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Аннотация
Murder, suspense, and intrigue propel this third Jake Adams mystery thriller from the Dolomite mountains of northern Italy, to the winding back streets of Innsbruck, Austria, and across the Atlantic to Rhode Island’s Narragansett Bay area. Two scientists have discovered the DNA link to heart disease in a remote Italian mountain village, and a way to synthesize it and begin selling it to the general public. They’re up for the Nobel Prize and set to make millions after teaming up with an Austrian biotechnology company. But there are factions who make a good living off the number one killer in America, and other companies that would like the solution for themselves. When someone kills one scientist and tries for the second, trying to steal this new cure, only one man can bring The Dolomite Solution to the public… Jake Adams!
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Heavy snow swept across Axamer Litzum’s ski slopes, swirling in a furious squall. Moments later the mountain cleared like the tranquil March dusting it was supposed to be, exposing the rocky peaks to the south.
Allen Murdock leaned his lanky frame over his ski poles on the top of the main run, gazing anxiously at the chair lift as it dropped off the occasional skier. With the howling wind and biting snow, not many were braving the elements. Most had escaped to the lodge below for the warmth of the fireplace or drinks. Murdock, wearing a full orange ski suit with black slashes across the arms and legs, wouldn’t have been on the mountain either if it had not been for his insistent partner. He had his goggles down, and just below his thin nose ice was forming on his skinny black moustache. He tried unsuccessfully to lick it away.
He thought back to when he had watched on T.V. the Austrian Franz Klammer win the 1976 Olympic downhill race on this very mountain. He couldn’t imagine racing in these conditions. He was a decent skier, yet still felt somewhat intimidated by the sheer size of the Austrian Alps. He was also uncertain why his partner had wanted to meet him here when the resort was about to close.
He didn’t have to wait long to find out. A lone skier slid from the chair lift and skated directly toward him, spraying snow up into his face.
Marcus Quinn lifted his goggles and shifted one side of his mouth up to form a knowing smirk, as if life were one big joke and he already knew the punch line. He was a wiry man in his mid thirties. A good six inches shorter than Murdock, his body seemed built more for the marathon than skiing. The skin on his face was taut across prominent chin and cheek bones, like his skeleton would pop through at any moment. Other than his black, waist-length ski jacket and knit watch cap, he wore khaki pants that would do nothing to keep out the wet and cold for long.
“I see you showed,” Quinn said, barely opening his mouth as he spoke.
“Why wouldn’t I?”
They had been partners for less than a month in the most unconventional sense. Having worked together in Air Force intelligence in Germany years ago, Quinn had showed up at his place in Frankfurt following five years in prison. To say Quinn had changed would have been a grave understatement. Murdock had barely recognized Quinn’s physical resemblance to the cutting image of the military officer he had been. Instead, Quinn’s arms had crudely carved tattoos, and he had muscles where flaccidity had once threatened to take over. Even more startling had been his attitude of complete petulance. In a short while in Frankfurt, Quinn’s acerbity had been placated only by his own wife’s hospitality and their combined alliance.
Quinn gazed down the mountain. The snow had lightened some, but the wind was swirling it around like a twister. “I’ve got a proposition for you, Murdock. You beat me to the parking lot and you get to live.”
Murdock was shocked. “What do you mean? We’re partners.”
“Bullshit,” Quinn yelled above the din of the wind. “We were partners. I worked my own deal with Tirol Genetics.” He seemed to look right through Murdock like he was a ghost. “You’ve become a real pain in the ass, Murdock.” He checked his watch. It was nearly four. “Go on,” he said, pointing a ski pole down the slope. “I’ll give you a head start.”
Murdock considered his options, glancing first down the mountain and then at the man he thought he knew better than this. He had been skiing for a few hours waiting for this meeting, and his legs were already aching from the pounding they had taken, his cheeks stinging from the cutting snow.
Quinn unzipped his ski jacket and showed Murdock the butt of his gun. “Or I could just shoot you right now.” A smile came to his face as he envisioned the hollow point blasting a hole through his old friend’s chest and blood flashing out onto the perfect snow behind him.
“But—”
Quinn reached for his gun. Murdock turned his skis downhill and skated off before going into the tuck of a downhill racer and disappearing into a blanket of white.
“Stupid fucker,” Quinn said to himself. He zipped his coat, adjusted his goggles over his eyes, and flew down the mountain after the man.
Murdock was skiing faster than he ever remembered going. Even with the goggles, his vision was drastically impaired. With every bump, he flew out of control. As he topped a bluff, his stomach seemingly exited through his throat. All the while, he wondered what had come over his partner. It didn’t make sense unless he had found out about his other deals. He couldn’t think of that now. He had to reach the parking lot first.
Quinn could have easily caught or passed Murdock. Instead he stayed far enough behind him to keep the pressure on, yet not make him lose control. He had a constant wicked smile across his face, catching snow in his open mouth like a dog with its head out a truck window.
Murdock was relieved when he saw the parking lot appear through the blustering snow. He started slowing down with wide, cutting turns, made a final veer in front of a snow bank, clicked off his skis, and flipped his goggles up.
Seconds later, Quinn came to a halt alongside Murdock, took off his skis and hoisted them over his head. He smiled and said, “Let’s go, Allen. I’ll buy you a beer.”
Murdock sighed with relief. He knew that when Quinn said he’d do something, he damn sure meant it. But he had also come to know his sick sense of humor.
“You can put your rentals in your car,” Quinn said. “Change into your shoes. And lose that damn neon ski suit.”
After Murdock was changed, Quinn motioned him to the car.
“Where we going?” Murdock asked. “We can get a beer at the lodge.”
“No. I thought we’d go down the mountain a ways. There’s a great Gasthaus a few kilometers from here.” Quinn opened the doors electronically and got in.
Murdock hesitated, looking back at his car, and then reluctantly got in with Quinn.
Quinn didn’t say a word. He simply drove off down the mountain along the winding road. Snow made it impossible to see the edge, which might have been a blessing considering the drop-off. He picked up speed.
“What the hell are you doing?” Murdock screamed. “You’re fucking crazy.” He clutched the edge of the seat and the handle on the door.
“That’s what I’d like to know from you.” Quinn glared at him longer than safety would dictate. Then he turned back and popped a heavy metal tape into the slot, cranking it to a deafening level. “I hope you like Ozzy,” he screamed above the music.
“You’re gonna kill us,” Murdock yelled. He was clutching the handle tighter, wondering if he’d survive a jump at this speed.
“You got that half right,” Quinn muttered.
In a short while, they reached the valley and the road got better. Snow was still coming down in slanted sheets and then swirling around in mesmerizing snakes on the highway. They came to the autobahn and Quinn entered the ramp toward Innsbruck. He punched it and the car powered forward at an obscene rate. Quinn turned the music even louder.
“I thought we’d fuck over Richten like we planned,” Quinn screeched, watching Murdock through shifting eyes to his right.
Murdock wasn’t sure what to say. He had been playing one against the other, collecting pay from anyone who would dish it up. “Considering your past,” Murdock yelled, “you can understand making the most of a situation.”
Quinn pondered that. His past was why he was here in the first place. If it hadn’t been for one man, he would still be in the Air Force instead of an ex-con subjugated by greed and impulses even he didn’t truly understand.
Minutes later they were at the western edge of Innsbruck. The Opel turned off the autobahn and wound around to Innrainstrasse along the Inn River. Quinn lowered the music to the speed of the car. It was starting to get dark, but even in daylight the snow would have made it impossible to see the river. When they reached the new university, Quinn found a parking spot and got out.
“Are you coming?” he asked Murdock, leaning back inside.
“Where we going? I thought we were going for a beer?”
“Just get out,” Quinn demanded.
With a moment’s hesitation, Murdock did as he was told. Quinn locked the door with his electronic key and then started walking toward a row of buildings that skirted the edge of the river. The snow wasn’t as thick as it had been in the mountains. The earlier stuff had fallen as rain in the city, and had only recently started freezing into flakes.
“If we’re going to the scientist’s place, he’s not there,” Murdock said. “Remember? He isn’t due back for a couple of days.”
