | wll
have to ask you and your crew to | eave."

Ben Roberts said, "Good norning, M. Kingsley. My showis
doing a television segnent with

Ms. Harris and Ms. Stevens at the studio, but while we
were here, | thought you mght like to

have us do a piece on the nenorial service."

Tanner shook his head. "No, | can't permt you to stay
here."
"Too bad. Then I'Ill just take Ms. Harris and Ms. Stevens

over to the studio now "

"You can't," Tanner said harshly.

Ben | ooked at him "I can't what?"



Tanner was al nost trenbling with fury. "I+ mean—you—
not hi ng. "

The women had reached Ben.

He said softly, "Sorry I'mlate. There was a breaki ng news
story about a nurder and—=-

"There was al nost a breaking news story about two nore,”
Kelly said. "Let's get out of here.™

Tanner watched, frustrated, as Kelly, D ane, Ben Roberts,
and his crew pushed past Tanner's nen
and wal ked out of the park.

Harry Flint | ooked over to Tanner for instructions. As
Tanner slowy shook his head no, he was
thinking, It's not over yet, bitches.

DI ANE AND KELLY got into the car with Ben Roberts. His
crew was followng in tw vans.

Roberts | ooked at Kelly. "Now, can you tell nme what that
was al |l about ?"

“I wwsh | could, Ben. But not yet. | will when | know what
" mtal king about. | promse."
"Kelly, I'"'ma reporter. | need to know-=

"Today you cane as a friend."

Roberts sighed. "Right. Were would you |like nme to take
you?"

Di ane said, "Wuld you drop us off at Forty-second Street
and Ti nes Square?"

"You ve got it."



TWENTY M NUTES LATER, Kelly and D ane were getting out of
t he car.

Kel |y ki ssed Ben Roberts on the cheek. "Thanks, Ben. |
won't forget this. W'll stay in touch."

"Be safe.”

They turned to wave as they wal ked away.

Kelly said, "I feel naked."

n W]y?ll

"Diane, we don't have any weapons. Nothing. |I w sh we had
a gun.”

"W have our brains.”

"I wish we had a gun. Wy are we here? What are we goi ng
to do now?"

"We're going to stop running. From now on, we're on the
of f ensi ve.

Kel |y | ooked at her curiously. "Wat does that nean?"

"I't means I'msick and tired of us being the target of the
day. We're going after them Kelly."

Kelly | ooked at Diane a nonment. "We're going after KIG?"
“"That's right."

"You' ve been reading too many nysteries. How do you think
the two of us can bring down the

bi ggest think tank in the worl d?"

"We're going to start by getting the names of all their
enpl oyees who have died in the past few weeks."

"What nmakes you think there were nore than Mark and



R chard?"

"Because the newspaper announcenent said all their
enpl oyees, so there were nore than two people.”

"Oh. And who's going to give us those nanes?"

"1l show you," Di ane said.

THE EASY ACCESS Internet Cafe was a vast conputer hal
containing nore than a dozen rows of cubicles equipped with
four hundred personal conputers, nearly all of themin use.
It was part of a

chain that was springing up all over the world.

When they wal ked in, D ane went to the card vending
machi ne, to purchase an hour of I|nternet access.

When she cane back, Kelly said, "Were do we start?"
"Let's ask the conputer.”
They found an enpty cubicle and sat down.

Kel |y watched as D ane | ogged on to the Internet. "What
happens now?"

"First we do a Google search to find the nanes of the
other victins who were enpl oyees of KIG ™

D ane typed "ww. googl e.comt and then typed in her search
criteria: "obituary" and "KIG"

A long list of search hits appeared. D ane | ooked
specifically for itens in newspapers that were

avail abl e online and found several. She clicked on those
li nks, which |led her to a series of recent obituaries and
other articles. One article led her to KIG Berlin, and she
accessed its Wb site.

"This is interesting . . . Franz Verbrugge."



"Who' s he?"

"The question is, where is he? He seens to have
di sappeared. He worked for KIGin Berlin, and
his wfe, Sonja, died nysteriously."

Di ane clicked onto another |ink. She hesitated and | ooked
up at Kelly. "In France—Mark Harris."

Kelly took a deep breath and nodded. "Go on."

Di ane pressed nore keys. "Denver, Gary Reynolds, and in
Manhatt an"—Bi ane' s voi ce broke—Ri chard." D ane stood up.

"That's it."
Kelly said, "Wat now?"

"We're going to figure out howto put all this together.
Let's go."

HALFWAY DOMN THE bl ock, Kelly and Di ane passed a conputer
store.

"Just a mnute," Kelly said.
Di ane followed as Kelly wal ked into the store and
approached t he manager.

"Excuse me. My nane is Kelly Harris. |I'm Tanner Kingsley's
assistant. We need three dozen of your

very best and nost expensive conputers by this afternoon.

I s that possible?"

The manager beaned. "Why-why certainly, Ms. Harris. For
M. Kingsley, anything. W don't

have themall here, of course, but we'll get them from our
war ehouses. 1'I|l take care of it personally.

W11l that be cash or charge?"



"COD," Kelly said.

As the manager hurried away, D ane said, "I wish | had
t hought of that."

Kelly grinned. "You wll."

"I THOUGHT YOU would |ike to see these, M. Kingsley."
Kat hy Ordonez handed hi m several newspapers. The headl i nes
told the story:

AUSTRALI A HAS FREAK TORNADO

THE FI RST TORNADO TO EVER HI T AUSTRALI A HAS
DESTROYED A DOZEN VI LLAGES. DEATH TOLL | S
UNKNOWA.

METEORCLOG STS ARE BAFFLED BY NEW
WORLD WEATHER PATTERNS. COZONE LAYER
BLAMED,

Tanner said, "Send these to Senator Van Luven with a note:
" Dear Senator Van Luven, | think tine
IS running out. Best w shes, Tanner Kingsley."

"Yes, sir.

Tanner | ooked up at a conputer screen when he heard the
sound telling himhe had received an

alert fromthe security division of his Information
Technol ogy depart nent.

Tanner had arranged for his |IT departnent to have
"spiders" install ed—high-tech software that

constantly conbed the Internet, searching for information.
Tanner had privately set the spiders to



| ook for people searching for sensitive information
relating to the deaths of Richard Stevens and

Mark Harris, and he now stared with interest at the alert
on the conputer nonitor.

He pressed a buzzer. "Andrew, get in here.”

Andrew was in his office, daydream ng about his accident,

and renenbering. He was in the wardrobe roomto get his
spacesuit that the arny had sent. He started to take one from
t he rack, but Tanner

was there, and Tanner handed hima suit and gas nask. War
this one. It will bring you | uck.

Tanner was—

"Andrewd CGet in here!"”

ANDREW HEARD THE command, got up, and slowy wal ked into
Tanner's office.

"Sit down."
"Yes, Tanner." He took a seat.

"The bitches just hit our Wb site in Berlin. Do you know
what that neans?”

"Yes. . . |-—no.

Tanner's secretary buzzed. "The conputers are here, M.
Ki ngsl ey. "

"What conput ers?"

"The ones you ordered."

Puzzl ed, Tanner rose and wal ked out the door into the
reception room Three dozen conputers

were piled up on dollies. The store manager and three nen
In overalls were standing next to them



The manager's face lit up when he saw Tanner approachi ng.
"I have just what you asked for,

M. Kingsley. State of the art. And we'll be happy to help
you with any nore—

Tanner was staring at the pile of conputers. "Who ordered
t hese?"

"Your assistant, Kelly Harris. She said you needed them

ri ght away, so—

"Take them back,"” Tanner said softly. "Were she's going,
they won't be needed.”

He turned and wal ked back into his office. "Andrew, do you
have any idea why they accessed our

Wb site? Well, 1'Il tell you. They're going to try to
track down the victins and | ook for the notives

behi nd their deaths."” Tanner sat down. "To do that, they
woul d have to go to Europe. Only they're

not going to get there."

Andrew said sleepily, "No . . ."
"How are we going to stop them Andrew?"
Andr ew nodded. "Stop them. . ."

Tanner | ooked at his brother and said contenptuously, "I
w sh there was soneone with a brain that
| could talk to."

Andr ew wat ched as Tanner wal ked over to a conputer and sat
at the keyboard. "We're going to start

by wi ping out all their assets. W have their Soci al
Security nunbers." He kept typing as he tal ked. "D ane
Stevens. . . ," he nused as he used the back-door software
KIGinstalled when they were

hired to make Experian's systens Y2K-conpliant. This

back- door software gave Tanner access that

not even the hi ghest of Experian managenent coul d have.

"Look. Experian has all her bank account information, an
| RA retirenent account, her line of credit



at the bank. See?"

Andrew swal | owed. "Yes, Tanner. Yes."

Tanner turned back to the conmputer. "We'll enter her
credit cards as stolen. . . . Now we're going to
do the sane with Kelly Harris. . . . Qur next step is

going to Diane's bank's Wb site." He accessed
the bank's Wb site and then clicked onto a link that said
"Manage Your Accounts.”

Next, Tanner entered Di ane Stevens's account nunber and

the last four digits of her Social Security nunber and was
granted access. Once inside, he transferred all her bal ances
to the line of credit,

then returned to Experian's credit data base and cancel ed
her line of credit under "In Collection."

" Andr ew—
"Yes, Tanner?"

"Do you see what |'ve done? |'ve transferred all of D ane
Stevens's assets as debts to be collected

by their collection departnent.” His tone filled with
self-satisfaction. "Now we'll do the sane thing

for Kelly Harris."

When Tanner was through, he got up and wal ked over to
Andrew. "It's done. They have no noney

and no credit. There's no way they can get out of the
country. We have themtrapped. Wat do you

t hi nk of your kid brother?"

Andrew nodded. "On television last night, | saw a novie
about a—-

Furious, Tanner clenched his fist and slamred it into his
brother's face so hard that Andrew fell out

of the chair and crashed into a wall, making a | oud
racket. "You son of a bitch! Listen to ne when
I"'mtalking to you."

The door flew open and Tanner's secretary, Kathy O donez,



rushed in. "lIs everything all right,
M. Kingsley?"

Tanner turned to her. "Yes. Poor Andrew fell down."
"Ch, dear."

The two of themlifted Andrew to his feet.

"Did | fall down?"

Tanner said gently, "Yes, Andrew, but you're all right
now. "

Kat hy Ordonez whi spered, "M . Kingsley, don't you think
your brother m ght be better off in a hone?"

"OfF course he would,"” Tanner answered. "But it would break
his heart. This is his real hone, and
| can take care of him here."

Kat hy Ordonez | ooked at Tanner admiringly. "You're a
wonder ful man, M. Kingsley."

He shrugged nodestly. "W all have to do what we can."

TEN M NUTES LATER, Tanner's secretary was back.

"Good news, M. Kingsley. This fax just canme in from
Senat or Van Luven's office."

"Let ne see it." Tanner snatched it from her hand.

Dear M. Kingsley:

This is to informyou that the Senate Sel ect Commttee on
t he Environnment has decided to

appropriate funds to imedi ately increase our

I nvestigation of global warm ng and how to



conmbat it.

Si ncerely, Senator Van Luven

CHAPTER 33

YOU HAVE a passport?" Di ane asked.

"I always carry it with ne in a strange country." And
Kel |y added, "And lately this has becone one
hell of a strange country."

Di ane nodded. "My passport is in a bank vault. 1'Il get
it. And we'll need sone noney."
* * %

WHEN THEY ENTERED t he bank, D ane went downstairs to the
vault and opened her safety-

deposit box. She renoved her passport, put it in her
purse, and wal ked back upstairs to a teller's desk.

“I would like to close ny account."

"Certainly. Your nane, please?"

"D ane Stevens."

The teller nodded. "Just a nonent, please."” He wal ked back
to arowof filing cabinets, opened a

drawer, and started riffling through the cards. He pulled

one out, |ooked at it a nonment, then wal ked
back to Diane. "Your account has already been cl osed out,



Ms. Stevens."

D ane shook her head. "No. There nust be sone m stake. |
have—

The teller put the card in front of Diane. It read
"Account cl osed. Reason: Deceased."

Di ane stared at it unbelievingly, then | ooked up at the
teller. "Do | look |ike |I'm deceased?"

"OF course not. I'msorry. If you' d like ne to call the
manager, can—

"No!" She suddenly realized what had happened and felt a
smal | shiver. "No, thanks."

Di ane hurried over to the entrance, where Kelly was
wai ti ng.

"Did you get the passport and noney?"
"I got the passport. The bastards cl osed ny bank account.™

"How coul d t hey—=2"

"It's very sinple. They're KIG and we're not." D ane was

t houghtful for a nonment. "Ch, ny God."

"What now?"

"I have to make a quick phone call." D ane hurried over to

a tel ephone cubicle, dialed a nunber, and pulled out a credit
card. A few nonents later, she was speaking to a clerk. "The
account is under the nane of D ane Stevens. It's a valid—

"' msorry, Ms. Stevens. Qur records show that your card
has been reported stolen. If you want to

make out a report, we can issue a new card to you in a day
or two and—

D ane said, "Never mnd." She slamed down the receiver
and wal ked back to Kelly. "They've
canceled ny credit cards."”



Kelly took a deep breath. "Now |'d better nake a call or
two. "

Kelly was on the tel ephone for alnost half an hour. When
she cane back to Di ane, she was furious.

"The octopus strikes again. But | still have a bank
account in Paris, so | can—=

"We don't have tine for that, Kelly. W have to get out of
here now. How nuch noney do you

have wth you?"

"Enough to get us back to Brooklyn. What about you?"

"I could get us to New Jersey."

"Then we're trapped. You know why they're doing this,
don't you? To keep us from going to Europe

and finding out the truth."”

"It looks like they've succeeded."

Kelly said thoughtfully, "No, they haven't. W're going."
Di ane said skeptically, "How? My spaceshi p?"

"M ne."

JOSEPH BERRY, THE manager of the Fifth Avenue jewelry
store, watched Kelly and Di ane approach and gave them his
best professional smle. "May | help you?"

Kelly said, "Yes. I'd like to sell ny ring. It—=

Hs smle faded. "I'msorry. W don't buy jewelry."

"Oh. That's too bad."

Joseph Berry started to turn away. Kelly opened her hand.
Init was a large enerald ring.



"This is a seven-carat enerald surrounded by three carats
of di anonds, set in platinum"

Joseph Berry stared at the ring, inpressed. He picked up a
jeweler's loupe and put it to his eye.

"It's really beautiful, but we have a firmrule here
t hat —

"I want twenty thousand dollars for it."

"Did you say twenty thousand dol |l ars?"

"Yes, in cash."

Di ane was staring at her. "Kelly—=

Berry | ooked at the ring again and nodded. "Il—er—hink we
can arrange that. Just a nonent."

He di sappeared into the back office.

Di ane said, "Are you crazy? You' re being robbed!"

"Am I ? |If we stay here, we'll be killed. Tell me how nuch
our lives are worth."

Di ane had no answer.

Joseph Berry cane out of the back office, smling. "I'lI
have sonmeone go across the street to the

bank and get the cash for you right away."

Di ane turned to Kelly. "I wish you wouldn't do this."

Kelly shrugged. "It's only a piece of jewelry. . . ." She
cl osed her eyes.

| TS ONLY A piece of jewelry.

It was her birthday. The phone rang.



"Good norning, darling." It was Mark.
"Good norning."
She waited for himto say "Happy birthday."

I nstead he said, "You re not working today. Do you |ike
hi ki ng?"

That was not what Kelly had expected to hear. She felt a
sharp sense of disappointnent. They

had tal ked about birthdays a week earlier. Mark had
forgotten. Yes.

"How woul d you like to go for a hike this norning?"
"All right."
“I''l'l pick you up in half an hour."

“I''l'l be ready."

"WHERE ARE WE goi ng?" Kelly asked, when they were in the
car. They were both dressed in

hi king outfits. "There are sone wonderful trails outside
of Font ai nebl eau. "

"Oh? Do you go there often?”

"I used to go there when | wanted to escape.”

Kelly | ooked at him puzzled. "Escape from what?" He
hesitated. "Loneliness. | felt less lonely there."

He gl anced at Kelly and smled. "I haven't been there
since | met you."

FONTAI NEBLEAU IS A magni ficent royal pal ace, surrounded by



syl van forests, |ocated southeast
of Paris.

As the beautiful, regal estate |loonmed up in the distance,
Mark said, "A lot of kings nanmed Louis have
lived here, starting with Louis IV."

"Oh, really?" Kelly | ooked at hi mand thought, | wonder if
they had birthday cards in those days.

| wish he had given ne a birthday card. I'macting like a
school girl.

They had reached the pal ace grounds. Mark pulled into one
of the parking |ots.

As they got out of the car and headed for the woods, Mark
said, "Can you handle a m |l e?"

Kelly laughed. "I handle nore than that every day on the
runway. "

Mar k took her hand. "Good. Let's go."

"I"'mw th you."

They passed a series of nmmjestic buildings and started

into the woodl and. They were conpletely al one, wapped in a
greenery of ancient fields and storied old trees. It was a
sun-ki ssed summer day filled

with itself. The wind was warm and caressi ng, and there

was a cl oudl ess sky above.

"Isn't this beautiful?" Mark asked.

“It's lovely, Mark."

"I mglad you were free."

Kel ly remenbered sonmething. "Aren't you supposed to be
wor ki ng today?"

"I decided to take the day off."

n d.]. n



They were wal ki ng deeper and deeper into the nysterious
forest.

After fifteen mnutes, Kelly asked, "How far do you want
to go?"

"There's a spot up ahead that | |like. W're al nost there."

A few mnutes later, they energed into a glade with an
enornous oak tree in the center.

"Here we are," Mark sai d.
"It's so peaceful."”

There seened to be sonething lightly carved on the tree.
Kelly went up to it. It read HAPPY BI RTHDAY, KELLY.

She stared at Mark a nonent, speechless. "OCh, Mark,
darling. Thank you."

So he had not forgotten.
"I think there m ght be sonmething in the tree.”

“In the tree?" Kelly noved closer to it. There was a

hol | ow pl ace at eye |l evel. She put her hand inside

and felt a small package, and pulled it out. It was a gift
box. "What—=2" Open it.

Kelly opened it and her eyes w dened. In the box was a
seven-carat enerald ring, surrounded by three carats of

di anonds, set in platinum Kelly stared at it, unbelievingly.
She turned and threw her arnms around Mark. "This is nmuch too
generous. "

"I would give you the noon if you asked for it. Kelly, [I'm
in love with you."

She held himclose, lost in a euphoria she had never
known. And then she said sonething that she

t hought she woul d never, ever say. "I'min |love wth you,
darling."



He was beaming. "Let's get married right anway. We—
“"No." It was |like a whiplash.

Mark was | ooking at her in surprise. "Wy?"

"W can't.”

"Kell y—don't you believe that I"'min |ove with you?"

"Yes.

"Are you in love with me?"

"Yes.
"But you don't want to marry ne?"
"I do want to—but I+ can't."

"I don't understand. Wat is it?"

He was studying her, confused. And Kelly knew that the
nmoment she told Mark about the traumati c experience she had
had, he woul d never want to see her again. "I—+ could never
be a real wife to you."

"What do you nean?"

This was the nost difficult thing Kelly had ever had to

say. "Mark, we could never have sex together. When | was

ei ght years old, | was raped."” She was | ooking out at the
uncaring trees, telling her sordid story to the first man she
had ever loved. "I'mnot interested in sex. |I'mdisgusted by
the idea of it. It frightens nme. I"'m—I"mhalf a woman. I'ma
freak." She was breathing hard, trying not to cry.

Kelly felt Mark's hand on hers. "I'mso sorry, Kelly. That
nmust have been devastating."”

Kelly was silent.

"Sex is very inportant in a marriage," Mark said.



Kel |y nodded, biting her |ip. She knew what he was goi ng
to say next. "OF course. So | understand
why you woul dn't want to—

"But that's not what nmarriage is about. Marriage i s about
spending your |ife with sonmeone you | ove—-havi ng soneone to
talk to, soneone to share all the good tines and the bad
tinmes."

She was |istening, stunned, afraid to believe what she was
heari ng.

"Sex finally goes away, Kelly, but real |ove doesn't. |

| ove you for your heart and your soul. | want
to spend the rest of nmy Iife with you. I can do w thout
t he sex."

Kelly tried to keep her voice steady. "No, Mark—+ can't
| et you."

n W]y?ll

"Because one day you would regret it. You'd fall in |ove
W th soneone el se who could give you . . .

what | can't, and you would leave ne . . . and that would

break ny heart.™

Mar k reached out and took Kelly in his arns and hel d her
cl ose. "Do you know why | coul d never

| eave you? Because you're the best part of ne. We're
getting married."

Kelly | ooked into his eyes. "Mark—do you realize what
you're getting into?"

Mark smled and said, "I think you m ght rephrase that."

Kel |y 1aughed and hugged him "Ch, baby, are you sure
you—=2"

He was beam ng. "I'msure. What do you say?"

She felt the tears on her cheeks. "I say ... yes."



Mark slipped the enerald ring on her finger. They held
each other for a long tine.

Kelly said, "I want you to take nme to the sal on tonorrow
nmorni ng and neet sone of the nodels
Il work with."

"l thought there was a rul e agai nst—
"The rul es have been changed."

Mark was beamng. "I'lIl arrange for a judge | know to
marry us Sunday."

THE NEXT MORNI NG when Kelly and Mark arrived at the
salon, Kelly pointed up to the sky.

"It looks like it's going to rain. Everyone tal ks about
t he weat her, but no one does anything about it."

Mark turned and gave her a strange | ook.

Kel |y saw the expression on Mark's face. "Ch, |'m sorry.
That's a cliche, isn't it?"

Mark did not answer.

THERE WERE hal f a dozen nodels in the dressing room when
Kelly wal ked i n.

"I have an announcenent to nake. |'mgetting married
Sunday, and you're all invited."

The roomwas instantly filled with chatter.

"I's this the nysterious beau you wouldn't |et us neet?"



"Do we know hi nf"

"What does he | ook |ike?"

Kelly said proudly, "Like a young Cary G ant."
"Ooh! When can we neet hin®"

"Now. He's here." Kelly opened the door wi de. "Cone in,
darling."

Mark stepped into the room and the room becane instantly
gqui et. One of the nodels |ooked at

Mark and said under her breath, "Is this sone kind of

j oke?"

"It nust be."

Mark Harris was a foot shorter than Kelly, a plain,

ordi nary-1 ooking man, with a thinning nop of

gray hair.

When the first shock was over, the nodels stepped up to
congratul ate the soon-to-be bride and groom

"That's wonderful news."

"We're thrilled for you."

"I msure you'll be very happy together."

When the congratul ati ons were over, Kelly and Mark left.
As they were wal ki ng down the hall

Mar k asked, "Do you think they |iked nme?"

Kelly smled. "OF course they did. How coul d anyone not
| i ke you?" She stopped. "Cnh!™"

"What is it?"

"I"'mon the cover of a fashion nagazine that just came in.
| want you to see it. Be right back."



Kelly started toward the nodels' dressing room As she
reached the door, she heard a voice say,
"I's Kelly really marrying hinP"

Kel |y stopped and |i stened.

"She nust have gone crazy."

"I've seen her turn down sone of the handsonest nen in the
worl d, and the richest. What does

she see in hin?"

One of the nodels who had been quiet spoke up. "It's very
sinple," she said.

"What is?"
"You'll laugh." She hesitat ed.
"Go ahead. "

"Did you ever hear the phrase 'seeing soneone through the
eyes of |ove' ?"

No one | aughed.

THE WEDDI NG TOOK place at the Mnistry of Justice, in

Paris, and all the nodels were there as bridesnmaids. Qutside
on the street, there was a | arge crowd that had heard about
the marriage of the nodel Kelly. The paparazzi were there in
full force.

Sam Meadows was Mark's best man. "Were are you goi ng on
your honeynoon?" Meadows asked.

Mark and Kelly | ooked at each other. They had not even
t hought about a honeynoon.

Mark said, "Er— He picked a place at random " Saint
Moritz."



Kelly smled uneasily. "Yes. Saint Mritz."

NEI THER OF t hem had been to Saint Miritz before, and the
vi ew was breat htaki ng, an endl ess
vista of mgjestic nmountains and |[ush vall eys.

Badrutt's Pal ace Hotel nested high on a hill. Mark had
call ed ahead for reservations, and when they arrived, the
manager wel coned them "Good afternoon, M. and Ms. Harris.
| have the honeynoon

suite all ready for you."

Mark stalled for a nonent. "Coul d—ould we have tw n beds
put in the suite?"

The manager asked tonelessly, "Twi n beds?"
"Er—yes, please."
"Why—ertainly."

"Thank you." Mark turned to Kelly. "There are a | ot of
Interesting things to see here." He pulled a list fromhis
pocket. "The Engadi ne Museum the Druid stone, St. Mauritius
fountain, the | eaning tower. "

VWHEN MARK AND Kelly were alone in their suite, Mark said,
"Darling, | don't want the situation to nake you
unconfortable. W're just doing this to stop any gossip.
We're going to spend the rest of our |lives together. And what
we're going to share is nmuch nore inportant than anything
physical. | just

want to be with you and I want you to be with ne."

Kelly threw her arns around hi mand hugged him "I—+ don't
know what to say."



Mark smled. "You don't have to say anything."

THEY HAD DI NNER downstairs and then went back to their
suite.

Twi n beds had been put in the naster bedroom "Should we
toss a coi n?"

Kelly smled. "No, you take whichever one you like." Wen
Kelly came out of the bathroomfifteen mnutes |ater,

Mark was in bed.

Kel |y wal ked over to himand sat on the edge of his bed.
"Mark, are you sure this is going to work
for you?"

"“I"ve never been nore sure of anything in ny life. Good
ni ght, my beautiful darling."

"Good night."

Kelly got into her bed and lay there, thinking. Reliving
the night that had changed her life. Shhh! Don't make a
sound. . . . If you tell your nother about this, I'll cone
back and kill her. Wat that nonster

had done to her had taken over her whole |ife. He had
killed sonmething in her, and made her afraid of

the dark . . . afraid of nen . . . afraid of |ove. She had
gi ven him power over her. I'mnot going to |et

him Not anynore. Al the enotions she had repressed over
the years, all the passion that had been building up in her,
expl oded |i ke a dam bursting. Kelly | ooked over at Mark and
suddenly wanted hi m desperately. She threw back the covers
and wal ked over to his bed. "Mywve over," she whi spered.

Mark sat up, surprised. "You said you—you didn't want ne
in your bed, and |-

Kelly | ooked at himand said softly, "But | didn't say I
couldn't be in your bed." She watched the



| ook on his face as she took off her nightgown and slid
Into bed beside him "Mke |love to ne,"
she whi sper ed.

"Ch, Kelly! Yes!"

He started softly and gently. Too softly. Too gently. The
fl oodgat es had opened, and Kelly needed

hi murgently. She nade violent |ove to him and she had

never felt anything so wonderful in her life.

Wen they were lying in each other's arnms, resting, Kelly
said, "You know that |ist you showed ne?"

"Yes."

She said softly, "You can throw it away."

Mar k grinned.

"What a fool 1've been,"” Kelly said. She held Mark cl ose,
and they tal ked, and nade | ove again, and finally they were
bot h exhaust ed.

"Il turn out the lights,"” Mark said.

She tensed and squeezed her eyes shut. She started to say
no, but as she felt his warm body cl ose

to her, protecting her, she said nothing.

When Mark turned out the lights, Kelly opened her eyes.

Kelly was no | onger afraid of the dark. She—

"KELLY? KELLY!"

She was jolted out of her reverie. She | ooked up, and she
was back in the Fifth Avenue jewel ry shop

I n New York, and Joseph Berry was hol ding out a thick
envel ope to her.



"Here you are. Twenty thousand dollars, in hundred-dollar
bills, just as you requested."”

It took Kelly a nmonent to get her bearings. "Thank you."

Kel Iy opened the envel ope, extracted ten thousand doll ars,
and handed it to D ane.

Di ane | ooked at her, puzzled. "What's this?"
"This is your half.”
"For what? | can't—

"You can pay nme back later." Kelly shrugged. "If we're
still around. If we're not around, | won't
need it anyway. Now let's see if we can get out of here."

CHAPTER 34

AT LEXI NGTON AVENUE, Di ane hailed a cab.
"Where are we goi ng?"
"To La Guardia airport.™

Kelly | ooked at Diane in surprise. "Don't you know they'|l
be watching all the airports?"

"I hope so."
"What are you—=2" Kelly groaned. "You have a plan, right?"

Di ane patted Kelly's hand and smled. "Right."



AT LA GUARDI A, Kelly followed Diane inside the terminal to
the US Airways ticket counter.

The agent behind the counter said, "Good norning. Can |
hel p you?"

Diane smled. "Yes, we'd |ike two coach tickets to Los
Angel es. "

"When woul d you like to | eave?"

"On the first available flight. Qur nanmes are D ane
Stevens and Kelly Harris.™

Kel Iy wi nced.

The ticket agent was consulting a schedule. "The next
plane will be boarding at two-fifteen."

"Perfect.” D ane | ooked at Kelly.

Kelly managed a weak smle. "Perfect."

"WIIl that be cash or credit card?"

"Cash." Di ane handed hi mthe noney.

As they wal ked away, Kelly said, "Why don't we just put up
a neon sign telling Kingsley where

we are?"

D ane said, "You worry too much.™

They started to pass the American Airlines booth. D ane
st opped and wal ked up to the ticket agent.

"We'd i ke two coach tickets to Mam on the next flight

out of here."

"Certainly." The ticket agent checked the schedul e. "That
flight will be boarding in three hours.™



"Fine. Qur nanes are Diane Stevens and Kelly Harris."
Kelly cl osed her eyes for an instant.

"Credit card or cash?"

"Cash."

Di ane paid the clerk and he handed her their tickets.

Kelly said, "lIs this how we're going to outwit these
geni uses? This wouldn't fool a ten-year-old."

Di ane started wal king toward the airport exit.

Kelly hurried after her. "Where are you goi ng?" W re
going to—

"Never mnd. | don't think I want to know. "

THERE WAS A row of taxis in front of the airport. \Wen the
two wonen wal ked out of the termnal, one of the taxis pulled
out of line and drove up in front of the entrance. Kelly and
Di ane got into the cab.

"Where to, please?"

"Kennedy airport."

Kelly said, "I don't know if they're going to be confused,

but I sure am | still wish we had sone kind

of weapon to protect ourselves."

"I don't know where we could find a Howit zer."

The taxi went into gear. D ane |eaned forward to exam ne
the driver's photo ID: MARI O SI LVA

"M. Silva, do you think that you can get us to Kennedy



w t hout being foll owed?"

They could see his grinin the mrror. "You came to the
right party, |ady."

He pressed down on the accel erator and nade a sudden
U-turn. At the first corner, he drove hal fway down the
street, then sped into an alley.

The wonen | ooked t hrough the rear wi ndow. There were no
cars behind them

Mario Silva's grin w dened. "Okay?"
"Ckay, " Kelly said.

For the next thirty mnutes, Mario Silva kept making
unexpected turns and goi ng down small side

streets, to make sure no one could follow them Finally,
the taxi pulled up in front of the main

entrance to Kennedy airport.

"We're here,"” Mario Silva announced triunphantly.

Di ane took sone bills fromher purse. "There's sonething
extra for you."

The driver took the noney and smled. "Thanks." He sat in
his cab, watching his two passengers wal k into the Kennedy
term nal. When they were out of sight, he picked up his cel
phone.

"Tanner Kingsley."

AT THE DELTA Airlines counter, the ticket agent glanced up
at the board. "Yes, we do have two

tickets available on the flight you want. It | eaves at
five-fifty p.m There's a one-hour |ayover in

Madrid, and the plane arrives in Barcelona at nine-twenty
am"



"That will be fine," D ane said.
"WIIl that be credit card or cash?"
"Cash. "

Di ane handed the ticket agent the noney and turned to
Kel |y.

"Let's wait in the | ounge."

TH RTY M NUTES LATER, Harry Flint was on his cell phone
tal ki ng to Tanner.

"I got the information you asked for. They're flying Delta
to Barcelona. Their plane |eaves Kennedy

at five-fifty this evening, with a one-hour |ayover in
Madrid. They'll arrive in Barcelona at nine-twenty

in the norning."

"Good. You'll take a conpany jet to Barcelona, M. Flint,
and neet themthere when they arrive.
"' mcounting on you to give thema warm wel cone."

As Tanner hung up, Andrew wal ked in. He was wearing a
bou-tonniere in his lapel. "Here are the schedules for the—=

"Wat the hell is that?"
Andrew was confused. "You asked ne to bring—=

“I"'mnot tal king about those. |I'mtal king about that
stupid fl ower you have on."

Andrew s face lit up. "I"'mwearing it to your wedding. |I'm
your best man."

Tanner frowned. "Wat the hell are you—?" And the
real i zati on suddenly struck him "That was

seven years ago, you cretin, and there was no weddi ng. Now
get your ass out of here!"”