Quinn kept trudging forward. “You’re gonna love this, Allen.”
Murdock looked around for help, but he knew he was alone. He had come down from Germany just days before to work the deal with the president of Tirol Genetics. He considered his wife back in Frankfurt, wanting to come along to finish the deal as normal. Even though they had not been on the best of terms lately, she had begged to come along. And he would have allowed her if it had not been for Quinn’s insistence that she remain at home.
On the other side of the road the river swished by in a constant melody. The two of them entered the front of the building and headed straight for the stairs. When they got to the third floor, Quinn grinned as he unlocked the scientist’s apartment door and clicked on a light.
Inside, the room was ransacked. The place was rented by Tirol Genetics’ top research scientist, but he was down in the Dolomites finishing his project.
“Did you have to do this?” Murdock asked, walking around picking up a few pieces of paper and setting them on a coffee table.
“I didn’t find a thing,” Quinn admitted. “But I had a helluva time trying. Check this out.” He escorted Murdock back to the bedroom.
Quinn pushed him into the darkness and then turned on the light. Murdock jumped back a few feet when he saw the naked woman tied to the bed. Her mouth was wrapped with duct tape, and her dark hair stuck out in a mess from all angles. She looked more Slovenian or Turkish than Austrian.
“Who the hell is she,” Murdock demanded.
Quinn had taken a seat in a rocking chair, unzipped his coat, and had his gun out with the silenced barrel pointed directly at Murdock. “Take off your clothes,” Quinn said to him.
“You’ve got to be kidding. You know Ute would cut it off if she knew.”
“Do it.” Quinn’s jaw tightened and he cocked the hammer on the 9mm automatic.
Murdock did as he was told. He stood now with his hands crossed over his chest.
“Boxers,” Quinn quipped. “I had a feeling. You can’t do her with those on.”
Murdock reluctantly lost his last bit of decency.
“So she does excite you,” Quinn said. “Go ahead.”
Murdock hesitated until Quinn sent a round flying just over his head, hitting a mirror behind him.
He went to the bed and got on top of her. She was struggling, trying to protest behind the tape, and arching her chest up and bottom down like she was trying to sink into the mattress.
Quinn picked up a camera from the nightstand and started flashing instant photos, stacking them on his lap.
* * *
After Murdock had been forced to enter her again and again, he was finally allowed to get dressed. Murdock went ahead to the car, and Quinn followed after a short while.
“Why’d you make me do that?” Murdock asked as they drove off.
“Insurance.”
The snow wasn’t doing much at the moment, falling lightly to the cobblestone street. Quinn drove to the old town region and parked in a city lot along the river.
“Now where are we going?” Murdock asked. “I should go back and get my car at the resort.”
“You know you’re a nosy bastard. You ask one more question and I’ll pop your ass right there. Now get your ass out and follow me.”
Murdock did as he was told. He knew that something had changed in this man, yet he wasn’t sure what it was. He had been intense in the past, but not like this.
They stepped quietly through the narrow cobbled streets of the old town, Quinn setting a slow and steady pace. In a few blocks they were at a dark, gloomy place, with dumpsters lining one brick wall. Snow was starting to cover the alley.
“What—”
“Shhhh…” Quinn pulled Murdock against the wall. “I told you not to say a word,” Quinn whispered, his left arm wrapped around the man’s neck.
Murdock couldn’t say a word now if he wanted to. He couldn’t breathe. He struggled like the woman had squirmed under him just a short while ago, his arms flailing at his sides. He was bigger than this man. He should be able to escape, he told himself. But he couldn’t do a thing.
“Remember what you just did to that woman,” Quinn whispered. “That’s what I’m gonna do to your lovely wife, Ute.”
Murdock struggled with all his power.
“The difference is, she lets me tie her up.”
Quinn jerked back and twisted with unusual strength, like he had learned from the Marine in prison. There was a snap and Murdock’s body went limp in Quinn’s arms. Quinn dragged him behind a dumpster and lay him precisely as he wanted him, as if presenting him for burial. Then he shot the man and rolled him onto his own blood.
“There,” Quinn whispered softly. “Now don’t go anywhere until I get back. I’m not done with you yet.”
He slipped back through the alley toward his car.
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Techno music blared through the dark room, while dozens of bodies mashed together in chaos, their clothes glowing in the black lights, and the strobes pulsating against their bodies as if they were being fornicated by aliens.
Jake Adams leaned against a bar trimmed in pastel neon lights, sipping an overpriced beer and protecting the drink he had bought for the woman he had known for only a few hours. He had striking features. Strong jaw. Dark hair a bit longer than most in the bar. A physique, although masked somewhat by the bulky leather jacket, like that of a fencer or decathlete. Others had said he was more than good looking, yet he had never given his appearance much thought. After all, it was only skin over muscle over bone.
The woman he came in with smiled at him as she danced with a balding man who looked happy enough to be in love with his own disgustingly flabby body, and Jake couldn’t take his eyes off the contrast that was her. She was wearing black spandex that clung to perfectly long legs, exercised, Jake guessed, by what she was doing now. Her low-cut, white cotton blouse bounced with each step, making him wonder how she kept her substantial breasts from falling out. As it was, there wasn’t much she was hiding. She was more than skin, bone and muscle.
He took another sip of beer. This wasn’t his kind of place. He had met the beautiful blonde a few blocks away at Innsbruck’s most popular jazz club, and after a few drinks she had suggested this place. Probably to show off that wonderful body, Jake thought. Which was all right with him.
It was closing in on one in the morning and Jake, who was in good enough shape at thirty-five to dance until morning, was starting to feel the effects of all the beer. He still hadn’t recovered fully from his flight a few days ago from Portland.
One song flowed into the next, sounding almost the same, and the blonde shoved aside the bald man and strutted up to Jake. She pushed another smaller woman away from him, picked up the drink, her back against the bar, and downed half of it. Then she took her hand and guided his palm to her firm buttocks. He wasn’t in any position to complain about that.
She yelled into his ear, “Let’s go.”
He couldn’t complain about that either. They left the deafening beat and walked out onto a back street in the part of Innsbruck that tourists would never see. She had her hand on his butt as they swaggered down the cobblestones.
Jake’s new apartment was only four blocks from the techno bar. He opened the door, flicked on the lights, and headed straight for the kitchen area, which was open to the living room and separated only by a counter.
“May I use your bathroom,” she asked.
“Sure,” he said. He rummaged through the refrigerator, found a few beers, and popped the tops.
As he turned, the woman was leaning against the doorframe completely naked. Jake had visualized her through her revealing clothes, and his thoughts had been pretty damn accurate.
“Why don’t you bring those with you to the bedroom,” she said, turning and strolling toward the back room.
* * *
The phone rang in the dark room. Jake swiped his hand around seeking it out, finally bringing the handset to his ear. “Hello.”
There was no answer for a moment, and Jake wondered if he had actually heard it ring. It was the first time it had rung in the few days he’d been there. The blonde next to him rolled over, her bare breasts pushing against his back. Her perfume still lingered in the air.
“Hello,” he said again.
He was about to hang up when a voice came out saying, “Is this Jake Adams?”
“Yeah, who the hell is this?” He checked the red glow of the clock radio; it read three-fifteen.
“Never mind. I’ve got a job for you.”
The voice was deep and resonant with a strained English accent, as if he had learned the language from a horrible actor. “I’m not ready to take on anything yet.” Especially with those nice breasts rubbing against his back. She had a hand on him now, stroking him to life.
The man on the phone relented. “It has to do with a woman you know in the Agency.” There was silence for a moment. “I don’t think I need to name names. You know who I mean. Meet me behind the Kublatz Restaurant in an hour.”
The man hung up and Jake set the phone down gently.
“I hope that wasn’t anything important,” she said, sliding even closer to him. “You have time to put that big boy someplace?”
He checked the clock again and then rolled onto her.
* * *
Forty-five minutes later, Jake stepped lightly down the edge of the dark alley. Shards of dense snowfall bit at the back of his exposed neck like tiny needles.
He crept forward, thinking about pulling his gun from inside his jacket, and dismissing the thought as paranoia.
Suddenly, there were two flashes in the darkness. Jake dove behind a metal dumpster. He was right where the man on the phone had told him to go; the alley behind the Kublatz Restaurant. His mind clouded with obscure ignorance as he tried to understand the flashes that had surely come from a silenced handgun, and wondered why in the hell he had come there at four in the morning.
* * *
Quinn laughed to himself, gazing through the night vision goggles at the dumpster that Adams had just scurried behind like a frightened rat. His shots had gone way over the man’s head, but then Jake had no way of knowing that. It was perfect. When he had first heard that the man who had ruined his life would be in the same city as him, he couldn’t believe his good fortune. When he had actually seen the man, he knew that his luck was changing for the better. He had thought long and hard in prison, projecting a scenario for this very meeting. The city didn’t matter. Circumstances like this couldn’t be ignored. He had Adams just where he wanted him.
* * *
Jake peeked around the dumpster for a better view of what lay in the murky corner of the alley, but he could see only ten feet out, if that. He had his gun out now but wasn’t sure why, since it would be crazy to shoot into the black abyss, unsure of his target. Maybe the two flashes were simply his eyes playing tricks on him. An aberration of some totally explainable phenomenon. Like a flashlight. No. He had been fired on in the dark with silenced guns before, and he knew what it looked like. Even in his current state of near-inebriation, he knew a muzzle blast when he saw it.
Another flash.
He ducked quickly and scrunched his brawny frame deep into the corner of the dumpster and wall. He scratched at his normal three-day growth of beard, wondering how to get out of this situation. Wondering even more how he had allowed himself to get into it.
Maybe he should just retreat the way he came, he thought. No. He’d have to travel nearly a block of open alleyway with no protection. And retreating, although appropriate at the right moment, was never a trait Jake liked to associate with himself. He thought about the voice on the phone earlier. It had sounded somewhat familiar.
A chill came over him, making him shiver and his teeth rattle. He had hastily thrown on blue jeans, black T-shirt, and leather jacket on the way out the door. When he had gotten outside, he realized the temperature had dropped significantly since he had dragged himself home from the bar, and the snow that was supposed to have been light across Austria, was dense and heavy, with four inches on the ground already. Jake found his basketball shoes woefully inadequate.
Taking in a deep whiff, Jake relished the freshness in the air at first and then the noxious odor of rotting pork from the dumpster tweaked his nostrils, nearly making him puke. He could have been back in his warm bed with whatever her name was, sniffing her sweet aroma.
He had to make a move. Think. Finally he settled on the direct method. “What in the hell are you shooting at?” Jake yelled.
No response.
Since nobody had heard shots, he guessed he was on his own. But why was somebody shooting at him in the first place? He had only been in Innsbruck for a few days. Had not even started working his first case. Hell, he was still on vacation.
Shifting his eyes over the dumpster, Jake knew he’d have to shoot back. There was no other way. Maybe someone would hear his shots and call the polizei.
He craned his neck around the dumpster again, and immediately there was a flash. He flipped his gun around and shot twice, the sound echoing back and forth from one brick building to the next. There was a moan off in the darkness. Had he hit the shooter? Impossible. He had aimed high into the brick walls.
Following his shots, a light came on in a second floor window, and a little dog started yapping. Then Jake could see the silhouette of a large man looking down on the alley.
“Why are you doing this?” Jake yelled to the shooter.
There was silence.
The man up above hollered down in German, “I have called the polizei.”
Jake thought for a moment. Then he shouted to the man in the window, “Someone was shooting at me.”
The man disappeared. Moments later, a narrow blinding light came on in the alley and a door creaked open across from him. The robust man looked out at Jake, wearing gray slacks and a white undershirt, and holding a metal pipe in his thick right paw.
“Go back inside,” Jake said. He was on his feet now, trying to maintain his footing in the rising snowfall. He had his gun at his side but ready.
The man saw the gun and shut the door slightly.
With the new light in the alley, Jake looked off to where the shots had been fired, and where he had haphazardly aimed. He could just make out a figure on the pavement, lying away from another dumpster. He crept forward toward the body, his gun out in front. The light was behind him, over his shoulder. Snow falling across his face fluttered at his eye lashes, blurring his view further. When he was within a few feet, he reached one foot out and tapped the lump of a body. It didn’t move. The body lay face down in the snow with a pile of the white stuff collecting on his back.
Jake rolled the body over. It was a man in his mid-thirties with dark hair, thick brows, and a thinly trimmed moustache. Something was familiar about him. Jake was certain he knew him, but wasn’t sure how.
Oozing out into the deep snow beneath the man’s chest was a large patch of blood that appeared almost black in the strange lighting. Perhaps even frozen.
Slowly Jake reached down to check the man’s pulse. As he grasped the man’s wrist, he was clubbed across the back of the head, and collapsed onto the dead man. The last thing he remembered was a feeling of drifting through snowy darkness.
* * *
Quinn looked at the two men on the ground. He raised his gun, leveling the sight on the back of Jake’s head.
“No, this is too easy,” he said softly. “I’m not done with you yet, Jake Adams. If I had to suffer, then so shall you.”
He gazed around the snowy scene, ensuring everything was just as he had planned. When he was satisfied, he slid his gun inside his jacket and backtracked through the maze of alleyways.
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Passo di Villa was at the end of a road that went nowhere. The village sat at the base of the Dolomite Range of the Alps in northern Italy, with a sheer limestone massif encircling the town in a half moon. Water flowed from the high rocks on two sides, cascading over a hundred meters in majestic falls. The two water sources came together a kilometer north of town, up at the end of the Valley Misterioso, to form the Sano River.
It was six a.m. and Leonhard Aldo was scurrying around the house searching for anything he might need for the next week at his real home in Austria. There were papers scattered across the coffee table, magazines stacked high on both end tables, and even the dining room table was cluttered with journals and old papers that had meant something once, but now he could not remember what purpose they had served.
He looked out the window to the east to catch the sun trying to poke over a crest of the sharp Dolomite peaks, obscured somewhat by a blue hue in the scattered clouds. There was a fresh dusting of snow that Aldo knew would melt as soon as the sun’s rays beat down on it. Only the shadows would spare the snow and ice for any length of time in late March.
Aldo hurried toward the second bedroom, which he had turned into an office, and shuffled through the papers in his open briefcase. He had to be sure everything was there. He couldn’t afford to get all the way to Innsbruck and find he had left some vital data back in Italy that he needed for the presentation. It wasn’t only that problem with proximity. Deep down he wanted all of his findings with him. It was that important.
He started for the door and stopped abruptly, looking down at himself. He had forgotten his pants again. He laughed to himself as he went to the bedroom, removed his brown Oxfords and then slipped on a pair of wool slacks. He checked his appearance in the mirror once more, as if silver-backed glass could show him something his naked eyes had failed to. His dark hair had grown too long and he had not been able to find a comb, so it poked up comically on one side. At fifty, he thought he looked his age. His beard, which had also gotten long and scraggly, had streaks of gray in it. He didn’t have time for his own appearance. Time was something that was finite in man’s life, he knew, constantly ticking backwards until death. And only God knew when that would be, so accomplishment had to be swift.
He headed back to the office, started to close his briefcase, and suddenly remembered the computer disks. He made room in the case for the box of disks and then closed and locked the aluminum case. He thought back to his graduate school days in Vienna when he had lost an entire years’ worth of work after the pipes had burst in the second floor bathroom. That’s when he had bought the waterproof case. From then on, he locked his most vital work in the case each night, and always carried it with him wherever he went. Some of his colleagues in Innsbruck had called the silver case a tumor growing from his right arm. Yet he had never lost another piece of work, and he didn’t intend to.
Scanning the house one last time, Aldo left and walked down the stone steps to his yellow Fiat.
* * *
A few kilometers south of Passo di Villa, an older BMW pulled to the side of the road. The driver was a man in his early forties, dark hair slicked back, and a leather coat slung open, revealing the butt of a 9mm automatic under his left arm. He gazed at his partner in the passenger seat, a man ten years his junior, who had taken his lead in fashion. Together they looked like brothers from a disharmonious family.