Andrew stood there, stunned, trying to understand what was
happeni ng.

"aut!”

Tanner watched his brother |eave the office. | should have
put himaway sonewhere, he thought.
The time is com ng.

THE TAKECFF ON the flight to Barcel ona was snooth and
unevent ful .

Kel |y | ooked out the wi ndow at New York fading into the
di stance. "Do you think we got away

with it?"

Di ane shook her head. "No. Sooner or later they'Il find a

way to track us down. But at |least we'll be

over there." She pulled the i' conputer printout from her
purse and studied it. "Sonja Verbrugge, in Berlin, who's dead
and whose husband is mssing . . . Gary Reynolds, in Denver.

She hesitated. "Mark and R chard ..."

Kelly | ooked at the printout. "So, we're going to Paris,
Berlin, Denver, and back to New York."

"Right. We'll cross the border into France at San
Sebasti an. "
* * %

KELLY WAS LOOKI NG forward to getting back to Paris. She
wanted to talk to Sam Meadows.

She had a feeling he was going to be hel pful. And Angel
woul d be waiting for her.

"Have you ever been to Spain?"



"Mark took nme there once. It was the nost—= Kelly was

silent for along tine. "Do you know the problemI|'mgoing to
have for the rest of ny life, Diane? There's no one in the
whol e wi de world

| i ke Mark. You know, when you're a kid, you read about

people falling in | ove, and suddenly the

worl d's a nmagical place. That's the kind of marriage Mark

and | had." She | ooked at D ane.

"You probably felt that way about Richard."

D ane said quietly, "Yes."

"What was Mark |ike?" Diane asked.

Kelly smled. "There was sonet hing wonderfully childlike
about him | always felt that he had the

mnd of a child and the brain of a genius.
littl e chuckle.

She gave a

"What ?"

"The way he used to dress. On our first date, he wore a
badly fitting gray suit, with brown shoes, a

green shirt, and a bright red tie. After we were narri ed,
| sawto it that he was dressed properly." She

was silent. When she spoke, her voice was choked. "Do you
know sonet hing? | woul d gi ve anyt hi ng

to see Mark again, wearing that gray suit, with brown
shoes, a green shirt, and a bright red tie." Her

eyes were noist. "Mark enjoyed surprising me with gifts.
But his greatest gift was that he taught ne

how to | ove." She dried her eyes with a handkerchi ef.
"Tell nme about Richard.™

Diane smled. "He was a romantic. Wen we got into bed at

ni ght, he would say, 'Press ny secret button,' and | would

| augh and say, 'I'mglad no one is taping this.'" She | ooked
at Kelly and said,

"His secret button was the 'do not disturb' key on the

tel ephone. Richard told ne that we were in a

castle, all alone, and the key on the phone was the npat
that kept the world at bay." D ane thought

of sonething and | aughed. "He was a brilliant scientist

and he enjoyed repairing things around the



house. He would fix | eaky faucets or electrical shorts,
and | always had to call experts in to fix what R chard had
repaired. | never told him"

They tal ked until al nost m dni ght.

Diane realized that it was the first tine they had spoken
about their husbands. It was as though
some invisible barrier between them had evapor at ed.

Kel ly yawned. "We'd better get sone sleep. | have a
feeling tonorrow s going to be an exciting day."
She had no i dea how exciting.

HARRY FLI NT ELBOWED hi s way through the crowd at El Prat
airport in Barcelona and wal ked up

to the large plate gl ass wi ndow that overl ooked the

runway. He turned his head to scan the board that listed the
arrivals and departures. The plane from New York was on
schedul e, due to arrive in thirty mnutes. Everything was
nmovi ng according to plan. Flint sat down and waited.

Hal f an hour |ater the plane | anded and the New York

flight began to di senbark. The passengers all seened
excited—a typical planeload of carefree tourists, traveling
sal esnen, children, and coupl es on

their honeynoons. Flint was careful to stay out of sight

of the exit ranp as he watched the stream of travel ers pour
into the termnal, and then finally trickle to a stop. He
frowned. There was no sign of

Diane or Kelly. Flint waited another five mnutes, then
started to go through the boardi ng gate.

"Sir, you can't go through here."

FIl i nt snapped, "FAA. W have national security information
about a package that is hidden in the

| avatory of this plane. | was ordered to inspect it

I medi ately. "

Flint was already noving toward the tarmac. As he reached



the plane, the crew was begi nning to depart.
A flight attendant asked, "May | help you?"
"FAA inspection,” Flint said.

He wal ked up the steps into the plane. There were no
passengers in sight.

The flight attendant asked, "Is there a probl en?"
"Yes. A possible bonb."
She watched as Flint strode to the end of the cabin and

pul | ed open the rest-room doors. The roons
were enpty. The wonen had di sappeared.

"THEY WEREN' T ON the plane, M. Kingsley."

Tanner's voi ce was dangerously soft. "M. Flint, did you
see them board the plane?"

"Yes, sir."
"And were they still aboard when the plane took off?"
"Yes, sir."

"Then | think we can safely reason that they either junped
out in the mddle of the Atlantic Ocean w t hout parachutes or
that they disenbarked in Madrid. Do you agree with that?"

"OF course, M. Kingsley. But—=

"Thank you. So, that neans they intend to go from Madrid

to France by way of San Sebastian." He paused. "They have
four choices: they can take a different flight to Barcel ona
or get there by train,

bus, or car." Tanner was thoughtful for a nonent. "They

wi |l probably feel that buses, planes, and

trains are too confining. Logic tells ne that they wl



drive to the San Sebastian border to get into
France. "

Illf_ll

"Do not interrupt me, M. Flint. It should take them about
five hours to drive fromMdrid to San Sebastian. Here's what
| want you to do. Fly to Madrid. Check all the airport

rental -car places. Find

out what kind of car they rented—ol or, nmake,

everything."

"Yes, sir.

"Then | want you to fly back to Barcel ona and rent a car—a
| arge one. Lie in wait for them al ong the highway to San

Sebastian. | don't want themto reach the border. And M.
FI i nt—=
"Yes, sir."

"Remenber —anke it |1 ook |Iike an accident."”

CHAPTER 35

DI ANE AND KELLY were at Barajas, the Madrid airport. They
had their choice of renting a car

fromHertz, Europe Car, Avis, and others, but they chose

Al esa, a nore obscure rental agency.

"What is the quickest way to get to San Sebastian?" D ane
asked.

"It is very sinple, sefiora. Take the N-I to the French
border at Hondarribia, then right to San
Sebastian. It is just a four- or five-hour drive."



"&aci as."

And Kelly and D ane were on their way.

VWHEN THE KI G private jet arrived in Madrid, one hour

| ater, Harry Flint hurried fromone rental

car booth to another.

"l was supposed to neet ny sister and her girlfriend
here—the girlfriend is a stunning African-Anmerican—and |

m ssed them They arrived on the Delta nine-twenty from New
Yor k.

Did they rent a car here?"

"No, sefior. . . ." No, sefor.

"No, senfor.
At the Alesa booth, Flint was in |uck.

"Oh, yes, sefor. | renmenber themwell. They—=

"Do you renenber what they rented?"

"It was a Peugeot."”

"What col or?"

"Red. It was our only—

"Do you have the nunber of the |license plate?"

"OF course. Just a nonent."

Flint watched the clerk open a book to look it up.

He gave Flint the nunber. "I hope you find them"

"ITowill"



Ten mnutes later, Flint was flying back to Barcel ona. He
woul d rent a car, watch for their red

Peugeot, follow themto a place in the road where there
was no traffic, run themoff the road,

and make certain that they were dead.

DI ANE AND KELLY were only thirty m nutes away from San
Sebastian, driving along in a

confortabl e silence. The hi ghway was un-crowded, and they
were maki ng good tine. The

countrysi de was beautiful. Ripe fields and orchards filled
the air with the snells of pomegranate,

apricot, and orange trees, and off the road were ol d
houses, with walls covered with jasm ne vines.

A few mnutes out of the little nedieval town of Burgos,
the scenery began to erupt into the foothills

of the Pyrenees.

"We're alnost there," Diane said. She | ooked ahead,
frowned, and started to slamon the brakes.

Two hundred feet in front of themwas a burning car wwth a
crowd gathered around it. The hi ghway

was bl ocked of f by nmen in uniform

Di ane was puzzled. "Wat's going on?"
"We're in Basque country,” Kelly said. "It's a war. The
Basques have been fighting the Spanish governnent for the
| ast fifty years."

A man in a green uniformwth gold and red trimand a

bl ack belt, black shoes, and bl ack beret

stepped onto the highway in front of the car and held up
his hand. He pointed to the side of the road.

Kel ly said under her breath, "It's the ETA. W can't stop,
because God knows how | ong they' || keep
us here."

The officer wal ked to the side of the car and approached
them "I am Captain Iradi. You wll please



get out of the car."

Di ane | ooked at himand smled. "I really would love to
hel p you with your war, but we're busy

fighting our own war." She slamed her foot down on the
accel erator, drove around the burning

car, and sped ahead, the car weaving through the scream ng
crowd.

Kelly's eyes were closed. "Did we hit anybody yet?"
"We're fine."

As Kelly opened her eyes, she |ooked in the side-view
mrror and froze. A black G troen Berlingo

was behind them and she could see the nman behind the
wheel .

"It's Godzillal" Kelly gasped. "He's follow ng us."

"What ? How coul d he have found us so quickly?" D ane
pressed the accelerator all the way to the

floor. The Citroen was gaining on them D ane |ooked at
t he doubl e-faced speedoneter. One di al

read: 175 kil onmeters an hour. The other dial read: 110
mles an hour.

Nervously, Kelly said, "I'lIl bet you're too fast to drive
at the Indianapolis racetrack."

A ml e ahead D ane saw the custons checkpoi nt between
Spai n and France.

"Ht nme," Diane said.

Kelly laughed. "I was only kidding, | just—=
"Ht nme." Diane's voice was urgent.

The Citroen was getting closer.

"What are you—=2" Do it now "

Rel uctantly, Kelly slapped D ane across the face.



"No. Punch ne hard."
There were now only two cars between them and the C troen.

"Hurry," Diane shout ed.

W ncing, Kelly punched D ane on the cheek.

" Har der . "

Kelly hit her again. This tinme, her dianond wedding ring
made a gash in D ane's cheek, and bl ood

started fl ow ng.

Kelly was | ooking at Diane, horrified. "I'mso sorry,
Diane. | didn't nean to—

They had reached the custons checkpoint. Diane braked to a
st op.

The border guard approached the car. "Good afternoon,
| adi es. "

"Good afternoon.” Diane turned her head so that the guard
could see the blood running down her
cheek.

He | ooked at it, aghast. "Sefiora, what happened?"

Diane bit her lip. "It's ny ex-husband. He enjoys hitting

me. | got a restraining order against him
but 1+ can't stop him He keeps following ne. He's back
there now. | know there's no use asking

for your help. No one can stop him"
When the guard turned around to scan the |line of
approaching cars, his face was grim "Wich car

is he in?"

"The black Ctroen, two cars back. | think he plans to
kKill me."

"He does, does he?" the guard grow ed. "You | adies go on.



You won't have to worry about hi manynore."

Di ane | ooked at himtearfully and said, "Ch, thank you.
Thank you."

A nmonent |ater, they had crossed the border and were
driving into France.

"D ane—
mn Yes?ll

Kelly put her hand on D ane's shoulder. "lI'mso sorry
about — She pointed to D ane's cheek.

D ane grinned. "It got rid of Godzilla, didn't it?" She
gl anced at Kelly. "You're crying."

"No, I'mnot." Kelly sniffed. "It's the danmm nascara. What
you did was—you're not just a pretty

face, are you?" Kelly asked as she dabbed at D ane's wound
with a tissue.

Di ane | ooked in the rearview mrror and grinmaced. " Not
anynore, |'mnot."

VWHEN HARRY FLI NT reached the border checkpoint, the patrol
H guard was wai ting.
"Step out of the car, please.”

"I haven't tinme for that,"” Flint said. "I"'min a hurry. |
have to—

"Step out of the car."
Flint | ooked at him "Wy? Wiat's the probl enP"
"We have a report that a car with this |icense nunber has

been snuggling drugs. W're going to have
to take the car apart."



Flint glared at him "Are you crazy? | told you, I'min a
hurry. Drugs were never snuggl ed—=" He stopped and smled. "I
get it." He reached in his pocket and handed the guard a
hundred-dol Il ar bill.

"Here you are. Take this and forget about it."

The border guard called out, "Jose!"

A uni formed captain approached. The border guard handed
hi m t he hundred-dollar bill

"This is an attenpted bribe."

The captain said to Flint, "Renove yourself fromthe car.
You are under arrest for bribery. Pull

over to that |ot—=

"No. You can't arrest ne now. I|'min the mddle of =

"And resisting arrest." He turned to the guard. "Call for
a backup."

Flint | ooked ahead at the highway and took a deep breath.
The Peugeot was out of sight.

Flint turned to the captain. "I have to nmake a phone
call.™
* * *

AS DI ANE AND Kel ly sped through the French countryside,

the flat central plateau of the Castilian nmeseta began to
break up into the foothills of the Pyrenees and the Sierra de
Ur basa.

Di ane spoke. "You said you had a friend in Paris?"

"Yes. Sam Meadows. He worked with Mark. | have a feeling
he can help us." Kelly reached into

her purse, took out her new cell phone, and dialed a
nunber in Paris.



An operator said, "KIG"

"Could | speak to Sam Meadows, pl ease?"
A mnute |ater, Kelly heard his voi ce.
"Hell o."

"Sam it's Kelly. I"'mon ny way to Paris."

"My God! |I've been worried sick about you. Are you al
ri ght?"
Kelly hesitated. "I think so."

"This is a nightmare," Sam Meadows said. "I still can't

believe it."

Nei ther can I, Kelly thought. "Sam | have to tell you

sonething. | believe Mark was nurdered."”
Sam Meadows's answer sent a chill through her. "So do I."
Kelly was finding it difficult to speak. "I have to know

what happened. Can you hel p ne?"

"I don't think it's sonething we should di scuss on the
phone, Kelly." He was trying to make his

voi ce sound very casual .

"I &+ understand."”

"Why don't we talk about it tonight? W can have di nner at
ny pl ace.

"Fi ne."
"Seven o' cl ock?"
“I'"'l'l be there,"” Kelly said.

Kelly ended the call. "I'mgoing to get sonme answers
toni ght."



"While you're doing that, I'mgoing to fly to Berlin and
talk to people who worked with
Franz Ver brugge."

Kel |y was suddenly silent.

Di ane gl anced at her. "What's the matter?"

“"Nothing. It's just that we're—we're such a great team
hate for us to split up. Wiy don't we go

to Paris together and t hen—=2"

Diane smled. "We're not splitting up, Kelly. Wen you're
t hrough tal king to Sam Meadows, you cal

me. W can neet in Berlin. | should have sone infornation
by then. W have our cell phones. W
can stay in touch. I'meager to hear what you're going to

| earn tonight."

They had reached Pari s.

Di ane glanced in the rearviewnmrror. "No Citroen. W've
finally lost him Were do you want ne

to take you?"

Kelly | ooked out the wi ndow. They were nearing |a Place de
| a Concorde.

"Diane, why don't you turn the car in and be on your way?
| can get a taxi here."

"Are you sure, partner?"
"I"msure, partner.”

"Be careful." You,too.

TWO M NUTES LATER, Kelly was in a taxi, on the way to her
apartnent, eagerly | ooking forward

to going hone again. In a short while, she would neet Sam
Meadows at his apartnent for dinner.



When the taxi pulled up in front of Kelly's apartnent
bui |l di ng, she felt a deep sense of relief. She
was home. The door man opened the door.

Kelly | ooked up and started to say, "I'm back, Martin—=
and stopped. The doorman was a conpl ete stranger.

"Good eveni ng, nadane."
"Good evening. Wiere is Martin?"

“"Martin no | onger works here. He quit."

Kelly was taken aback. "Ch. I'msorry."

"Pl ease, nadane, allow ne to introduce nyself. | am Jerone
Mal 0. "

Kel | y nodded.

She wal ked into the | obby. Atall, thin stranger was

standi ng behind the reception desk, next to
Ni col e Par adi s.

The stranger smled. "Good evening, Madane Harris. W have
been expecting you. | am Al phonse G rouard, the concierge."

Kel |y | ooked around, puzzled. "Were's Philippe Cendre?"
"Ah. Philippe and his famly noved to sonewhere in Spain."
He shrugged. "Some busi ness deal,

| believe."

Kelly felt a growi ng sudden sense of alarm "And their
daught er ?"

"She left with them™

Did | tell you that ny daughter has been accepted at the
Sorbonne? It's a dream cone true.

Kelly tried to keep her voice steady. "Wen did they
| eave?"



"A few days ago, but please, do not worry, madane. You
w Il be taken good care of. Your apartnent
is all ready for you."

Ni cole Paradis, sitting at her desk, | ooked up. "Wl cone
honme. " But her eyes were sayi ng sonething
el se.

"Where i s Angel ?"
"Ch, your little dog? Philippe took her with him™

Kelly was fighting a wave of panic. She was having trouble
br eat hi ng.

"Shall we go now, madane? W have a little surprise for
you in your apartnent.”

"1l bet you have. Kelly's mnd was racing. "Yes, just one
mnute," Kelly said. "There's sonething
| forgot to pick up."

Before G rouard could say anything, Kelly was outside,
hurryi ng down the street.

Jerome Mal o and Al phonse G rouard stood on the sidewal k,
| ooki ng after her. Caught off guard,

it was too late to stop her. They watched her get into a
t axi .

My God! What have they done with Philippe and his famly,
and with Angel ? Kelly wonder ed.

"Where to, nadenoiselle?"

"Just drive!" Tonight I'"'mgoing to find out what's behind
all this, Kelly thought.

IN H'S APARTMENT, Sam Meadows was fini shing a phone
conversation. "Yes, | understand



how i nportant it is. It will be taken care of. ... I'm
expecting her in a few mnutes for dinner.

Yes. . . .l've already arranged for sonmeone to di spose of
her body. . . . Thank you. That's very

generous of you, M. Kingsley."

As Sam Meadows repl aced the receiver, he |looked at his
wat ch.

H s di nner guest was due to arrive any m nute.

CHAPTER 36

VWHEN DI ANE ARRIVED in Berlin at the Tenpel hof airport,
there was a fifteen-mnute waiting

line for a taxi. Finally, it was D ane's turn.

The driver smled. "Whin."

"Do you speak English?"

"OF course, fraulein.™

"Kenpi nski Hotel, please."”

"Ja wohl . "

TWENTY- FI VE M NUTES LATER, D ane was checking into the
hotel. "I would like to hire a car
and driver."

"Certainly, fraulein." He | ooked down. "Your baggage?"



"I't's comng."

WHEN THE CAR arrived, the driver asked, "Were do you w sh
to go, fraulein?"

She needed tine to think. "Just drive around for a whil e,
pl ease. "

"@Qut. There is nmuch to see in Berlin."

BERLIN WAS A surprise to Diane. She knew that it had been
bonbed al nost out of existence in

Wrld War |1, but what she saw now was a bustling city
with attractive, nodern buildings and a

bri sk air of success.

The street nanes seenmed so odd to her: Wndschei dstrasse,
Regensbur gerstrasse, Litzowfer

As they drove, the driver explained the history of the

par ks and buil di ngs, but D ane was not |i stening.

She had to speak to the people where Frau Verbrugge had

wor ked and find out what they knew. According to the
Internet, Franz Verbrugge's wife had been nurdered and Franz
had di sappear ed.

Di ane | eaned forward and said to the driver, "Do you know
where a conputer cafe is?"

"Certainly, fraulein.™
"Wul d you take nme there, please?"

"It is excellent. Very popular. You can get any
I nformati on you want there."

| hope so, Diane thought.



THE CYBERLI N CAFE was not as large as its counterpart in
Manhattan, but it seened just as busy.

As D ane wal ked in the door, a woman cane from behi nd the
desk. "W will have a conputer
available in ten mnutes."

"I want to speak to the manager,” D ane said.

"I amthe manager."

" Oh.

"And what did you want to see ne about ?"

"I wanted to talk to you about Sonja Verbrugge."

The woman shook her head. "Frau Verbrugge is not here.”

"I know," Diane said. "She's dead. I"'mtrying to find out
how she died."

The woman was regarding Diane intently. "It was an
acci dent. When the police confiscated her

conputer, they found— A sly expression cane over her

face. "If you will wait right here, fraulein,
Il wll call soneone who can help you. I will return
qui ckly."

As Di ane wat ched her hurry around the back, she was filled
wi th a sudden sense of unease. Wen

t he woman was out of sight, Diane rushed outside and got
into the car. There was going to be no

help there. | have to talk to Franz Verbrugge's secretary.

At a tel ephone kiosk, Diane got the nunber of KIG and
di al ed.

"KIG Berlin."



Di ane said, "Could | speak to Franz Verbrugge's secretary,
pl ease?"

"Who is calling?"

"This is Susan Stratford."

"One nonent, please.”

In Tanner's office, the blue light had flashed on. Tanner
smled at his brother. "That's Diane Stevens calling. Let's
see if we can help her." He put the call on speakerphone.
The voice of the KIG operator said, "H s secretary is not
here. Wuld you like to speak to

hi s assi stant ?"

"Yes, please."

"Just a nonent."

A femal e voice cane on. "This is Heidi Fronk. May | help
you?"

Di ane's heart began to beat faster. "This is Susan

Stratford. I"'ma reporter with the Wall Street Journal. W're
doing a story on the recent tragedi es that have happened to
some enpl oyees at KIG | wonder

if | could have an interview with you?"

"I don't know*

"Just for sone background information."

Tanner was listening intently.

"What about | unch? Are you free today?"

"I"msorry, no."

"D nner, then."

There was hesitation in her voice. "Yes, | suppose | could
do that."



"Where woul d you like to neet?"

"There is a fine restaurant call ed Rockendorf's. W could
neet there.”

"Thank you."

"Eight-thirty?"

"Eight-thirty."

Di ane repl aced the receiver, smling.

Tanner turned to Andrew. "Il've decided to do what | shoul d
have done in the first place. I'mcalling

Geg Holliday to handle the matter. He's never failed ne."
He | ooked at Andrew. "He has an infl ated

ego. He charges an armand a |l eg, but"—he smled
thinly—=he'll deliver an armand a |leg."

CHAPTER 37

AS KELLY APPROACHED t he door of Sam Meadows 's apart nment
at 14 Rue du Bourg-Ti bourg,

in the Fourth Ar-rondi ssenent, she hesitated. Now that the
chase was drawi ng to a concl usion, she

was finally going to get sone answers. She found herself
drawi ng back, afraid to hear them

Kelly rang the doorbell. The nonent the door opened and
she saw Sam Meadows, her fears went

away. All she felt was pleasure and relief at seeing this
man who had been so close to Mark



"Kelly!" He cradled her in a warm bear hug.
"Oh, Sam"
He t ook her hand. "Cone on in."

Kelly stepped inside. It was a charm ng two-bedroom
apartnent, in a building that had once bel onged
to a nmenber of the French nobility.

The drawi ng room was spaci ous and | uxuriously appoi nted
with French furniture, and in a small

al cove, there was a curiously carved oak bar. On the wal
was a Man Ray, and Adolf Wl fli draw ngs.

"I can't tell you how devastated | am about Mark," Sam

sai d awkwardly.
Kelly patted his arm "I know, " she whispered.
"I't's unbelievable."

“I"'mtrying to find out what happened,” Kelly said.
"That's why |'m here. | hope you can help ne."

She took a seat on the couch, filled with a sense of
anti ci pati on and appr ehensi on.

Sami s face darkened. "No one seens to know the full story.
Mark was working on a secret project.

He was apparently collaborating with two or three other
enpl oyees at KIG They say he conmmtted suicide.”

"I don't believe it," Kelly said vehenently.
"I don't either." H's voice softened. "And do you know t he
mai n reason? Because of you."

Kelly | ooked at Sam puzzled. "I don't understand.

"How coul d Mark ever |eave soneone as |ovely as you? How
coul d anyone ever |eave soneone as

| ovel y as you?" He was noving closer. "Wat happened is a
great tragedy, Kelly, but life has to go



on, doesn't it?" He put her hand in his. "W all need
soneone, don't we? He's gone, but |I'm here.
Your kind of woman needs a nan."

“My kind of —=2"

"Mark told ne how passionate you are. He says you | ove
it."

Kelly turned to himin surprise. Mark woul d never have
said that. He woul d never have di scussed
her 1ike that with anyone.

Sam put one arm around her shoulders. "Yes. Mark told ne
you really had to have it. He used to
tell me how great you were in bed."

Kel | y was suddenly panic-stricken.

Sam said, "And Kelly, if it makes you feel any better,
Mark didn't suffer at all."

And she | ooked into Sam Meadows's eyes and she knew.

"We'll be having dinner in a few mnutes,” Sam said. "Wy
don't we work up an appetite in bed?"

Kelly felt suddenly faint. She managed to force a snile.
"That sounds great." Her m nd was working furiously. He was
too big for her to fight, and she had nothing to fight him
w th. He began fondling

her. "You know you've got a great ass, baby. | go for
t hat, "
Kelly smled. "Do you?" She sniffed. "I'm hungry.

Sonet hing snells good."

"“Qur dinner."

Bef ore he could stop her, Kelly got up and noved toward
the kitchen. As she passed the dinner

tabl e, she got a shock. The table had been set for one.

Kelly turned. In the draw ng room Sam was wal ki ng over to



t he door and turning the key in the
| ock. She watched himput the key in the drawer of an
ar nmoi re.

Kel |y | ooked around the kitchen for a weapon. She had no
way of know ng which drawer held the

kni ves. On the counter was a box of angel hair pasta. On
the stove was a pot of boiling water, and

next toit, a snmaller pot with a red sauce that was
cooki ng.

Sam wal ked into the kitchen and put his arns around Kelly.

She pretended not to pay any attention. She | ooked at the
sauce on the stove. "Looks wonderful ."

He was stroking her body. "It is. What do you like to do
i n bed, baby?"

Kelly's mnd was racing. She said softly, "Everything. |
used to do sonething kinky to Mark that
drove himcrazy."

Samis face |it up. "What was that?"

"I would take a warm wet washcl oth and— She picked up a
soft cloth on the sink. "I'lIl show you.
Drop your pants.”

Sam Meadows grinned. "Yeah." He | oosened his trousers and
dropped themto the floor. He was
weari ng boxer shorts.

“Now your shorts."

He dropped his shorts, and his organ was engor ged.

Kelly said admringly, "My, ny . . ." She picked up the

soft cloth with her left hand and noved toward him Wth her
ri ght hand, she picked up the pot of boiling water and hurl ed

the contents onto his genitals.

Kelly could still hear his screans as she took the key out
of the arnoire, unlocked the door, and fl ed.



CHAPTER 38

ROCKENDORF' S IS ONE of the outstanding restaurants in
Germany, its art nouveau decor |ong
serving as a synbol of Berlin's prosperity.

When Di ane wal ked in, she was greeted by the naitre d'.
"May | hel p you?"

"l have a reservation. Stevens. Mss Fronk is going to
neet ne here."

"This way, please."

The maitre d' seated her at a corner table. D ane | ooked
around carefully. There were about forty custoners in the
restaurant, nost of them busi nessnen. Across from D ane's

table, an attractive well-dressed man was di ni ng al one.

Di ane sat there, thinking about her conversation with
Hei di Fronk. How much woul d she know?

The wai ter handed Di ane a nenu. "Bitte."

"Thank you."

Di ane gl anced at the nenu. Leberkds, Haxen, Labskaus.
She had no idea what any of the dishes

were. Heidi Fronk could explain them

Di ane gl anced at her watch. Heidi was twenty mnutes | ate.

The waiter cane to the table. "Wuld you like to order
now, fraulein?"



“"No. I'lIl wait for ny guest. Thank you."

The minutes were ticking by. D ane was begi nning to wonder
whet her sonet hi ng had gone w ong.

Fifteen mnutes later, the waiter cane back to the table.
“"May | bring you anythi ng?"

"No, thanks. My guest should be here any mnute."

At nine o'clock, Heidi Fronk still had not appeared. Wth
a sinking feeling, Diane realized that she
was not comi ng.

As Di ane gl anced up, she saw two nen sitting down at a
tabl e near the entrance. They were ill dressed and nean

| ooki ng, and the word that canme to D ane's m nd was thugs.
She wat ched as the waiter went

to their table, and they rudely waved hi m away. They were
not interested in food. They turned back to stare at D ane,
and with a feeling of dismy, she realized she had wal ked
into a trap. Heidi Fronk had

set her up. Diane could feel the blood rush to her head.
She | ooked around for a nmeans of escape.

There was none. She could keep sitting there, but
eventual ly she was going to have to | eave, and they woul d
grab her. She thought about using her cell phone, but there
was no one who could hel p her.

Di ane t hought desperately, |I've got to get out of here,
but how?

As she | ooked around the room her gaze fell on the
attractive man sitting alone at the table across
fromhers. He was sipping his coffee.

Diane smled at himand said, "Good evening."

He | ooked up, surprised, and said pleasantly, "Good
eveni ng. "

Di ane gave hima warm inviting smle, pleased that he
spoke English. "I see we're both al one."



"Yes."
"Would you like to join ne?"

He hesitated a nonent and smled. "Certainly." He rose and
wal ked over to Diane's table.

“It's no fun eating alone, is it?" Diane said lightly.
“"You're quite right. It's not."
She held out a hand. "I'm D ane Stevens."

"Geg Holliday."

KELLY HARRI S HAD been stunned by her terrifying experience
Wi th Sam Meadows. After her

escape, she had spent the night wal king the streets of
Montmartre, constantly | ooking behind her,

in fear that she was being followed. But | can't |eave
Paris w thout finding out what's goi ng on,

Kel Iy thought.

At dawn, she stopped at a small cafe and had a cup of
coffee. The answer to her problemcane to

her unexpectedly: Mark's secretary. She had adored MarKk.
Kelly was sure she woul d do anyt hing

to be hel pful.

At nine o' clock, Kelly made the call from a tel ephone
ki osk. She dialed the fam |iar nunber, and

a femal e operator with a heavy French accent said,

"Ki ngsl ey International Goup."

“I"'d like to talk to Yvonne Renais."

“Un nonent, s'ilvousplait.”

A nmonent |ater, Kelly heard Yvonne's voi ce.



"Yvonne Renais. May | help you?"

"Yvonne, this is Kelly Harris."

There was a startled exclamation. "Oh! Ms. Harris—=

In Tanner Kingsley's office a blue Iight flashed.

Tanner picked up the telephone. It was three a.m in New
York, but he had resolved not to |l eave his office until the
troubl esone probl em was di sposed of. Now, as Tanner |i stened
on the phone, he

heard the conversation that was taking place in Paris.

"I"'mso sorry about what happened to M. Harris. It was so
awful . "

"Thank you, Yvonne. | need to talk to you. Can we neet
sonewhere? Are you free for |unch?"

"Yes."
"Sonepl ace public.”

"Do you know Le Ciel de Paris? It's in La Tour
Mont par nasse. "

"Yes. "

In his office, Tanner Kingsley made a nental note.
"Twel ve o' cl ock?"

"That's fine. I'lIl see you there."

Tanner Kingsley's |lips puckered into a thin smle. Enjoy
your last |unch. He unl ocked the drawer,

opened it, and picked up the gold tel ephone.

When a voice at the other end answered, Tanner said, "Good
news. It's over. W have them both."

He |1 stened a nonent, then nodded. "I know. It took a
little | onger than we expected, but we're ready



to go forward now. ... | feel the sanme way.
Good- bye. "

LA TOUR MONTPARNASSE is a 685-foot tower, built of steel
and gl ass. The building was abuzz

wWith activity. The offices in the building were fully
occupi ed. The bar and restaurant were | ocated

on the fifty-sixth floor.

Kelly was the first to arrive. Yvonne cane in fifteen
m nutes | ater, apol ogi zi ng profusely.

Kelly had only net her a few tines, but she renenbered her
wel | . Yvonne was a tiny, sweet-faced
| ady. Mark had often told Kelly how efficient Yvonne was.

"Thank you for comng," Kelly said.

"I would do anything I could to—-M. Harris was such a
wonder ful man. Everyone at the office
adored him None of us could believe what—ahat happened.”

"That's what | wanted to talk to you about, Yvonne. You
were with ny husband five years?"

"Yes."

"So you got to know himpretty well ?"

"Uh, yes."

"Did you notice anything in the |last few nonths that

seened strange? | nean, any change in the
way he acted or what he sai d?"

Yvonne avoi ded her eyes. "lI'mnot sure ... | nean .

Kelly said earnestly, "Watever you say now can't hurt
him And it m ght help ne understand what happened." Kelly
steel ed herself to ask the next question. "Did he ever talk



about d ga?"

Yvonne | ooked at her, puzzled. "d ga? No."
"You don't know who she was?"

"I have no idea."

Kelly felt a sense of relief. She | eaned forward. "Yvonne,
Is there sonething you're not telling ne?"