The younger man chambered a round in his 9mm Beretta. “Are you sure he’s going to Innsbruck this morning?” he asked.
The older man’s left eye shifted sideways uncontrollably, and he said, “That’s the word. Scala will fly to meet him this evening, and they go to Tirol Genetics to brief them tomorrow morning.”
“It’s a shame they won’t make it,” the younger man said, smiling.
Lazy eye saw a car coming from town. A yellow Fiat. “That’s him. Let’s do it.”
He turned the car sideways in the road, blocking the Fiat’s path.
* * *
Sixteen kilometers down the mountain from Leonhard Aldo’s village, Toni Contardo pushed her arms against the side of her Alfa Romeo, tightening her calf muscles as if preparing for a jog. Then she stretched her arms back behind her head and tightened her hard muscles. She swiveled her neck in a circle trying to loosen the kinks. At thirty-four, she was an extremely attractive woman with long, black curly hair. She wore a black leather coat well below her knees, tight dark jeans, and Italian leather pumps. For her the day had started over an hour ago, as she awoke from a short nap following a vigilant watch of the scientist’s house. Then she drove down the mountain to this spot.
She got back into her car and tried to make herself comfortable in the leather bucket seat, but it was useless. In the past week, she had sat in her car more than she had ever hoped to, almost becoming a part of it. She needed her usual morning jog. But she couldn’t take it. She knew the scientist’s car would come down out of the tiny mountain road that wound up through the canyon to Passo di Villa any moment now, and she had to be ready. While sitting in a booth behind the two scientists two nights ago, she had found out that Aldo would drive to Innsbruck and present his findings to his employer in twenty-four hours. Scala would first go to the University of Milan and then fly up to meet Aldo the next day. Tonight.
Toni had a perfect view of the road where she sat. She had pulled her car off to the mountain side of the road in the early morning darkness, waiting for Aldo’s beat up Fiat to appear. She could have simply gone to Innsbruck and waited for the scientist at his house, but she didn’t want to let Aldo out of her sight for that long.
She powered the windows down to let in some cool fresh air, took in a deep breath, and then slowly exhaled. Maybe she could get used to the mountains after all. She had lived in Rome for so many years — working first for the old CIA and then the new Agency — she knew it would be difficult to call any other place home. New York seemed so far away, both in distance and in memory.
She thought back on the last week. It seemed so long ago when the Agency’s Vienna office had called her boss in Rome asking for her by name. She had flown to Vienna for a quick briefing, flown back to Rome to pack her things, and then driven north to the Dolomites and the tiny village of Passo di Villa. Having taken the small room in the only pension in town, Toni had passed herself off as a mountain climber. The area was normally infested with climbers, but she was pushing the season by a few months. Her days had been spent taking short hikes, and nights she had watched the scientists from a distance, trying to confirm how close they had come to finding the secret of the region.
She was used to working alone, but smiled thinking how nice it would have been if Jake Adams had been with her this past week. He loved the mountains.
Toni’s reverie was broken by the sound of tires squealing and a tiny engine stroking to red line. It was coming down the mountain canyon at high speed, but she wouldn’t be able to see it for a moment, she realized.
Her wait wasn’t long. She started her engine when she saw the first flash of a car streaking toward the mountain highway. The little yellow Fiat braked hard, tires burning and engine churning, and it barely made the corner, not even hesitating at the stop sign. It was the Austrian scientist. But what was the hurry?
Toni’s answer came in seconds, as a second car, an older BMW completed the same maneuver and picked up the pace toward the Austrian’s car.
Toni pulled out after them.
* * *
Tires screeched as the Fiat cornered sharply around the switchback. The front tires seemed to leap and hop as they dug into the dry pavement, hit the streaks of snow run off, and then the dry again, squealing as it lurched around the tight curves.
When the car pointed toward the straightaway, Leonhard Aldo looked into the rearview mirror. The old BMW was still there and closing fast.
He had barely left Passo di Villa when he came across the BMW turned sideways on the road. He had stopped abruptly and then sped off around the car through the ditch when the two masked men had drawn their weapons. He had heard the guns fire, but had not felt any bullets hit his car. Why were they after him? He was only a scientist. Were they merely thieves looking for money? If that had been the case, which Leonhard didn’t believe for a minute, then they had chosen the wrong man. For he was not rich by any measure.
The BMW was closing in. But Aldo knew the Dolomite Road to Bolzano quite well, since he traveled it often from his native Austria, and there was a turn up ahead. A sharp turn.
He jammed the brakes and his tail slid outward, almost to the edge of the road. He downshifted, gave it gas, and pulled out of the spin. He tried not to look down. It was nearly a straight drop of a hundred meters to the Avisio River below. It was another hundred meters up to his right. And that was also a concern, with rocks falling and recent snow melting and freezing across the road. He had almost lost control coming down the canyon road where the ice had formed a black sheen, unnoticeable on the pavement.
Shifting into fourth gear, Aldo wondered again why these men were after him. He glanced at the briefcase on the seat next to him. Could they want that? Impossible. Nobody knew his research’s significance yet. Nobody but his Italian associate. And even the two of them were not entirely certain of their assertions. The solution would be a phenomenal achievement of DNA research. They would share the Nobel. Their names would go down in history. They would be heroes of the modern era.
He downshifted for another corner, cranking the wheel with both hands. The car slipped again, almost going over the edge. Aldo straightened the Fiat and jammed the gear shift into third.
Looking back once more, he noticed the car was only a length behind him. His little engine whined at the red line, until he pulled the stick back to fourth again. He forced his mind to forget about why these men were behind him, and put it to the subject at hand — keeping the car on the road. Maybe he should just pull over. Give them what they wanted. No. They looked too desperate. He knew his life was in danger. Then he tried to think of the road ahead. He had never traveled the road so fast. All the curves seemed to jumble in his mind like a can of worms. Now he wasn’t sure what was ahead.
By the time Leonhard Aldo saw the sign that the switchback was ahead, it was too late. He was going too fast. He hit the brakes and the clutch and slammed the stick around to second, but the car reeled forward across the other lane, through a small patch of low bushes, and over the edge.
The car seemed to float in the air forever. When it finally hit the rocks below, it smashed with tremendous force, crumpling to half its original size. Then it flipped over into the rapid river. Aldo was dead instantly.
Back up the side of the mountain, the BMW pulled to a stop, backed up, and two men gazed down toward the wreckage. They argued for a moment and then hurried back into the BMW when they saw another car coming up the road. In a moment they were speeding off toward Bolzano.
* * *
The Alfa Romeo pulled over to the side of the road and Toni Contardo stepped out and walked to the edge of the road, gazing down the canyon.
She saw the car immediately below and then heard the BMW rounding a corner, its tires squealing, further down the mountain. Damn it. She had been so close. Now this. She would have to go down, she knew, but it wouldn’t be easy. The drop-off was almost a sheer line straight to the river.
Back at the car, she got rid of the leather coat and the pumps and changed into hiking boots and a sweat shirt from the trunk.
It took her nearly fifteen minutes to reach the Fiat below. The car was wedged between two rocks, with water rushing through the broken back windows. The car had flipped over onto its hatchback and looked like a rocket at a launch pad about to shoot off into space.
Peering inside, she noticed the mangled body nearly imbedded into the steering column. The man’s left arm was missing — probably clipped off when the hood collapsed. His face was nearly gone, with glass shards sticking out like grotesque acne. There wasn’t much room left inside the compartment, so it was easy to see that the briefcase she had watched him carry everywhere was not there.
She slammed her hand against the car. “Damn it. Damn it. Damn it.”
Then she peered off downstream. It must have floated off, she thought. There’s no way she’d find it now. The river flowed down through fierce rapids before connecting up with a larger river. By the time someone found the case, if they ever did, it would have surely broken apart, spilling its contents, which she could only speculate on, into a thousand different directions.