"wWell. .o

The waiter canme up to their table. "Bonjour, nesdanes.

Bi envenue au G el de Paris. Je mappelle Jacques Brion. Notre
chef de cuisine a prepare quel ques specialites pour |e

dej euner d'aujourd' hui. Avez-vous fait votre choi x?"

"Qui, nonsieur. Nous avons choisi | e Chateaubriand pour
deux. "

When the waiter left, Kelly | ooked at Yvonne. "You were
saying . . . ?"

"Well, in the last few days before—before he died, M.
Harris seened very nervous. He asked ne

to get hima plane ticket to Washington, D.C "

"I know about that. | thought it was just a routine
busi ness trip."

"No. | think it was sonething very unusual —sonet hi ng
urgent."

"Do you have any idea what it was about?"

"No. Everything suddenly becane very secret. That's all |
know. "

Kel |y quizzed Yvonne for the next hour, but there was
not hi ng Yvonne coul d add.

When they had finished their lunch, Kelly said, "I would
i ke you to keep this neeting confidential, Yvonne."



"You don't have to worry about that, Ms. Harris. | won't
tell a soul." Yvonne stood up. "I have to

get back to work." Her lips trenbled. "But it won't be the
sane. "

"Thank you, Yvonne."

Who was Mark going to see in Washington? And there had
been the strange phone calls from
Germany and Denver and New York.

KELLY TOOK THE el evator down to the lobby. I'Il give D ane
a call and see what she's found
out. Maybe—

As Kelly reached the front entrance of the building, she
saw them There were two | arge nen, one

on each side of the door. They | ooked at her, then grinned
at each other. As far as Kelly knew,

there was no other nearby exit. Could Yvonne have betrayed
me?

The nen started noving toward Kelly, roughly pushing past
t he people comng in and out of the
bui | di ng.

Kelly | ooked around frantically and pressed agai nst the
wal | . Her arm was bunpi ng sonet hi ng hard.

She | ooked at it, and as the two nmen noved cl oser, Kelly
picked up the little hanmer attached to the

fire alarmunit on the wall, broke the glass, and the fire
al arm cl anged t hroughout the buil ding.

Kelly yelled, "Fire! Firel"

There was instant panic. People canme running out of

of fi ces, shops, and restaurants, headed for the exit door.
Wthin seconds, the hall was jammed, with everyone fighting
to get out. The two nen were trying to find Kelly in the
crowd. When they finally got to where they had | ast seen her,



Kel |l y had di sappear ed.

ROCKENDORF' S RESTAURANT WAS getting crowded.

"I was waiting for a friend,"” Diane explained to Geg
Hol | i day, the attractive nman she had invited
to her table. "It |looks Iike she wasn't able to nmake it."'

"Too bad. Are you in Berlin on a visit?" Yes.

"It is a beautiful city. | ama happily married man, or
woul d offer to be your escort. But there are
sonme excellent tours in Berlin that | can recommend. "

"That woul d be nice," D ane said absently. She gl anced
toward the entrance. The two nmen were

wal ki ng out the door. They would be waiting for her
outside. It was tinme to nake her nove.

"As a matter of fact," D ane said, "I'mhere with a
group." She | ooked at her watch. "They're waiting
for me now If you wouldn't m nd wal king nme out to a
taxi —

"Not at all."
A few nonents |l ater, they were heading out the exit.

Diane felt a deep sense of relief. The two nen m ght
attack her alone, but she did not think they

woul d attack her with a man at her side. It would attract
too nuch attention.

When Di ane and Greg Hol | i day stepped outside, the two nmen
were nowhere in sight. Ataxi was in
front of the restaurant, a Mercedes parked behind it.

D ane said, "It was nice neeting you, M. Holliday. I
hope—



Hol I iday smled and took her arm gripping it so tightly
that Diane felt an agonizing pain.

She | ooked at him startled. "Wat—=2"

"Why don't we take the car?" he said softly. He was
pul ling D ane toward the Mercedes. H's grip tightened.

"No, | don't want to—

As they reached the car, Di ane saw the nmen fromthe
restaurant sitting inside, on the front seat.
Horrified, D ane suddenly understood how she had been

trapped, and she was filled with an overwhelmng terror.

"Pl ease,"” she said. "Don't. |I—= She felt herself being
shoved into the car.

Greg Holliday noved in beside D ane and cl osed the door.
"Schnel |1

As the car pulled into the heavy traffic, D ane found
hersel f becom ng hysterical. "Please—

Greg Holliday turned to her and smled reassuringly. "You

can relax. | amnot going to hurt you.
| prom se you that by tonorrow, you will be on your way
hone. "

He reached into a cloth pocket attached to the back of the
driver's seat and took out a hypodermc
needl e.

"I"'mgoing to give you a shot. It's harmess. It will put
you to sleep for an hour or two."

He reached for D ane's wi st.

"Schei sse!” the driver yelled. A pedestrian had suddenly
darted in front of the Mercedes, and the

driver jamred on the brakes to avoid hitting him Caught
unaware, Holliday's head sl ammed



agai nst the netal framework of the driver's headrest.

He tried to sit up, groggy. He yelled at the driver,
"What —=2"

Instinctively, D ane grabbed Holliday's hand that was
hol di ng the hypoderm c needle, twisted his

wrist, and plunged the needle into his flesh.

Hol I i day turned to her in shock. "No!" It was a scream
Wth growing horror, Diane watched Holliday's body go into
spasns and then stiffen and col | apse.

He was dead within seconds. The two nen in the front seat
turned to see what was happeni ng.

D ane was out the door and seconds later in a taxi, headed
I n the opposite direction.

CHAPTER 39

THE SOUND OF her cell phone startled her. She picked it up
cautiously. "Hell o?"

"Hi, Kelly."

"Di ane! Where are you?"

“I'n Muni ch. Where are you?"

"On a train to London."

"How did your neeting with Sam Meadows go?"

Kelly could still hear his screans. "I'll tell you about
It when we neet. Did you get any information?"



"Not nmuch. We have to decide what to do next. We're
runni ng out of options. Gary Reynol ds's

pl ane crashed near Denver. | think we have to go there.
Maybe it's our |ast chance.™

"Al right."

"The obituary said that Reynolds has a sister living in
Denver. She m ght know sonet hi ng. Wy

don't we neet in Denver at the Brown Pal ace Hotel. |I'm
flying out of Schoenfeld airport, in Berlin,

in three hours.™

“I'"'l'l get a plane out of Heathrow "

"Good. The roomw || be booked under the name of Harri et
Beecher Stowe."

"Kel | y—=
"Yes. "

“Just . . . you know. "

"I know. You, too ..

TANNER WAS ALONE in his office, talking on the gold phone:

" and they nmanaged to escape.

Sam Meadows is not a happy man, and Geg Holliday is

dead."” He was silent for a nonent, thinking. "Logically, the
only place left for themis Denver. In fact, that's probably
their last option. ... It |ooks

as though I1'mgoing to have to handle this personally.
They' ve won ny respect, so it's only fitting that

| take care of themproperly."” He listened, then |aughed.

"Of course. Good-bye."



ANDREW WAS SEATED in his office, his mnd floating,
creating hazy visions. He was lying in a hospital bed and
Tanner was saying, You surprised ne, Andrew. You were
supposed to die. Now the doctors tell me you can get out of

here in a few days. I'mgiving you an office at KIG | want
you to

see how |I' m saving your ass. You just wouldn't |earn,

woul d you, you inbecile? Well, I'mturning

your penny-ante operation into a gold mne, and you can
sit there and watch how | do it. By the

way, the first thing | did was to cancel all the bullshit
do-good projects you started, Andrew . . . Andrew
Andr ew .

The voice was getting | ouder. "Andrew Are you deaf ?"

Tanner was calling him Andrew pulled hinself to his feet
and wal ked into his brother's office.

Tanner | ooked up. "I hope I"'mnot interfering with your
wor k, " Tanner said sarcastically.

“"No, | was just. . ."

Tanner studied his brother a nonent. "You're really not
good for anything, are you, Andrew? You

don't reap, neither do you sow It's good for nme to have

sonmeone to talk to, but I don't know how
much | onger | want to keep you around."

KELLY ARRI VED I N Denver ahead of Di ane, and she registered
at the venerabl e Brown

Pal ace Hotel .

"Afriend of mne wll be arriving this afternoon."

"Woul d you like two roons?"

"No, a double."



VWHEN DI ANE' S pl ane | anded at Denver International Airport,
she took a taxi to the hotel. She

wal ked up to the front desk and spoke to the clerk.

"Ch, yes. Ms. Stowe is expecting you. She's in room 638."
It was a relief to hear

Kelly was waiting. The two of them exchanged a warm hug.

"1've m ssed you."

"I"ve mssed you. How was your trip?" Kelly asked.
"Uneventful. Thank God."

Di ane | ooked at her and said, "Wat happened to you in
Paris?" Kelly took a deep breath.
"Tanner Kingsley. What happened in Berlin?"

Di ane said tonel essly, "Tanner Kingsley."

Kel |y wal ked over to a table, picked up a tel ephone
directory, and brought it back to D ane.

"Gary's sister, Lois Reynolds, is listed in the tel ephone
book. She lives on Marion Street.™

"Good." Diane | ooked at her watch. "lIt's too late to do

anything tonight. W'll go there first thing
I n the norning."

THEY HAD DINNER in the room and tal ked until m dnight,
then got ready for bed.

Di ane said, "Good night," and reached for the |ight
switch. The bedroom was pl unged into darkness.

Kelly screamed. "No! Turn on the lights."

Di ane qui ckly turned them back on. "I'mso sorry, Kelly. |



forgot."

"I used to be afraid of the dark, until Mark. And after he
was killed . " Kelly began hyperventilating, fighting to
control her panic. She took a deep breath. "I wsh | could
get over this."

"Don't worry about it. When you're feeling very secure,
you will."

THE FOLLOW NG MORNI NG, when Di ane and Kel ly wal ked out of
the hotel, there was a |ine of

taxis in front of the entrance. The two wonen got into
one, and Kelly gave the driver the nunber of

Loi s Reynol ds's house on Marion Street.

Fifteen mnutes later, the driver pulled up to the curb.
"Here we are."

Kelly and Di ane stared out the wi ndow, aghast. They were
| ooki ng at the charred rubble of a house

that had burned to the ground. There was nothing left but
ashes, bits of burned wood, and a crunbl ed concrete

f oundati on.

"The bastards killed her," Kelly said. She | ooked at Di ane
despairingly. "This is the end of the road."

Di ane was thinking. There's one | ast chance.

RAY FOALER, THE acerbi ¢ manager of the Denver airport,
scowm ed at Kelly and Diane. "Let's

see if | have this straight. You two are investigating a
pl ane crash, w thout any authority, and you

want ne to arrange for you to question the air traffic
controll er who was on duty, so he can give

you sone privileged information? Do | have that right?"



Di ane and Kelly gl anced at each ot her.
Kelly said, "Well, we were hopi ng—
"You were hopi ng what ?"

"That you would help us."

"Why would | do that?"

"M. Fow er, we just want to nmake sure that what happened
to Gary Reynolds really was an accident."”

Ray Fowl er was studying themclosely. "It's interesting,"”
he said. He sat there, bemused, and then

spoke. "This has been on ny mnd a |ot. Maybe you should
di scuss this with Howard M Il er. He was

the air traffic controller on duty when the acci dent
happened. Here's his address. ['Il call himand tel

hi m you' re com ng over."

"Thank you. That's very kind of you," Diane said.

Ray Fowl er growl ed, "The only reason |'mdoing this is
because | think the FAA crash report is

bull shit. We found the renmai ns of the plane, but

I nterestingly enough, the black box was m ssing.

It just disappeared.”

HOMRD M LLER LIVED in a small stucco house six mles from
the airport. MIller was a snmall, energetic man in his
forties. He opened the door for Diane and Kelly. "Cone in.
Ray Fowl er told

nme you were comng. What is it | can do for you?"

"We'd |ike to talk to you, M. Mller."
"Sit down." They sat on the couch. "Like sone coffee?"

"No, thanks."



"You're here about the Gary Reynol ds crash.”
"Yes. Was it an acci dent or-—=2"

Howard M I | er shrugged. "I honestly don't know. |'ve never
experienced anything like it in all the

years |'ve been working here. Everything was going
according to protocol. Gary Reynol ds radi oed for perni ssion
to land, and we cleared him The next thing |I know, he was
only two mles away, reporting

a hurricane. A hurricane! Qur weather nonitors were clear.
Later, | checked with the weather bureau. There was no w nd
at that tinme. To tell you the truth, | thought he was drunk
or on drugs. The next

thing we all knew, he crashed into the side of a

nmount ai n. "

Kelly said, "I understand that the black box hasn't been
found. "

"That's another thing," Howard M I | er comrented

t houghtfully. "W found everything el se. What happened to the
bl ack box? The dammed FAA cane in and t hought we had our
records wong. They didn't believe us when we told t hem what
had happened. You know when you can feel sonmething is

not right?"

"Yes."

"l feel that sonmething is not right, but | can't tell you
what. | amsorry | can't be of nore help."

Di ane and Kelly rose, frustrated. "Well, thank you very
much, M. MIller. W appreciate your tine."

"Not at all."

As MIler started to |l ead the two wonen toward t he door,
he said, "I hope Gary's sister will be all right."

Kel |y stopped. "What?"

"She's in the hospital, you know. Poor thing. Her house



burned down in the mddle of the night. They don't know if
she's going to nmake it or not."

Di ane froze. "Wat happened?”

"The fire departnment thinks it was caused by an el ectri cal
short. Lois nmanaged to crawl out of the

front door, onto the lawn, but by the tinme the
firefighters got to her, she was in pretty bad shape."

Diane tried to keep her voice calm "Wat hospital is she
I n?"

"The University of Col orado Hospital. She's in the burn
center there.”

THE NURSE AT the reception desk at Three North said, "I'm
sorry, Mss Reynolds is not allowed visitors."

Kel |y asked, "Can you tell us what room she's in?"
"No, I"'mafraid | can't."

"This is an energency,” D ane said. "W have to see her

and—

"No one sees her without witten authorization."” There was

a note of finality in her voice.
Di ane and Kelly | ooked at each ot her.
"Well, thank you."

The two wonen wal ked away. "What are we going to do?"
Kelly asked. "This is our |ast chance."

"I have a plan."



A UNI FORVED MESSENGER carrying a | arge, beribboned parcel
approached the reception desk.

"I have a package here for Lois Reynolds.™
“I''l'l sign for it," the nurse said.

The nessenger shook his head. "Sorry. My orders are to
deliver it to her personally. It's very val uable."

The nurse hesitated. "Then I'll have to go with you."
"That's fine."

He followed the nurse to the end of the hall. \Wen they
reached room 391, the nurse started to open

t he door and the nessenger handed her the package. "You
can take it in to her," he said.

One FLI GHT DOWN, the nessenger wal ked over to the bench
where Diane and Kelly were waiting.

"Room 391," he told them

"Thanks," Diane said gratefully. She handed hi m sone
noney.

The two wonen took the stairs to the third floor, stepped
into the corridor, and waited until the nurse

was on the tel ephone. Her back was turned to them They
qui ckly started down the hall and entered

room 391.

Lois Reynolds was lying in bed with a spiderweb of tubes
and wires attached to her body. She was heavily bandaged. Her
eyes were closed as Kelly and D ane approached the bed.

Di ane said softly, "M ss Reynolds, |I'm Di ane Stevens and
this is Kelly Harris. Qur husbands worked



for KIG"

Lois Reynolds's eyes slowy opened and tried to focus.
When she spoke, her voice was a shadow of
a whi sper. "What ?"

Kelly said, "Qur husbands worked for KIG They were both
killed. We thought that because of

what happened to your brother, you m ght be able to help
us."

Lois Reynolds tried to shake her head. "I can't help you.
Gary is dead." Her eyes welled up
wth tears.

Di ane | eaned close. "Did your brother say anything to you
before the accident ?"

"Gary was a wonderful man." Her voice was sl ow and pai ned.
"He was killed in a plane crash."

Di ane said patiently, "Did he say anything to you that
m ght hel p us find out what happened?”

Loi s Reynol ds cl osed her eyes.

"M ss Reynol ds, please don't go to sleep yet. Please. This
Is very inportant. Did your brother say anything to you that
m ght hel p us?"

Loi s Reynol ds opened her eyes again and | ooked at D ane,
puzzl ed. "Who are you?"

Di ane said, "W think your brother was nurdered.

Loi s Reynol ds murmured, "1 know . "
The two of themfelt a cold chill.
"Why?" Kel |y asked.

"Prima . It was a whisper

Kelly | eaned cl oser. "Prim?"



"Gary told . . . told ne about it a few ... a few days
before he was killed. Their nachine that can

control. . . control weather. Poor Gary. He ... he never
got to Washington."

Di ane sai d, "Wshi ngton?"

"Yes . . . They were all going to ... all going to see
some senator about. . . about Prima. . . . QGary
said Prima was bad. "

Kelly asked, "Do you renenber the senator's nane?"
n m. n

"Pl ease think."

Lois Reynol ds was nunbling. "Senator sonebody . "

"Senat or who?" Kelly asked.

"Levi n—tuven—Vvan Luven. He was going to see her. He was
going to neet—=

The door flew open, and a doctor wearing a white jacket,
wWith a stethoscope draped around his neck, strode into the
room He |ooked at Diane and Kelly, furious. "Didn't anyone
tell you no visitors were allowed in here?"

Kelly said, "I'"msorry. W had to—speak to—
"Leave, please."

The two wonen | ooked at Lois Reynol ds. "Good-bye. Get
wel | ."

The man watched them | eave the room Wen the door cl osed,
he noved to the bed, picked up
a pillow, and | eaned over Lois Reynol ds.



CHAPTER 40

KELLY AND DI ANE made their way down to the nain | obby of
t he hospital

Di ane said, "That's why Richard and Mark were going to
Washi ngton, to see Senator Van Luven."

"How do we get hold of her?"
"Sinmple." Diane took out her cell phone.

Kelly held up a hand to stop her. "No. Let's use a pay
phone. "

They got the tel ephone nunber of the Senate office

buil ding frominformation, and D ane cal |l ed

froma public phone.

"Senat or Van Luven's office."

“I"d like to speak to the senator, please."

“"May | say who's calling?"

Di ane said, "It's a personal nmatter."

"Your name, please?”

"I can't—ust tell her it's very inportant."”

"' msorry, | can't do that." The Iine was di sconnect ed.

Di ane turned to Kelly. "W can't use our nanes." Di ane

call ed the nunber agai n.

"Senator Van Luven's office."



"Pl ease, listen to nme. This is not a crank call. | need to
speak to the senator, and | can't give you
my nane."

"Then I"'mafraid | can't let you speak to the senator.”
The call was di sconnect ed.

Di ane di al ed agai n.
"Senat or Van Luven's office."

"Pl ease don't hang up. | know you're doing your job, but

this is a matter of life and death. I'mcalling froma pay
phone. |I'mgoing to give you the nunber. Please have the
senator call me." She gave the secretary the nunber and heard
the secretary slamthe phone down.

Kelly said, "Wat do we do now?" we wait.

They waited for two hours, and finally Diane said, "It's
not going to work. Let's—

The phone rang. Di ane took a deep breath and rushed to
pick it up. "Hello?"

An annoyed femal e voice said, "This is Senator Van Luven.
Who is this?"

Di ane held the phone toward Kelly, so that they could both
hear what the senator was saying. D ane

was so choked up, she could hardly speak. "Senator, ny
name is Diane Stevens. |'mhere with Kelly Harris. Do you
know who we are?"

"No, | don't, and I"'mafraid | —

"Qur husbands were nurdered on their way to neet with
you. "

There was a gasp. "Oh, ny God. Richard Stevens and Mark
Harris."

n YeS. n



"Your husbands nmade an appoi ntnent to neet with nme, but ny
secretary received a call saying that

t hey had changed their plans. Then they—died."

"That call was not fromthem Senator,"” Di ane said. "They
were nmurdered to stop them from seeing you."

"What ?" She sounded in shock. "Wiy woul d anyone—=2"
"They were killed to prevent themfromtal king to you.

Kelly and I would |like to cone to Washi ngton
and tell you what our husbands were trying to tell you."

There was a brief hesitation. "I'lIl nmeet wth you, but not

in ny office. It's too public. If what you' re saying is true,
it could be dangerous. | have a honme in Sout hanpton, Long
Island. | can neet you

t here. Were are you calling fronf"
"Denver."
"Just a nonent."

Three mnutes later, the senator cane back on the |ine.
"The next flight out of Denver to New York

Is a red-eye. It's a United flight, nonstop to La CGuardi a.
It |l eaves at twelve-twenty-five a.m and

arrives in New York at six-oh-nine a.m |If the flight is
full, there's one—=

"We'll be on that flight."

Kelly | ooked at Diane, surprised. "D ane, what if we can't
get 2"

Di ane held up a reassuring hand. "We'll be on it."

"When you get to the airport, a gray Lincoln Town Car w ||
be waiting for you. Go right to the car.

The driver is Asian. H's nane is Kunio, K-U-N1-O He'll
take you to ny hone. 1'Il be waiting for

you there."

"Thank you, Senator."



Di ane repl aced the receiver and took a deep breath. She
turned to Kelly. "W're all set."

Kelly said, "How do you know we can get on that flight?"

"I have a plan."

THE CONClI ERGE AT the hotel arranged a rental car, and in
forty-five mnutes, Diane and Kelly were on their way to the
airport. Kelly said, "I don't know whether |I'm nore excited
or nore frightened."

"I don't think we have anything to be frightened about
anynore."

"I't looks like a |lot of people tried to neet with the
senator, but none of themmade it, Diane. They

were all killed first."

"Then we're going to be the first to nake it."

Kelly said, "I wish we had—=

"I know. A weapon. You said that. W have our wits."
"Yeah. | wish we had a weapon."”

Kelly | ooked out the car w ndow. "Pull over."

Di ane pulled over to the curb. "Wat is it?"

"There's sonething | have to do."

They had stopped in front of a beauty parlor. Kelly opened
t he car door.

D ane said, "Were are you goi ng?"

"I"mgoing to get a new hairdo."



Di ane said, "You're joking."

"No, |'"'mnot."

"You're getting a new hairdo now Kelly, we're on our way
to the airport, to catch a plane, and

there's no tine to—

"Di ane, you never know what's going to happen. And in case
| should die, I want to | ook pretty."

Di ane sat there, speechless, as Kelly wal ked into the
beauty parl or.

TWENTY M NUTES LATER, Kelly cane out. She was wearing a
black w g that was a | uxurious
upsweep piled high in the back.

"I"'mready," Kelly said. "Let's go kick sone ass."

CHAPTER 41

There's a white Lexus following us," Kelly said.
"I know. There are half a dozen nen in it."
"Can you | ose thenP"

"I don't have to."

Kelly stared at her. "Wat?"



“Watch. "

They were approaching an airport gate with a sign that
read deliveries only. The guard behind the
gate had opened it to admt the car.

The nmen in the Lexus watched as Kelly and D ane got out
and stepped into an official airport car
that started across the tarnac.

When the Lexus reached the gate, the guard said, "This is
a private entrance."

"But you let that other car in.

"This is a private entrance." The guard cl osed the gate.

THE OFFI Cl AL Al RPORT car crossed the tarmac and stopped at
the side of a junbo jet. As Diane

and Kelly stepped out, Howard M| ler was waiting. "You got
here all right."

"Yes," Diane said. "Thanks so nuch for making the
arrangenents.”

"My pleasure.” H's face becane grim "I hope sone good
cones out of all of this."

Kelly said, "Thank Lois Reynolds for us and tell her—

Howard M Il er's expression changed. "Lois Reynol ds passed
away |ast night."

The two wonen both felt a sense of shock. It took Kelly a
noment to speak. "I'msorry."

"What happened?” Di ane asked.

"l guess her heart gave out."



Howard M Il er | ooked over at the jet. "They're ready to
go. |'ve arranged seats for you near the door."

"Thanks again."

HOMRD M LLER WATCHED AS Kelly and Di ane went up the ranp.
Monents |later, the flight attendant cl osed the door, and the
pl ane began to taxi.

Kelly turned to Diane and smled. "W've made it. W
outsmarted all those brainiacs. What are you

going to do after we talk to Senator Van Luven?"

"I hadn't really thought about it," Diane said. "Are you
goi ng back to Paris?"

"It depends. Do you think you'll be staying in New York?"

"Yes."
Kelly said, "Then maybe |1'Ill stick around New York for a
while."

"Then we might go to Paris together.'
smling at each other.

They sat there,

Di ane said, "I was just thinking how proud Ri chard and
Mark woul d be if they knew we're going
to finish the job they started.”

"You bet."

Di ane | ooked out the w ndow and up at the sky, and said
softly, "Thank you, Richard."

Kelly gl anced at D ane, shook her head, and sai d not hing.
Ri chard, | know you can hear ne, darling. We're going to

finish what you started. We're going to
avenge you and your friends. It won't bring you back, but



it will help alittle. Do you know what
| mss nost about you, ny |ove? Everything.

VWHEN THE PLANE | anded at La Guardia airport three and a
hal f hours later, Diane and Kelly were

the first passengers to di senbark. D ane renenbered
Senator Van Luven's words: Wen you get to

the airport, a gray Lincoln Town Car will be waiting for
you.

The car was waiting at the term nal entrance. Standing

next to it was an elderly Japanese man in a chauffeur's
uniform He stood up straight as Kelly and D ane approached
hi m

"Ms. Stevens? Ms. Harris?"

"Yes."
“I'"'m Kuni 0." He opened the door of the car and they
st epped i n.

Monents later, they were on their way to Sout hanpton.

"It is a two-hour drive,
beauti ful ."

Kuni o said. "The scenery is very

The last thing they were interested in was scenery. Both
were busily thinking about the quickest
way to explain to the senator what had happened.

Kelly said to Diane, "Do you think the senator will be in
danger when we tell her what we know?"

“I"'msure she'll have protection. She'll know how to
handl e this."

"I hope so."

After al nost two hours the Town Car finally drove up to a



| arge |limestone mansion with a slate

roof and tall, slender chimeys, in the style of

ei ghteent h-century Engl and. There were extensive,

mani cured grounds, and they could see a separate house for
the servant quarters and garage.

As the car stopped at the front door, Kunio said, "I wll
be waiting for you, if you need ne."

"Thank you."

The door was opened by a butler. "Good norning. Cone in,
pl ease. The senator is expecting you."

The two wonen entered. The |iving roomwas el egant yet
casual, furnished with an eclectic

assortnent of antiques and confortabl e-l ooki ng couches and
chairs. On the wall, above a | arge

fireplace with a baroque mantel, were mrrored candl e
sconces.

The butler said, "This way, please.”

Kelly and Di ane followed the butler into a | arge draw ng
room

Senator Van Luven was waiting for them She was wearing a
light blue silk suit and bl ouse, and her

hai r was hangi ng | oosely. She was nore fem ni ne-|ooking

t han Di ane had expect ed.

“I'"'m Paul i ne Van Luven."

"Di ane Stevens."

"Kelly Harris."

"I"'mglad to see you both. It's taken nuch too |ong."

Kel ly | ooked at Senator Van Luven, puzzled. "I'msorry?"
Tanner Kingsley's voice behind themsaid, "She neans you

have been very | ucky, but your |uck
has just run out."



Di ane and Kelly turned. Tanner Kingsley and Harry Flint
had cone into the room

Tanner said, "Now, M. Flint."

Harry Flint raised a pistol. Wthout a word, he ained at
the wonen and fired tw ce. Pauline Van Luven and Tanner
Ki ngsl ey watched as Kelly's and Di ane's bodi es tunbl ed

backward and fell to the fl oor.

Tanner wal ked over to Senator Van Luven and hugged her.
"It's finally over, Princess."

CHAPTER 42

FLI NT ASKED, "WHAT do you want ne to do with the bodi es?"
Tanner did not hesitate. "Tie sone weights around their
ankl es, have them fl own out about two

hundred mles, and drop theminto the Atlantic."

"No problem™ Flint |left the room

Tanner turned to Senator Van Luven. "That ends it,
Princess. W can be on our way."

She noved up to himand kissed him "I've m ssed you so
much, baby."

"I"ve m ssed you, too.

"Those nonthly rendezvous were frustrating because | knew
you had to | eave."

Tanner held her close. "Fromnow on, we're together. W'l



wait a respectable three or four nonths
as an homage to your dear departed husband and then we'll
get married."

She smled and said, "Lets nake it a nonth."
He nodded. "Sounds good. "

"I resigned fromthe Senate yesterday. They were very
under st andi ng about my grief over ny
husband' s death."

"Wonderful. Now we can be seen together freely. | want you
to see sonething at KIG that |
couldn't show you before."

TANNER AND PAULI NE had reached the redbrick building.
Tanner wal ked up to the solid steel

door. There was a recess in the center of it. He was
wearing a heavy caneo ring with the face of a

Geek warrior on it.

Paul i ne wat ched as Tanner pressed the ring hard into the
recess, and the door began to open. The

roomwas enornous, filled with huge computers and
television screens. At a far wall were generators

and el ectronics, all linked together with a control panel
in the center.

Tanner said, "Princess, neet Prinma. This is ground zero.

What you and | have here is sonething that's going to change
lives forever. This roomis the command center of a satellite
systemthat can control the weather in any area of the world.
W can cause storns anywhere. W can create fam nes by
stopping rain. W can fog in airports. W can nmanufacture
hurri canes and cycl ones that would stop the world's econony."
He smiled. "lI've already denonstrated sonme of our power. A

| ot of countries have been worki ng on weat her control, but
none of them has solved it yet."

Tanner pressed a button, and a large television screen |it



up. "What you're seeing here is a technical advance that the
arnmy wshes it had." He turned to Pauline and smled. "The
only wild card that prevented Prima from giving ne perfect
control was the greenhouse effect, and you took care of that
beautifully." He sighed. "Do you know who created this
project? Andrew. He really was a genius."

Paul i ne was staring at the nmassive equipnent. "I don't
understand how this can control the weather."

"Well, the sinple versionis that warmair rises toward
colder air, and if there is noisture in—=

"Don't patronize ne, darling."

"Sorry, but the longer version is a bit conplicated,"”
Tanner said.

"I"'mlistening."

"I't's alittle technical, so bear with ne. M crowave

| asers, created with the nano-technol ogy ny

br ot her produced, when fired into Earth's atnosphere, nake
free-form ng oxygen that bonds w th hydrogen, thus producing
ozone and water. Free oxygen in the atnosphere pairs
up—that's why it's

call ed O2—and ny brother discovered that firing that | aser
from space into the atnosphere nade the oxygen bond with two
hydrogen atons into ozone—©,, and water—+20O. "

"I still don't understand how t hat woul d—

"The weather is driven by water. Andrew found in

| arger-scale tests that so nuch water was created

as a by-product of his experinents that w nds shifted.
More | asers, nore wind. Control the water

and the w nd, and you control all weather."

He was thoughtful for a nmonent. "Wen | found out that
Akira Iso in Tokyo, and | ater, Madel ei ne

Smth in Zurich, were close to solving the problem

of fered them jobs here, so | could control them

But they turned ne down. | couldn't afford to | et them
finish what they were working on." He sighed.



"l told you that | had four of ny top neteorol ogists
wor ki ng on the project with ne."

n Yes. n

"They were good, too. Franz Verbrugge in Berlin, Mark

Harris in Paris, Gary Reynolds in Vancouver, and Richard
Stevens in New York. | had each of themtrying to solve a
different facet of weather

control, and | thought that because they were working in
different countries, they would never put the pieces together
and find out what the ultinmate purpose of the project was.
But sonehow t hey did.

They cane to see ne in Vienna, to ask ne what plans | had

for Prima. | told them!| was going to give
it to our governnent. | didn't think they would pursue the
matter any further, but just to be safe, | set

a trap. Wien they were sitting in the reception room |

put in a call to your Senate office, nmaking sure they could
hear nme denying to you that | had ever heard of Prinma. The
next norning, they began

calling you for appointnents. That's when | knew t hey had
to be disposed of." Tanner smled. "Let

me show you what we have here.”

On a conputer screen, a map of the world appeared, dotted
with lines and synbols. As Tanner

spoke, he noved a switch, and the focus of the map kept
shifting until it highlighted Portugal.

Tanner said, "The agricultural valleys in Portugal are
supplied by rivers that flowto the Atlantic from Spain. Just
i magi ne what woul d happen to Portugal if it continued to rain
until the agricultural valley

was drowned out."

Tanner pressed a button, and on a huge screen appeared a

pi cture of a massive pink palace with cerenoni al guards
standi ng watch while its lush, beautiful gardens glimered in
the bright sunlight.

"That's the presidential palace.”

The picture switched to a dining roominside, where a



fam |y was having breakfast.

"That's the president of Portugal and his wife and two
children. When they speak, it's going to be in Portuguese,
but you'll hear it in English. | have dozens of nano-caneras
and m crophones set up in

t he pal ace. The president doesn't know it, but his head
security guard works for ne."