She backtracked up the side of the mountain to her car, changed her clothes and sat behind the wheel for a moment thinking. She knew that Aldo was never without his briefcase. Two nights ago she had broken into the man’s home while he was eating dinner at a local restaurant. His computer’s hard drive was clean. The house had nothing but technical journals strewn about. No, Aldo’s work had gone over the cliff with him. Only his partner Giovanni Scala had a copy of their important work. She thought about the BMW streaking down the mountain toward Bolzano, and a sudden rush came over her. They had to be going after Scala in Milan.
“My God,” she said aloud, cranking over her car. “Scala.”
She raced off down the road.
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Waking up in a strange bed is something that happens to everyone at some point in their life. There’s that confused feeling of helplessness while your brain tries to sort out how you had gotten there. Then the clicking back through time in your memory, trying desperately to determine if you are dreaming or if you had actually meant to be in that bed. Jake’s mind blurred with these thoughts, conceding, at least, that he wasn’t in bed with a strange woman who had looked good in the dark. Not that that had ever happened to him before. He did wonder what had happened to the blonde he had left at his apartment. Unfortunately, he had not even gotten her number.
She was the least of his worries as he tried to focus on things in the room that might explain where he was. His vision was a blurry mess of uncoordinated synapses.
He tried to sit up, but something kept him from moving forward on the bed more than an inch. The room was dark, with dim lights lining the top of one wall, shining up toward a featureless ceiling. He tried to turn his head, but the pain streaked through his skull from back to front, as if a knife were about to poke his eyeballs out from his brain. He tried to move his arms. It was useless. He was strapped down with leather restraints. He wasn’t sure if the pain was completely a result of the crushing ache in the back of his head, or if the alcohol had finally started to wane, and he was experiencing a tremendous hangover.
The door opened and a man walked in. Jake kept a wary eye on him. The man was in his late forties. Thin, dark hair. A moustache that extended down under a strong chin. He was wearing a long coat unbuttoned in the front. Under that was a gray wool suit with a blood red tie. Under that, Jake guessed, was a sinewy physique. His face had a grave expression. A normal feature, Jake was certain, since he had no lines at the sides of his dark eyes or on his forehead. Perhaps he had found little to laugh at so far in life.
Considering what Jake could remember about the alley behind the restaurant, he decided to keep his mouth shut. Besides, much of what he could remember seemed like a bad dream anyway.
Finally, the man came up to the bed and said, “I see you’re back with us, Mr. Adams.” His English was perfect, though with a British accent.
Jake tried to feel his wallet against his right butt cheek, but it wasn’t there. “I’d shake your hand, and all that shit, but as you can see…” Jake tried to nod his head toward the leather straps.
The man gave him a serious glare. “You killed a man a few hours ago, and now you make jokes?” He clenched his jaw like he had something caught in his molars.
“I didn’t kill anyone,” Jake said, trying hard not to raise his voice and lose control, but failing miserably.
“Tests will prove you did.” The man paused for a moment, looking at a little flip notebook he had pulled from his inside coat pocket. “You are a security consultant, Mr. Adams.”
They stared at each other uncomfortably.
“Is that a question?” Jake asked.
“It’s a fact. I ran your passport and other credentials through American authorities and Interpol.” He tried a slight smile, as if any more would shatter his face. When Jake didn’t say anything, the man continued. “You were with Air Force intelligence in Germany for three years, and after that with the old Agency working various locations in Europe. Mostly computer expertise, I understand. Although you have handled some interesting cases since going private. The computer technology case in Bonn a few years back, and most recently the incident in Kurdistan. Very impressive. It makes me wonder if your company isn’t another elaborate front for the Central Intelligence Agency. I guess the new CIA is no better than the old CIA.”
Jake wondered where this was heading. Everything the man said was true, yet he wasn’t sure who would have told him all that. He was nearly certain that most of his records had been destroyed in the fires at CIA headquarters in Langley years ago, and the new Agency had mothballed the files that had survived upon congressional orders when the CIA, FBI, DEA, ATF, and nearly every other acronym in Washington had become the new CIA with the new overlord. The new CIA was supposed to streamline operations and reduce redundancy. Jake hoped they were not that loose-lipped with information on former Agency officers. At this point he wished he was with the old Agency with full diplomatic immunity. Even if he had killed someone, which he was sure he had not, he could simply walk out and jump a plane to wherever.
Jake tried to shift to a more comfortable position. “If you’d like an autograph or something you’ll have to loosen these things,” he said.
“You were not authorized to carry a weapon in Austria, Mr. Adams,” the man continued sternly.
“Sorry, but my job can get kind of intense.”
The man didn’t budge.
“Let’s see some sort of identification,” Jake said, returning the man’s emphatic stare.
The man thought for a second, and then finally slid his hand inside his jacket and retrieved a leather case, which he flipped toward Jake’s face. There was no badge. Only a photo I.D. that read, “Franz Martini, Kriminal Hauptkommisar, Tirol.”
That made him a captain and a criminal commissioner for the state of Tirolia. “Interesting. From Southern Tirol, I guess. Italian ancestry?”
The man returned his I.D. to his pocket. “I heard you were smart, Mr. Adams. In that case, you can tell me why you shot the man in the alley.”
This guy was starting to get on his nerves. “I was set up. If you know anything about me, then you know I just got to Innsbruck a few days ago. I’m not even working a case. I’m on vacation. Seeing how many brain cells I can destroy with your fine Austrian beer.”
The man didn’t move.
“Lighten up,” Jake said. “Jesus Christ. I didn’t kill the guy. I wasn’t even aiming at him.” He thought for a moment, wondering how much he should tell this guy, not wanting to bring up the blonde he had been with. “I got a call around three this morning. A guy said to meet him in the alley behind the Kublatz Restaurant at four. Jesus, do you have any aspirin? My head is killing me.”
The guy just stared at him.
“Guess not. Anyway, I get to the alley and some Bozo starts shooting at me. I duck behind a dumpster. Did you talk to the guy who clubbed me over the head? The big fat bastard with no brains and enough metal pipe to plumb the Goddamn Taj Mahal.”
No answer.
“So I got off a couple rounds. Hell, I almost shot the damn things into space. There’s no way I hit the guy.”
Jake thought about the man laying behind the dumpster, with the snow swiftly covering his body. He had recognized him from somewhere. And he had checked his pulse. Not only was there no pulse, the man’s hand was cold and stiff. He had been dead for some time.
“You know I didn’t shoot the guy,” Jake said, finally understanding the man’s tactics. “You just want me to think I did so I’ll spill my guts.” Asshole. Sounds like something he’d do.
“Why would you go to a dark alley in the middle of the night?” the Tirol captain asked. “The man on the phone. What did he want from you?”
Those were questions Jake had been asking himself. He wasn’t generally inclined to leave a nice warm bed with a naked woman for nearly any reason. Yet the man on the phone had brought up another woman, someone who had meant more to him than any other woman in his life. Jake found himself without words, not wanting the Tirol cop to know his true reason for going to the alley.
“I need to know why you were in the alley.”
That was reasonable. If only he knew. “The man said he had a job for me. I told him I wasn’t interested. He said it had to do with someone from my past. I was intrigued.”
Herr Martini gazed down at his notepad again and said, “You know the dead man?”
“I don’t know. He might have looked familiar, but I only saw him for a second before someone bashed my head in.” His head started to swirl, as if his brain were sloshing back and forth in heavy seas within his skull.
The man loosened the leather straps on his wrists and the large one across his waist, that Jake didn’t even know was there.
“I had a doctor check you over. He doesn’t think you fractured your skull. It’s only a concussion. A mild one at that. Apparently someone knew how to hit you without leaving much surface damage to your scalp. Or perhaps your long hair softened some of the blow.”
Mild concussion? That’s not how Jake would describe how his head felt. But he knew already from his days in high school football that it was probably a concussion. As a linebacker he had hit one too many running backs using his head as a battering ram. He had even ended up in the hospital once. Yet, he had never been knocked out so completely. It was as if he had been drugged after the blow. Either that or he really had too much to drink.
“How long have I been here?” Jake mumbled, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed.
“A few hours. The doctor gave you a sedative. He thought you should rest. Can you walk, Mr. Adams?”
“Why?” Jake tried to put pressure on his feet and his head swept sideways until he finally controlled it by squeezing his ears between his palms. He stood, wobbled momentarily, and then found his equilibrium.
“I’d like you to take a look at the man who was killed. He’s down the corridor in the morgue.”
“Sure.” That would give him a chance for a better look at the man’s wounds also.
* * *
Outside the room, two men in green polizei uniforms were posted on either side of the door. They were carrying Styer automatic rifles, with Glock 19s on their sides. That was a lot of firepower for an unarmed man in a hospital bed, Jake thought.
The corridor was dark with battered gray tile. Something wasn’t right about the place. It didn’t look like any hospital Jake have ever been in.
Down the hall they went through a swinging door marked ‘Leichenschauhaus,’ the two armed guards right on their heels, resuming positions outside these doors.
The Tirol police captain stopped next to a metal table, where bright overhead lights shone down on a body covered with a white plastic sheet. He pulled the sheet back, exposing the man’s head and chest.
“Do you know him now?” the captain asked.
Jake moved in closer. Even with the throbbing head and swirling eyes, Jake recognized the man. They had served together in the Air Force. Had even made captain together while stationed in Germany. “Yeah. I know him.”
“Well?”
“It’s Allen Murdock.”
The captain scribbled the name into a small notebook. “How do you know him?”
“We worked intel together in Germany years ago. Murdock was a computer expert. I heard he married a Fraulein, got out of the Air Force, and stayed in Germany. I haven’t seen him in years.” Jake looked at the man more closely. He had bruises on his neck. There was a single bullet hole in his chest.
“Is there anything else?”
“Like what?” Jake tried to read the Austrian cop, but was having a hard time under the circumstances.
“I don’t know. Why would this man from your past show up dead in an Innsbruck alley with you standing over him with a recently fired handgun?”
“So you knew all along that Murdock was already dead,” Jake said, rather irritated. “You’re just fucking with me.”
The man hesitated, selecting his words. “By the time we got to the alley, the snow had covered the both of you. You were laying over the top of a dead man, a gun just centimeters from your hand, and your skull smashed in. There had been other tracks, but my men…” He trailed off.
“You’re men screwed the scene.”
The captain shrugged. “We don’t get many murders in Innsbruck. Once in a while a domestic. Maybe a bad drug deal. It’s rare though.”
Which is one reason Jake had decided to move there for a while. He was sick of crime and murder. He thought he’d take the money from the reward he received from his last case, maybe do a little computer consulting. Not this.
“What about the guy who knocked me out? The fat guy from upstairs?”
“There was nobody else in the alley.”
Figures. Nobody but the bozo who bashed his head in. “Those bruises on Murdock’s neck. Someone snapped it like a twig.”
“We know that.” The Tirol cop handed Jake his card and a plastic bag with Jake’s wallet. “Go home, Mr. Adams.”
“What about my passport?”
Finally smiling, the captain said, “You live here now. You won’t need that for a while.”
That was true, but Jake didn’t like someone with that kind of control over him. What the Tirolean Criminal Commissioner, Herr Martini, didn’t know, was that he had two other passports under different names hidden around town. That was one consolation, even though he wasn’t going anywhere before he found out who was screwing with him.
Suddenly, outside the door there was a burst of gunfire, followed by two thumps as bodies hit the tile. Instinctively, Jake reached for his gun. It wasn’t there.
Herr Martini pulled his Glock 19 from inside his coat, started for the door, and stopped. He grabbed Jake by the arm and nodded his head for him to follow.
They rounded the exam table and hurried toward a dark corner of the room. They went through a door into another room which was dark, except for a dim red light ahead. There were coffins lined up in two rows.
Jake had been right. This wasn’t a hospital.
When they reached the end of the room, Jake yanked on Martini’s jacket, pulling him to stop next to an exit door with the red light above it. “Give me my gun.”
The Polizei man’s face seemed uncertain. Finally he reached inside his coat and retrieved Jake’s CZ-75 9mm, handing it to him. “Officially you don’t have this.”
“Right.”
Just then the door burst open across the room and a dark figure dove to the floor. Immediately, flashes broke the darkness followed by sharp, hollow blasts and the sound of fine wooden caskets chipping away. Jake returned fire with five quick shots and then sunk behind a coffin, his head reverberating from the sound.
An alarm squawked as the exit door flew open. “Let’s go, Adams,” the Austrian polizei captain yelled. He was already outside holding the door for Jake.
Jake crawled out just as a second round of automatic gunfire broke the air.
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Jake Adams dropped Herr Martini off at the polizei headquarters at Number 8 Kaiserjagerstrasse, a block from the Hofgarten. They had barely gotten away from the shooter, found a phone a block away, and called in the problem to his people. Then they had worked their way back to the funeral home and found Martini’s two men severely wounded. Both were currently in surgery and not expected to recover.
Martini had some paperwork to fill out, he had said, and Jake had his own problems, with his head still killing him. He had tried walking off his pain along the river, but the pounding in his head had been too much. He thought about his normal exercise routine back in Oregon. The run around the lake. The push-ups and crunches. Anything that didn’t require expensive, bulky apparatus that usually ended up as strange clothes hangers. Traveling so much, he needed to keep things simple.
He went back to his car and drove to a bank five blocks away. He had deposited some money there the first day he arrived in Innsbruck, and had noticed at the time an isolated area with three phones.
It was a few minutes after nine on a Thursday morning, and the bank was just opening. He stepped inside, hesitated for a moment, shifting his eyes about the room and finally spotting a camera along a white marble shelf, and then proceeded into the phone booth, closing the door behind him.
He sat for a minute wondering if he should call Toni. He had left a message on her home phone and at her office in Rome prior to leaving the states, but as far as he knew she had not gotten back with him. She was working out of the office for a while, they had said. Which meant she was probably undercover somewhere on her own. He punched in a long sequence of numbers. He had set up a phone account with a bogus address, so he reversed the charges to that number.
After a few rings a man picked up. “Cambio Computers. How may I help you?” he said in perfect Italian.
So that’s what they were calling themselves this week. “May I speak with Toni please?”
“I’m sorry,” the man said, switching to English. “We don’t have a Toni working here. Are you sure you have the correct number?”
“Cut the bullshit, pal. I know she works there because I used to work with her.”
There was silence on the other end.
Jake knew the call was being recorded, so he decided to take the direct route. “Listen. This is Jake Adams. I’m a friend of Toni’s. I must talk with her immediately. It’s important.”
“You’re Jake Adams?” the man asked incredulously.
“That’s right.”
“How do I know this?”
“Because I’m telling you, asshole.”
Slight laugh on the other end. “I mean…tell me something only you would know.”
“Listen, I don’t have…” Jake noticed an older woman hanging around the door checking her purse for change. Then she went into the phone booth next to his. Jake lowered his voice. “I don’t have time for this.” He hesitated. This was one of those times he wished he could reach through the phone lines like a cartoon character and choke the guy. He calmed himself for the sake of his throbbing head. “All right. A few years back I worked with Toni and the Naval Investigative Service. We had a little run-in with some Hungarians in her apartment building, where we had to cancel their visas forever. Is that specific enough for you? Or would you like names on this unsecured line?”
“No, no. I’m sorry. I just—”
“Forget it. Just tell me where I can find Toni.”
The man hesitated. “She’s working out of town.”
“Where?”
“I can’t say. It’s in the Alps. I could leave her a message from you.”
“What’s her beeper number?”
“She doesn’t have one,” the man said, as if Jake should know that. “She goes through a message service in Rome. Calls in from time to time.” He gave Jake her service number.
Jake thanked the guy and hung up. He checked the bank lobby, which had started to fill up with customers now, and then punched in Toni’s number and waited.
After a few rings a computer voice in Italian came on asking if he wanted to leave a message for Toni. He left her a short, yet urgent response and then hung up. Next he tapped in a number to Ramstein Air Base, Germany. He still had a few Air Force contacts.
“USAFE Personnel. This is Sergeant Lyons. How may I help you?”
It had been a long time since he heard that voice. “Well, Sergeant Lyons. I’d like to know if you ever plan on leaving Germany?”
“Captain Adams? Is that you?”
“I’m not a captain anymore, you know.”