An aide was saying to the president, "At el even o' clock
this norning, you have a neeting at the

enbassy, followed by a | abor union speech. At one p.m,
| uncheon at the nmuseum This eveni ng,

we're having a state reception for—=

The phone rang at the breakfast table. The president
picked it up. "Hello."

Then Tanner's voice, instantaneously translated from
English to Portuguese as he spoke, said
"M . President?"

The president | ooked startled. "Who is this?" he asked as
his voice was i mmedi ately translated from Portuguese to
English for Tanner.

“I'ma friend."
"Who—how did you get ny private nunber?"

"That's not inportant. | want you to |isten very
carefully. | love your country, and | would not want

to see it destroyed. If you don't want terrible storns to
wipe it off the map, you nust send ne two

billion dollars in gold. If you' re not interested now,
"Il call you back in three days."

On the screen, they watched the president slamthe phone
down. He said to his wife, "Sone crazy

man got ny phone nunber. Sounds |ike he escaped from an
asylum™”

Tanner turned to Pauline. "That was recorded three days
ago. Now | et nme show you the conversation



we had yesterday."

A picture of the nassive pink palace and its beautiful
gardens flashed on again, but this tine heavy

rains were pouring down, and the sky was ablaze with
t hunder and |i ghtni ng.

Tanner pressed a button, and the scene on television noved
into the president's office. He was seated

at a conference table, with half a dozen assistants al

tal king at once. The president's face was grim

The tel ephone on his desk rang.
“Now. " Tanner gri nned.

The president picked up the tel ephone apprehensively.
"Hello."

"Good norning, M. President. How=2"

"You are destroying ny country! You have ruined the crops.
The fields are flooded. The villages are bei ng— He stopped
and took a deep breath. "How long is this going to go on?"
There was hysteria

In the president's voice.

"Until | receive the two billion dollars."

They watched the president grit his teeth and close his
eyes for a nonent. "And you will stop the
stornms, then?" Yes.

"How do you want the noney delivered?”

"You see how easy it is, Princess? W al ready have the
noney. Let ne show you what el se Prinma
can do. These are our earlier tests.”

Tanner pressed another button and a picture of a raging
hurri cane appeared on the screen. "This is

taki ng place in Japan," Tanner said. "Real time. And this
season for themis always cal mweat her."



He pressed a different button and pictures of a violent
hai | st or m appeared, battering a grove of citrus

fruit. "This is live fromFlorida. The tenperature there
now i s near zero—n June. The crops are being w ped out."

He activated another button, and on the giant screen was a
scene of a tornado tearing down buildings. "This is what's
happening in Brazil. As you see," Tanner said proudly, "Prim
can do anything."

Paul i ne noved closer to himand said softly, "Like its
papa. "

Tanner turned off the television set. He picked up three
DVDs and showed themto her. "These are

three interesting conversations that | had with Peru,

Mexico, and Italy. Do you know how the gold is delivered? W
send trucks to their banks and they fill them And then
there's Catch Twenty-two. |f

they make any attenpt to find out where the gold is going,

| promse themthat the stormw || begin

agai n and never stop."

Paul i ne | ooked at him worried. "Tanner, is there any way
they can trace your calls?"

Tanner | aughed. "I hope they do. |If soneone tries to trace
them they' Il reach a relay in a church, then

a second relay takes themto a school. The third rel ay
will set up stornms they'lIl w sh they had never

seen. And the fourth tine it ends up at the Oval Ofice of
t he Wi te House.™

Paul i ne | aughed.

The door opened and Andrew wal ked i n.

Tanner turned. "Ah. Here's ny dear brother."

Andrew was staring at Pauline, a puzzled expression on his
face. "Don't | know you?" He | ooked at her for alnost a

m nute as he concentrated, and then his face lit up. "You—you

and Tanner were—goi ng
to get married. | was the best man. You're—you're



Princess."”
Paul i ne said, "Very good, Andrew. "
"But you—you went away. You didn't |ove Tanner."

Tanner spoke up. "Let nme straighten you out. She went away
because she did |love ne." He took

Paul i ne' s hand. "She tel ephoned ne the day after her

weddi ng. She married a very rich, influential

man so she coul d use her husband's influence to get

i mportant clients for KIG That's why we were

able to grow so fast." Tanner gave Pauline a hug. "W
arranged to neet secretly every nonth." He

said proudly, "And then she got interested in politics and
becane a senator."

Andrew frowned. "But-—-but Sebasti ana—Sebasti ana—

"Sebastiana Cortez." Tanner |aughed. "She was a decoy, to
t hrow people off the track. | nmade

sure that everyone at the office knew about her. Princess
and | couldn't afford to | et anyone

becone suspici ous. "

Andrew said vaguely, "OCh, | see."

"Cone over here, Andrew." Tanner led himto the control
center. They stood in front of Prinma.

Tanner said, "Do you renenber this? You hel ped develop it.
Now it's finished."

Andrew s eyes w dened. "Prina .

Tanner pointed to a button and said, "Yes. Wather
control." He pointed to another button. "Location." He | ooked
at his brother. "See how sinple we nade it?"

Andrew sai d, under his breath, "I renenber

Tanner turned to Pauline. "This is only the beginning,
Princess."



Tanner took her in his arnms. "lI'mresearching thirty nore
countries.

"You got what you wanted. Power and noney."

Paul i ne said happily, "A conputer |ike that could be
wor t h—=

"Two conputers like that," Tanner said. "I have a surprise
for you. Have you ever heard of Tanpa Island, in the South
Paci fic?"

n I\b. n

"We just bought it. It's sixty square mles and

unbel i evably beautiful. It's in the French Pol ynesi an

I slands, and it has a landing strip and a yacht harbor. It
has everything, including"—he paused dramatically—Prima I1."

Paul i ne said, "You nean there's another—=2"

Tanner nodded. "That's right. It's underground, where no
one can ever find it. Now that those two

nosy bitches are finally out of the way, the world is
ours."

CHAPTER 43

KELLY WAS THE first to open her eyes. She was |lying on her
back, naked, on the bare floor of a concrete basenent, her
hands handcuffed to eight-inch chains fastened to the wall,
just above the floor. There was a snmall, barred w ndow at the
far end of the room and a heavy door |eading into the room

Kelly turned to see Diane next to her, also naked and
handcuf fed. Their clothing had been thrown



into a corner.
Di ane said groggily, "Were are we?"
“"We're in hell, partner.”

Kelly tested the handcuffs. They were tight and firm
around her wists. She could |ift her armfour

or five inches, but that was it. "W wal ked right into
their trap,"” she said bitterly.

"You know what | hate nbst about this?"

Kelly | ooked around the bare roomand said, "I can't
| magi ne. "

"They won. We know why they killed our husbands, and why
they're going to kill us, but there's

no way we can ever tell the world. They've gotten away
wthit. Kingsley was right. Qur |uck has

finally run out."”

“"No, it hasn't." The door had opened, and Harry Flint was
standing in the room H's sml|e w dened.

He | ocked the door behind himand put the key in his
pocket. "I shot you with Xyl ocaine bullets.

| was supposed to kill you, but | thought we'd all have a
little fun first." He noved cl oser.

The two wonen exchanged a terrified | ook. They wat ched
Flint, grinning, take off his shirt and

trousers. "Look what | have for you," he said. He dropped
his shorts. H's nenber was stiff and

turgid. Flint | ooked at the two of them and noved toward
Di ane. "Why don't | start with you, baby,

and then—=

Kelly interrupted. "Wait a m nute, handsone. How about
taking ne first? | feel horny."

Di ane | ooked at her, stunned. "Kelly-—=

Flint turned to Kelly and smrked. "Sure, baby. You're
going to love this."



Flint reached down and started to stretch out on top of
Kel | y' s naked body.

"Oh, yes." Kelly noaned. "lI've really mssed this."

Di ane had cl osed her eyes. She could not bear to watch.

Kelly stretched her |legs apart, and as Flint started to
enter her, Kelly raised her right arma few inches

and reached into her upswept hairdo. When her hand cane
down, there was a rat-tailed conb with

a steel tip five inches long init. In one quick notion,
she slamred the steel tail into the back of Harry Flint's
neck, pushing its steel tip all the way through.

Flint tried to scream but all that cane out was a | oud
gurgle. Blood was pouring out of his neck.
Di ane opened her eyes, stunned.

Kel |y | ooked over at Diane. "You—you can relax now. " She
pushed away the linp figure on top
of her. "He's dead."

Di ane's heart was beating so fast it felt as though it was
going to |l eap fromher chest. Her face was ghostly white.

Kel |y was wat ching her, alarned. "Are you all right?"

"I was afraid he was going to— Her nouth went dry. She
| ooked at the bl oody body of Harry Flint

and shuddered. "Wiy didn't you tell nme about—=2" She
pointed to the rat-tailed conb in his neck.

"Because if it hadn't worked . . . well, | didn't want you
to think I failed you. Let's get out of here."

n I_b\,\pll

“I'"l'l show you." Kelly stretched out a long leg to where
FIl i nt had dropped his pants. Her toes reached

out to grab his trousers. Two inches too far away. She
shifted closer. One inch too short. Then finally, success.



Kelly grinned. "Voila!" Her toes clutched the |l eg of the
trousers, and she slowy pulled themclose until they were
near enough to grab with her hands. She was goi ng through his
pockets, |ooking for the key

to the handcuffs. She found it. A nonment |ater, her hands
were free. She hurried to free Di ane.

"My God, you're a mracle," D ane said.

"Thank ny new hairdo. Let's get away from here."

The two wonen picked up their clothes fromthe floor and

qui ckly dressed. Kelly took the key to the door fromFlint's
pocket .

They wal ked over to the door and |istened a nonent.

Silence. Kelly opened the door. They were in

a long, enpty corridor.

"There nust be a back way out of here," Diane said.

Kel |y nodded. "All right. You go that way and I'll go the
ot her way and—*

"No. Please. Let's stay together, Kelly."
Kel |y squeezed Di ane's arm and nodded. "Right, partner.™

Mnutes later, the two wonen found thensel ves in a garage.
There was a Jaguar and a Toyota in it.

"Take your choice," Kelly said.

"The Jaguar is too noticeable. Let's take the Toyota."
"I hope the key is—=

It was. Di ane took the wheel.

"Do you have any idea where we're going?" Kelly asked.
"To Manhattan. | don't have a plan yet."

"That's good news." Kelly sighed.



"We need to find a place to sleep. Wen Kingsley finds out
we' ve escaped, he's going to go crazy.
W' re not going to be safe anywhere.”

Kelly was thinking. "Yes, we are."
D ane gl anced at her. "Wat do you nean?"

Kelly said proudly, "I have a plan.™

CHAPTER 44

THEY DROVE into Wiite Plains, twenty-five mles north of
Manhat t an, Di ane said, "This | ooks
like a nice town. What are we doi ng here?"

"I have a friend here. She'll take care of us."
"Tell me about her."

Kelly said slowy, "My nother was married to a drunk who

enj oyed beating her. Wien | was able to afford to take care
of my nother, | persuaded her to |leave him One of the nodels
who had run away from an abusi ve boyfriend told ne about this
place. It's a boardi nghouse run by an angel of a woman naned
Grace Seidel. | took ny nother there to stay until | could
find an apartnent for her. | used to

visit her at Gace's every day. My nother |oved it and

becane friends with sone of the boarders. |

finally found an apartnent for Mdther and went to pick her
up." She st opped.

Di ane | ooked at her. "What happened?”

"She had gone back to her husband."



They had reached the boardi nghouse. "W're here.”

GRACE SEIDEL WAS in her fifties, a dynamc, notherly bal
of energy. Wien she opened the door
and saw Kelly, her face it up

"Kelly!" She threw her arns around her. "I'mso glad to
see you."

Kelly said, "This is ny friend Diane."

They exchanged hel | os.

"Your roomis all ready for you," Gace said. "As a natter
of fact, it was your nother's room | had
an extra bed put in."

As Grace Seidel wal ked themto their bedroom they passed
t hrough a confortabl e-1o0oking |iving

room where a dozen wonen were playing card ganmes or doing
vari ous other activities.

"How long will you be staying?" G ace asked.
Kel |y and Di ane | ooked at each other. "W're not sure."

G ace Seidel smled. "No problem The roomis yours for as
| ong as you want it."

The room was | ovel y—neat and cl ean.

Wen Grace Seidel had left, Kelly said to Diane, "W'Il| be
safe here. And by the way, | think we

made t he Gui nness Book of Whrld Records. Do you know how
many tinmes they've tried to kill us?"

"Yes." Diane was standing by the wi ndow. Kelly heard her
say, "Thank you, Richard."



Kelly started to speak, then thought, It's no use.

ANDREW DCOZI NG AT his desk, dreaned that he was asleep in

a hospital bed. It was the voices

in the roomthat had awakened him "... And luckily, |

di scovered this when we were decontam nating Andrew s safety
equi pnent. | thought | should showit to you right away."

"The goddamm arny told ne it would be safe.”

A man was handi ng Tanner one of the gas nasks fromthe
ar my- experi nment.

"I found a tiny hole at the base of the mask. It | ooks
| i ke soneone cut it. That would be enough to
cause your brother's condition."

Tanner | ooked at the mask and thundered, "Whoever is
responsi ble for this is going to pay." He | ooked

at the man and said, "I'll look into this imred ately.
Thanks for bringing it to ne."

From his bed, Andrew groggily watched the man | eave.

Tanner | ooked at the mask a nonent and then wal ked over to a
corner of the roomwhere there was a | arge hospital cart
filled with soiled |inens.

Tanner reached down into the bottomof the cart and buried
t he gas mask under the |inens.

Andrew tried to ask his brother what was happeni ng, but he
was too tired. He fell asleep.

TANNER, ANDREW AND Paul i ne had returned to Tanner's
of fice.



Tanner had asked his secretary to bring in the norning
newspapers. Tanner skinmed through the

front pages. "Look at these: 'Scientists are baffled by
freak stornms in Guatemala, Peru, Mexico,

and Italy. ' " He | ooked at Pauline exultantly. "And this
I's only the beginning. They're going to have

alot nore to be baffled about."

Vince Carballo cane running into the room "M. Kingsley—=
“I'"'mbusy. What is it?"
"Flint is dead."

Tanner's jaw dropped. "What? What are you tal ki ng about ?
What happened?"”

"Stevens and Harris killed him™"
"That's i npossible!™

"He's dead. They escaped and took off in the senator's
car. W reported it stolen. The police found
it in Wite Plains.”

Tanner's voice was grim "Here's what | want you to do. |
want you to take a dozen nen and go to

White Pl ains. Check every hotel, boardi nghouse, and

fl ophouse—any pl ace where they coul d be

hiding. I"'mgiving a five-mllion-dollar reward to anyone
who turns themin. Mwve it!"

"Yes, sir.

Vince Carballo hurried out the door.

In their ROOM at Grace Sei del's boardi nghouse, Di ane said,
"“I"'msorry about what happened when
you got to Paris. Did they kill the concierge?"

"l don't know. They just disappeared.™



"What about your dog, Angel?" Kelly said tightly, "I don't
want to tal k about it."

“I"'msorry. Do you know what's frustrating? W were so

cl ose. Now that we know what happened, there's no one we can
tell it to. It would be our word against KIGs. They would
put us in an asylum"

Kel |y nodded. "You're right. There is no one left to go
to." There was a nonentary silence and Diane said slowy, "I
think there is."

VI NCE CARBALLO s MEN were spread all over town, checking
every hotel, boardi nghouse, and fl ophouse. One of his nen
showed pictures of Diane and Kelly to the clerk at the
Espl anade Hot el .

"Have you seen either of these | adies? There's a
five-mllion-dollar reward for them"

The clerk shook his head. "I wish | knew where they were."

At the Renai ssance Westchester Hotel, another nman was
hol di ng up pictures of Diane and Kelly.

"Five mllion? | wish | could collect that.

At the Crowne Plaza, the clerk was saying, "If | see them
"Il sure let you know, mster."

Vince Carball o hinmself knocked at the door of G ace
Sei del ' s boar di nghouse.

"Good norning."

"Good norning. My nane is Vince Carballo.” He held up a

pi cture of the two wonen. "Have you

seen these wonen? There's a five-mllion-dollar reward for
them"



Grace Seidel's face lit up. "Kelly!"

I N TANNER S OFFI CE, Kathy Ordonez was overwhel ned. Faxes
were comng in faster than she

could handl e them and her e-mail in-box was inundated.
She picked up a pile of the papers and

wal ked into Tanner's office. Tanner and Paul ine Van Luven
were seated on a couch, talking.