“I think I could make a few calls to the Pentagon and get your butt recalled to active duty,” she said laughing.
When Jake had first met Deshia Lyons, she was a young, beautiful black woman from Detroit, straight out of boot camp and sent to Germany, where she knew nobody. She had worked in the tiny personnel office in his tactical intelligence squadron. She had hated Germany and couldn’t wait to leave. After a year she had said she never wanted to live anywhere else.
“I’m already in Europe,” Jake said.
“I see that. What you doing in Austria?”
“Impressive. They gave you caller I.D. You must be coming up in the world.”
“That’s right. So what you need?”
“Who says I need anything?”
“You didn’t just call me because I’m good looking and you want to ask me out on a date. You know it wouldn’t be fraternizing now.”
“If I get to Germany I’ll definitely hit you up on that. But you are right. I need something.”
“You trying to get me in trouble?”
“Never. I just need some information on former Captain Allen Murdock.”
“Murdock?” she screeched. “Now he’s the one I wish would have just taken the money and run his white ass right back to the States. But no, he has to stay in Germany and make my life a living hell. If his money doesn’t come right on the same day each year, he calls me up and bitches at me. I told the guy a hundred times I don’t have shit to do with his money. But if he wanted to talk about his military status, then we could shoot the breeze. But he doesn’t want to listen for shit. Still thinks he’s a damn captain and I’m some boot two striper. I ought to call his ass back to duty.”
Jake sighed. “I’m afraid that would be difficult, Deshia. He’s dead.”
“What? I just talked with him last week.”
“He was shot in Innsbruck last night.”
“Wow. I’m sorry. Here I go on and on and you two were probably best friends. I’m sorry.”
“No, we weren’t friends. We were associates in the Air Force. Nothing more. But what I need to know is who he worked for and his address, and why he was in Austria.”
“No problem. I’ll pull him up on the computer.”
Jake could hear her clicking away on the keyboard, so he glanced back to the lobby. Even more people were coming and going now.
“Here it is,” she said. “Lives at 22 Feldbergstrasse in Frankfurt.”
“That’s by the Palmengarten, right.”
“I don’t know. I’ve only been to Frankfurt twice, and that was the airport. I don’t like the town.”
“Who did he work for?” Jake asked.
“Let’s see. A Richten Pharmaceudicals. He’s a computer systems analyst at the European Headquarters in Mainz, but it says here the company is American with its main office in Providence. Wasn’t Murdock into computers with our squadron?”
Jake thought for a moment. “Yeah, he was.” More or less. He eventually worked some human intel as well. He was about to cut their talk short when he thought of something. “You wouldn’t happen to have Murdock’s social handy?”
“You know I’m not supposed to give that out.”
“He’s dead,” Jake reminded her. “His social security number died with him.”
She thought for a moment. “You got a point there.” She gave him the number and he quickly memorized it, running it over and over in his head.
“Thanks for your help, Deshia.”
“No problem,” she said. “Now you better look me up when you come to Germany.”
“I promise.”
“Oh. I almost forgot. You knew Murdock married a German national, right?”
“Yeah. Are they still married?”
“Think so. Her name is Ute. In case you want to talk with her.” She gave him Murdock’s telephone number in Frankfurt, as well as her own home phone in Kaiserslatern. “You need a place to stay, you let me know.”
“Thanks. I will.” He hung up and sat there for a moment staring into the dark corner of the booth. What in the hell was Murdock up to in Austria? Or was he simply in the wrong place at the wrong time? Jake didn’t think so. He believed in coincidences, but not those with such precarious circumstances. He and Murdock had served together in the same squadron in Germany. Made captain at the same time. Gotten out of the Air Force around the same time. Something wasn’t right here, and Jake knew it. He needed to go back to the alley.
He went out and drove off.
* * *
By the time Jake parked his old Beemer along the Inn River a few blocks from the famous Golden Roof, the snow that had fallen the night before was working its way into a slushy mess. In a few hours the snow would be just a few puddles, which is one reason Jake liked Innsbruck. The snow stayed in the surrounding mountains where it belonged.
He walked down a narrow lane, along worn cobblestone, with the buildings on both sides six stories high, and the morning light not even close to peeking down through.
The bells from a church nearby clanged ten times, and Jake was thankful he was starting to feel better. His head still hurt from the blow, but at least he had managed to find a few aspirin in his glove box, which he sucked on now. His head should have had stitches. Instead, he guessed someone at the funeral parlor had simply slapped a butterfly bandage on his scalp. Jake wore a baseball hat backwards to cover his thick, dark hair.
Trying to get his bearings in the maze of streets and alleys, he finally settled on an extremely narrow passage that seemed to curve up ahead. He walked forward cautiously, as if he were entering sacred ground. There’s always a strange curiosity with a location that someone is murdered. It’s as if the person’s soul is watching over the place waiting for someone to desecrate it so they can haunt them forever.
As he reached the corner, he slowly looked around it, and then made a cursory glance behind him.
He stopped short. It was the place. Only he had entered from the other direction last night. It’s funny how things look so much more innocuous in daylight. There was a dumpster five yards in front of him, the one by which he had found Allen Murdock already dead. The other one, where he had crouched, was further up the alley another ten yards or so. Beyond that the alley shot straight out to the road, and the river beyond that. On the other side of the river was a little park.
Jake smiled. He was set up big time. He stepped back to the corner again, aimed his arm as if he had a gun in it, and checked the trajectory. Someone could have stood at the corner, kept him at bay with the silencer, and then waited for his return fire, moaned in place of the victim, and then scurried off like a rat down the back way.
But why? That’s what kept running through his mind.
Then he had an idea. He went over to where he had been behind the dumpster, aimed again where he thought he had actually fired, and walked back along that path until he reached a brick wall near the corner. He scanned the wall carefully until he saw them. There were two chips in the brick over six feet up. Nice grouping.
“What are you doing there?” came a loud voice from behind him.
Jake turned to see the large man who he suspected knocked him out just hours ago. The man was wearing wool pants and a thick gray sweater that made him look even bigger than he was, which was a hell of an accomplishment given his considerable girth. Even more remarkable, Jake realized, was how he had let someone so big sneak up on him, despite his near-drunken state. Jake moved toward the man, who was now standing broadside in the middle of the alley with his club-like arms dangling at his sides like an orangutan.
Before Jake could say anything, the man said, “You’re the man from last night. The man who shot another man in my alley.”
Jake couldn’t help smiling at this man who thought he owned the place. “I was here. That’s true. But I didn’t shoot anyone. I want to know why you hit me with that pipe.”
The man looked genuinely confused. “I didn’t hit you.”
“You didn’t follow me down the alley?”
He shook his head.
Jake pondered this. It made more sense that he couldn’t have let this monster come up behind him. The only other explanation would be someone coming from the shadows in the other direction, the way he had just come down the alley. Considering how he had felt last night, he could have given away that angle. “Did you see anyone else with me in the alley?” Jake asked the man.
“Just the polizei after I called them. I stayed inside like you said. I thought you were with polizei until I saw the mean one in charge yelling and screaming at his uniformed men. That was before they had carried you off. I watched from the dark window up there.” He pointed his thick finger toward the spot Jake had first seen the man following his two shots.
Jake thanked the man for the info, took one last look at the scene, and then wandered back down the alley toward his car. He had to find out why someone wanted to set him up. And why the man from his past was killed in the process.
* * *
Quinn tapped his fingers to Metallica screeching across the speakers as he watched Jake Adams cross the street and get into the old BMW. He smiled in a crooked way, like he wasn’t used to it unless someone had slipped on ice and damn near broken his back. He knew Jake would go back to the scene of the murder. He had counted on it. Adams may not have been the most predictable lot, but he was damn sure a curious bastard. Quinn was also counting on that.
By now Jake Adams had the car started and pulled away from the curb.
Quinn watched him until he turned down another road out of sight, and then dialed a number on his cell phone and waited for someone to pick up.
“He went back to the alley like I thought he would,” Quinn said in German, fighting with the heavy metal music.
He waited a moment, listening carefully.