Tanner | ooked up as his secretary cane in. "What is it?"

She smled. "Good news. You' re going to have a very
successful dinner party."

He frowned. "What are you tal king about ?"

She held up the papers. "These are all acceptances.
Everyone's com ng."

Tanner got up. "Com ng where? Let ne see those.™
Kat hy handed hi mthe papers and went out to her desk.

Tanner read the first e-mail aloud. " 'W would be

delighted to cone to dinner at KIG Headquarters on Friday to
see the unveiling of Prima, your weather control nmachine.'’
Fromthe editor of Tine nagazine."

H s face turned white. He | ooked at the next one. " 'Thank
you for your invitation to see Prima, your weather control
conputer, at KIG Headquarters. W | ook forward to being
there." It's signed by the

editor of Newsweek."

He skimmed the rest of them "CBS, NBC, CNN, the \Wal
Street Journal, the Chicago Tribune, and

the London Tines, all eager to see the unveiling of
Prim."

Paul i ne sat there, speechl ess.



Tanner was so furious, he could hardly speak. "Wat the
hell is going on—=2" He stopped.
"Those bitches!"

AT |RVA' S | NTERNET Cafe, Diane was busily operating a
conmputer. She | ooked up at Kelly.
"Have we | eft anyone out?"

Kelly said, "Elle, Cosnopolitan, Vanity Fair,
Madenoi sel |l e, Readers Digest..."

Di ane laughed. "I think this does it. | hope Kingsley has
a good caterer. He's going to have a big party."

Vi nce carball o was | ooking at Grace Seidel excitedly. "You
know Kel | y?"

"Ch, yes," Grace said. "She's one of the nost fanous
nmodel s in the world."

Vince Carballo's face |it up. "Wiere is she?"

Grace |looked at himin surprise. "I don't know. |'ve never
net her."

H s face reddened. "You said you knew her."

"I mean—everybody knows her. She's very fanous. Isn't she
beauti f ul ?"

"You have no i dea where she is?"
Grace said thoughtfully, "I do have kind of an idea."

"WWher e?"



"l saw a woman who | ooked |i ke her get on a bus this
norni ng. She was traveling with soneone—=

"What bus was it?"
"I't was the bus to Vernont."
"Thanks. "

Vince Carballo hurried away.

TANNER THREW THE pile of faxes and e-nmails to the floor
and turned to Pauline. "Do you know

what those bitches have done? W can't |et anyone see
Prima." He was thoughtful for a | ong nonent.

"I think Prima wll have an accident the day before the
party and bl ow up."

Paul i ne | ooked at hima nmonent and then smled. "Prim
[r."

Tanner nodded. "That's right. W can travel around the
worl d, and anytinme we're ready, we'll go
to Tanpa and start operating Prima I1."

Kat hy Ordonez's voice cane over the intercom She sounded
frantic. She buzzed into Tanner's office. "M . Kingsley, the
phones are going crazy. | have the New York Tines, the
Washi ngt on Post, and

Larry King, all holding for you."

"Tell themI'min a neeting." Tanner turned to Pauline.
"We have to get out of here." He patted
Andrew on the shoul der. "Andrew, cone wth us."

"Yes, Tanner."
The three of them wal ked over to the redbrick building. "I

have sonething very inportant for you
to do, Andrew. "



"Anyt hi ng you want," Andrew sai d.

TANNER LED THE way into the redbrick building and wal ked
over to Prima. Tanner turned to

Andrew. "Here's what | want you to do. Princess and | have
to | eave now, but at six o'clock, | want

you to turn this conputer off. It's very sinple.” He

poi nted. "You see this big red button?"

Andr ew nodded. "I see it."

"All you have to do is press it three tines, at six
o' clock. Three tines. Can you renenber that?"

Andrew said, "Yes, Tanner. Six o0'clock. Three tines."
"Right. See you later."

Tanner and Pauline started to wal k out.

Andrew | ooked after them "You're not taking nme with you?"

"No. You stay here. Just renenber: six o' clock, three
tinmes."

"Il renmenmber."

As they wal ked outside, Pauline said, "Wiat if he doesn't
r emenber ?"

Tanner | aughed. "It doesn't matter. It's set to expl ode

automatically at six o'clock. | just wanted to
make sure he's there when it happens.”

CHAPTER 45



AT WAS A perfect day for flying. KIGs 757 was speedi ng
over the Pacific Ccean under an azure

bl ue sky. Pauline and Tanner were snuggl ed together on a
couch in the nmain cabin.

Paul i ne said, "Darling, do you know it's a shane that
people will never know how brilliant you are?"

"I'f they ever found out, 1'd be in big trouble."

She | ooked at himand said, "No problem W could buy a
country and proclai mourselves the rulers. Then they can't
touch us."

Tanner | aughed.

Paul i ne stroked his hand. "Did you know that | wanted you
fromthe first tinme I saw you?"

"No. As | renenber, you were very inpertinent.”

"And it worked, didn't it? You had to see ne again, to
teach ne a | esson."

There was a |long, erotic Kkiss.

Far away, |ightning flashed.

Tanner said, "You'll |ove Tanba. W'll|l spend a week or two
there and relax, and then we'll travel

around the world. We're going to nmake up for all the | ost
years when we couldn't be together."

She | ooked up and grinned inpishly. "You bet we wll."
"And every nonth or so, we'll cone back to Tanpa and put
Prima Il to work. You and | can pick

our targets together."

Paul i ne said, "Well, we could create a stormin Engl and,



but they woul dn't notice."
Tanner | aughed. "We have the whole world to choose from"

A steward approached. "lIs there anything | can get you?"
he asked.

Tanner said, "No. W have everything." And he knew that it
was true.

In the distant sky, there were nore flashes of I|ightning.

"I hope there isn't going to be a storm"™ Paul i ne said.
"I + hate flying in rough weather."

Tanner said reassuringly, "Don't worry, darling. There's
not a cloud in the sky." He thought of

sonet hing and smled. "W don't have to worry about the
weat her. We control it." He | ooked

at his watch. "Prima's about to bl ow up."

Sudden drops of rain began to pound agai nst the pl ane.

Tanner held Pauline closer. "It's all right. It's just a
bit of rain."”

And as Tanner said it, the sky suddenly began to darken

and trenble with |oud peals of thunder. The huge pl ane
started to bounce up and down. Tanner was | ooki ng out the

wi ndow, puzzled by what was happening. The rain began to turn
into | arge hail stones.

Tanner said, "Look at— The realization suddenly hit him
"Prima!" It was a cry of exultation, a | ook

of glory in his eyes. "W can—

At that instant, a hurricane hit the plane, bouncing it
around savagely.

Paul i ne was screamni ng.



I N THE REDBRI CK building at KIG Andrew Ki ngsl ey was
operating Prima, his fingers flashing over the keys in
remenbrance. Watching his target on the screen, he could see
an image of his brother's

pl ane being buffeted by three-hundred-m |l e-an-hour

hurri cane w nds. He pressed another button.

AT A DOZEN branch offices of the National Wather Service,
from Anchorage, Al aska, to Mam, Florida, neteorol ogists
were staring at their conmputer screens in disbelief. Wat was
happeni ng

seened i nmpossi ble, but it was happening.

WORKI NG | N THE redbrick building, Andrew was grateful that
there was still one thing he could

do to help make the world a better place. He carefully

gui ded an F-6 tornado he had creat ed—dp—up-hi gher and

hi gher .

TANNER WAS LOCKI NG out the wi ndow of the wildly tossing

pl ane when he heard the telltale

freight train sound of the approaching tornado over the

roar of the storm traveling 320 mles an hour. Tanner's face
was flushed, and he was trenbling with excitenent, watching
the tornado spinning up toward the plane. He was ecstatic.
"Look! There's never been a tornado this high. Never! |
created it!

It's a mracle! Only God and | coul d—=



I N THE REDBRI CK bui | di ng, Andrew noved a switch and
wat ched the screen as the plane expl oded

and pi eces of weckage and bodies were hurled into the
sky.

Then Andrew Ki ngsl ey pressed the red button three tines.

CHAPTER 46

KELLY AND DI ANE were finishing getting dressed when G ace
Sei del knocked at their door.
"Breakfast is ready whenever you are."

"Coming," Kelly called out.
Di ane said, "I hope our little stunt worked. Let's see if
G ace has a norni ng newspaper."

They stepped out of their room To the right was the
recreation area. A few people were gathered

around the television set. As Kelly and Di ane started to

pass it, to go to the dining room a television anchornman was
sayi ng:

"And according to reports, there were no survivors. Tanner
Ki ngsl ey and fornmer senator Pauline

Van Luven were on the plane, along with a pilot, copilot,
and a steward."

The two wonen froze. They | ooked at each other, turned,
and wal ked up to the television set. On the screen were
pi ctures of the exterior of KIG

Ki ngsl ey International G oup constitutes the |argest think
tank in the world, with offices in thirty countries. The



weat her bureau has reported an unexpected electrical stormin
the South Pacific area where Tanner Kingsley's private plane
was flying. Pauline Van Luven was the forner head of the
Senate Select Conmittee on the Environnent.

Di ane and Kelly were |istening, fascinated

And in another piece of the puzzle, there's a
nystery here that the police are trying to solve.
The press was invited to a dinner party, to visit Prima, a
new weat her control conputer that KIG devel oped, but
yesterday there was an explosion at KIG and Prinma was
conpl etely destroyed. The
fire departnent found the body of Andrew Kingsley in the
wr eckage and believe he was the only
victim

Di ane said, "Tanner Kingsley is dead."

"Say that again. Slowy."

"Tanner Kingsley is dead."

Kel |y breathed a deep sigh of relief. She | ooked at D ane

and smled. "Life is sure going to be dull
after this."

"I hope so," Diane replied. "How would you like to sleep
at the Wal dorf-Astoria Towers toni ght?"

Kelly grinned. "I wouldn't mnd."

When they said their good-byes to Grace Seidel, she hugged
Kelly and said, "Anytine."

She never nentioned the noney that she had been offered.

IN THE PRESI DENTI AL suite in the Wal dorf Towers, a waiter



was setting a table for dinner.

He turned to Diane. "Did you say you wanted it set for
f our ?"

“"That's right."

Kel |y | ooked at her and sai d not hing.

Di ane knew what she was thinking. As they were sitting
down at the table, Diane said, "Kelly, | don't think we did

this alone. | think we had a little help." She raised her
gl ass of chanpagne and said to the enpty chair next to her,
"Thank you, Richard, darling. | |ove you."

As she |ifted the glass to her lips, Kelly said, "Wait a
m nute."

Di ane turned to her.

Kel Iy picked up her glass of chanpagne and | ooked at the
enpty chair next to her. "Mark, | love you
so much. Thank you."

They drank their toasts.

Kelly smled and said, "That felt good. Well, what's
next ?"

"I"'mgoing to the FBI in Washington and tell them what |
know. "

Kelly corrected her. "W're going to Washi ngton and tell
t hem what we know. "

Di ane nodded. "Right." She said thoughtfully, "I think we
did a good job. Qur husbands woul d be
proud of wus."

"Yeah," Kelly said. "W've solved this. And | ook at the
odds agai nst us. You know what we should
do now?"

"What ?"



"Start our own detective agency."
Di ane | aughed. "You're kidding."

Kelly gave her a long, slow smle. "Am|?"

AFTER DI NNER, THEY wat ched tel evision, and every channel

was carrying the story of Tanner Kingsley's death. As Kelly
wat ched, she said thoughtfully, "You know, when you cut off a
snake's

head, the rest of the snake dies."

"What does that nean?"

"Let's find out." Kelly wal ked over to the tel ephone. "I
want to place a call to Paris."

Five mnutes |later, she heard the voice of Ni cole Paradis.
"Kelly! Kelly! Kelly! I"'mso glad you called."

Kel ly's heart sank. She knew what she was going to hear
next. They had killed Angel.

"I didn't know how to reach you."

"You' ve heard the news?"

"The whole world has heard the news. Jerone Mal o and
Al phonse G rouard packed their things and

left ina hurry.”

“"And Philippe and his fam|ly?"

"They are returning tonorrow. "

"That's wonderful ."

Kelly was afraid to ask the next question. "And Angel —=2"



"I have Angel in ny apartnent. They were planning to use
her as bait in case you wouldn't cooperate.™

Kelly felt a sudden glow. "Oh, that's wonderful!"

"What woul d you like nme to do with her?"

"Put her on the next Air France flight to New York. Let ne
know when she'll arrive and I'Il pick her

up at the airport. You can call nme here at the Wl dorf
Towers. "

“I''l'l take care of it."

"Thank you." Kelly replaced the receiver.
Di ane had been listening. "Angel is all right?"
"Yes."

"Ch, that's great!"

"Isn't it? I'mthrilled. By the way, what are you going to
do with your half of the noney?"

D ane | ooked at her. "Wat?"

"KIG put up a five-mllion-dollar reward. | think it's
comng to us."

"But Kingsley's dead."
"I know, but KIGisn't."
They | aughed.

Kel |y asked, "Wat's your plan after we go to WAshi ngt on?
Are you going to start painting again?"

Di ane was thoughtful for a nonent. "No."

Kel |y was wat ching her. "Real | y?"



"Well, there is a painting that | want to do. It's a
picnic scene in Central Park." Her voice broke.

"Two |l overs having a picnic in the rain. Then . . . we'll
see. What about you? Are you goi ng back

t o nodel i ng?"

"No, | don't think—=

Di ane was | ooki ng at her.

"Well. . . maybe, because while I'mon the runway, | can
| magi ne Mark wat ching ne, and bl ow ng
ki sses. Yes, | think he would want ne to go back to work."

D ane smled. "CGood."

They wat ched tel evision for another hour, and then D ane
said, "I think it's tine for bed."

Fifteen mnutes later, they were undressed and in their
gueen beds, both reliving their recent adventures.

Kel ly yawned. "I'm sl eepy, Diane. Let's turn out the
lights."

AFTERWORD

THE OLD ADAGE t hat everyone tal ks about the weather but no
one does anything about it is no

| onger valid. Today, two superpowers have the ability to
control weather around the world: the

United States and Russia. OQther countries are working
feverishly to catch up.

The search for the mastery of the elenents that began wth
Ni kola Tesla in the |ate 1800s, invol ving

the transm ssion of electrical energy through space, has
becone a reality.



The consequences are nonunental. Wather can be used as a
bl essing or as a doonsday weapon.

Al'l the necessary elenents are in place.

In 1969, the U S. Patent Ofice granted a patent for "a
met hod of increasing the Iikelihood of

precipitation by the artificial introduction of sea water
vapor into the atnosphere.”

In 1971, a patent was issued to the Westinghouse Electric
Corporation for a systemfor irradiation of planet surface
ar eas.

In 1971, a patent was issued to the National Science
Foundati on for a weather nodification nethod.

In the early 1970s, the U. S. Congressional Commttee on
Oceans and Internal Environnent held

hearings on our mlitary research into weather and clinate
nodi fication, and found that the defense departnent had pl ans
for creating tidal waves through the coordinated use of

nucl ear weapons.

The danger of a devastating confrontation between the
United States and Russia becane so great that

in 1977 a UN treaty agai nst weat her nodification for

hosti |l e purposes was signed by the United States and Russi a.

That treaty did not signify the end of weather
experinmentation. In 1978, the United States | aunched

an experinent that created a downpour of rain over six
counties in northern Wsconsin. The storm generated w nds of
one hundred seventy-five mles per hour and caused fifty
mllion dollars in

damages. Russia, neanwhile, has been working on its own

proj ects.

In 1992, the Wall Street Journal reported that a Russian
conpany, Elat Intelligence Technol ogi es,

was selling weather control equipnent tailored to specific
needs, using the slogan "Wather Made to Order." Their
services are available to every country in the world.



As the experinents in both countries continued, weather
patterns began to change. As early as the
1980s, strange weat her phenonena were bei ng report ed.

"A ridge of high pressure has hovered nearly 800 mles off
the California coast for the past two

nont hs, bl ocking the usual flow of noist air fromthe

Paci fic."—i me nagazi ne, January 1981.

"... the stagnant hi gh-pressure season acted |like a
barrier, preventing the normal flow of weather
patterns fromwest to east." —New York Tines, July 29,
1993.

The weat her catastrophes described in the body of this
novel have all happened.

Weat her is the nost powerful force we know. Woever

controls it can disrupt world economes wth perpetual

rai nstorns or tornadoes; W pe out crops in a drought; cause
eart hquakes, hurricanes, and tsunams; close world airports;
and cause devastation on eneny battlefiel ds.

We could all sleep better if a world | eader said,
"Everyone tal ks about the weather, but no one does anything

about it."

And it was the truth.
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