“I understand,” he yelled. “But you understand that I will have a little fun in the process. Jake Adams is mine all the way. I have a feeling he’s still working for the government. Besides…he’s got it coming. I take it you’re already at the cafe? Good. I’ll be there in five minutes. Some things can’t go over cell phones.”
* * *
Otto Bergen sat nervously at a table for four in a small Innsbruck cafe. He gazed out at the fresh snow that a man in coveralls was shoveling into the street. Bergen, dressed in an expensive gray business suit, was fifty-two and looking every bit his age with bags under his eyes, silver streaking all the wrong places, and stubby, wrinkled smokers fingers. He lit a cigarette from a gold lighter, inhaling deeply before letting out the smoke. Then he took a sip of strong coffee.
He checked his watch. Quinn should be here by now. They had set the meeting the day before, and he had gotten a call from him on his cell phone ten minutes ago saying he’d be here in five. Deep down, he wished the man would simply go away.
Bergen was the president of Tirol Genetics, the fastest growing biotechnology company in Austria. Some would say in all of Europe. Stock for the company had split three times in two years, and was a preferred pick for nearly every stock broker and mutual fund manager in America and Europe. All of this good fortune had made Bergen a wealthy man, beyond even his own expectations. And all of his company’s praise, or at least most of it, was due to two things. His researchers had recently found a DNA link to heart disease, and the scientists had been nominated for a Nobel Prize, based on their current genetic research in that same area. His company was prepared to join forces with a German pharmaceutical company to produce the solution that would save millions of people each year, and, of course, make him even richer. He smiled with that thought.
Thinking about his own diet that his doctor had recommended was laughable. Stay away from meat, he had said. Eat more vegetables. Eat more fruit. Asking an Austrian to give up his pork was like asking a shark to eat kelp. He was certain his researchers had found the solution that others had only dreamed of.
“What are you looking at?”
Bergen startled. He had been watching the front door, and Quinn had come from the kitchen. When the man took a seat across from him, Quinn’s ski jacket opened slightly, revealing the black handle of a gun.
He studied Quinn’s blond hair sticking straight up in a flat top. He was a slight man, yet Bergen knew that was deceiving since he had seen him at the steam bath for their first meeting, and there was only muscle on the man. Bergen remembered feeling inadequate at the time.
“You’ve gone too far,” Bergen said. He was angry and he didn’t mind letting the man know, regardless of how dangerous he heard he was.
The man smiled, trying desperately not to kill his meal ticket. “I know Jake Adams. If he was sent here, then he has to be stopped. At all cost.” His smile changed to flushed gravity.
“But now the polizei are involved,” Bergen said, hiding behind a drink of coffee. Then he took a drag on his cigarette before saying, “We can’t afford that kind of scrutiny. Not now when we’re so close.”
“Trust me. You’d rather have the police involved than Jake Adams. The police have rules. Adams doesn’t.”
Bergen looked around and then back to his new employee, whom he wasn’t sure he needed, but knew he couldn’t fire. “We still don’t know who hired him. Or why.”
“He was asking questions about our scientist,” he lied. “That means something. I’ll take care of everything, Otto. That’s why you hired me.”
“I don’t want to know what you do from now on. If someone asks…I can honestly say I know nothing.” Bergen felt the sweat bubbling up on his forehead. He took another soothing draw on his cigarette and let the smoke hang out in his lungs for a while before exhaling.
“I knew you’d see things my way.” Quinn squeezed Bergen’s shoulder until pain furled his brows. Then he stood and walked off, laughing softly to himself.
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Jake had gone to his apartment for only a few minutes. He had gotten on his computer, found Murdock’s financial accounts, his recent airlines reservations for a round trip from Frankfurt to Innsbruck and back, reservations for a car rental, which he picked up a few days ago at the Innsbruck airport, and then his hotel reservations. He had even found out where he had eaten the past few days, and that he had gone skiing the day he was killed. Damn. Nothing was sacred.
With his newfound information and renewed enthusiasm, Jake was starting to get his second wind. The strong black coffee while he was on the computer didn’t hurt either. While he was at his apartment, he had first gone to his bedroom. He didn’t really expect to find the blonde woman there, but hoped she had at least left him a note with her name and number. No such luck. The only thing she left behind was her fragrance, which he still couldn’t identify, crumpled sheets, and memories that were unfortunately becoming less and less clear.
He sat outside the Innsbruck Tirol Hotel, one of those newer concrete monstrosities that the locals had fought to keep out of their city, yet had been built anyway with about as much architectural foresight as a Soviet communist track house. It was one of those compromises for the 1976 Winter Olympics. The city needed the hotel spaces, and they needed them fast. Luckily the city hadn’t made the same mistake very often.
Jake got out and shuffled across the street between traffic. He went straight for the row of elevators as if he were staying there, got in, and punched the six.
On the way up he wondered if he had beat Martini and his crew to Allen Murdock’s room. He got his answer as soon as he got off onto the sixth floor. All was calm. Only a maid with a cart full of towels and other supplies was making her way down the corridor. She knocked on a door and then entered with her pass key card.
Walking straight to room 610 whistling along the way, Jake stopped for a moment outside the door. He padded himself down as if searching for something, and then swore at himself for being so stupid.
The maid watched him search his pockets for his credit-card type key, mumbling in German under his breath. Finally she smiled and came over to him, stuck her key in the door, and swung it open for him.
He thanked her profusely, saying how stupid he had been. He smiled at her and closed the door behind him.
Inside, Jake quickly made his way around the room. There was a strange odor in the place, like an overwhelming cloud of flatulence mixed with an attempt at covering the smell with perfume. He checked the drawers. Murdock had actually unpacked from his suitcase and laid his shirts and pants out in the dresser provided. How anal. His socks and underwear were folded neatly in another drawer.
He picked up the pace, searching for anything that might give him a clue why he was dead, and yet not even remotely certain what that could be. The bathroom was equally sanitary. It’s funny how you think you know someone through casual acquaintance, and that image is completely shot to hell as soon as you run through the person’s toiletries. Even the towel Murdock had used following his shower sometime the day before had been hung up neatly on a rack.
Returning to the main room, Jake saw the bed had been made. The maid hadn’t gotten to his room, so that made sense. Murdock had probably been killed sometime early last night, hours before he had actually found him in the alley.
There was nothing there, Jake was sure of that. He left the room, smiled at the maid and thanked her again, and then made his way to the elevator.
On his way down he had another idea. When he reached the lobby he went directly to the front desk.
A pretty young woman dressed in a dark blue suit coat greeted him with a smile. “May I help you, sir?” she asked in German.
“Yes.” Jake pulled a piece of paper from his pocket. “I’m staying in room 610, and I have a problem.”
She looked concerned. “How may I help?”
“I’m not very good with numbers,” Jake explained. “And I’ve lost my personal phone book. I need to make a few calls, but that’s impossible now. I was hoping you could pull up my phone record, since I’ve made a number of calls while staying here, so I can write down the numbers I need.”
The woman hesitated briefly before punching his room number into the computer. “What’s your name?”
“Allen Murdock.” Jake gazed around the lobby. This was a hell of a gamble.
In a long minute, she said, “Here we are.” She hit the enter key and a printer started whipping out the information. Seconds later she ripped it off and handed it to him.
He didn’t even look at the paper, folding it and sliding it into his inside jacket pocket. “Thank you so much. You’re a lifesaver.” He threw her his best smile before turning to leave. She was going to have a strange look on her face when the polizei came, saying Murdock was dead.
Jake was almost to the door when he took a double take of a woman about to enter the bar. She saw him and immediately smiled. It was the woman who only hours ago had shared his bed. She had changed into a one-piece jumpsuit, belted around her thin waist and unbuttoned down the front one too many times. She looked a hell of a lot more fresh than he guessed he did. What was she doing there? He changed course and walked up to her.
“Sorry I couldn’t make it back before you left?” Jake said, trying to avert his eyes from her breasts and failing pitifully.
“No problem.” She ran her eyes up and down him. “Last night was fun. We’ll have to do it again.”
That would be nice, but he didn’t even have her name, nor any inclination to ask for it now.
She shifted her eyes toward the bar. “I have to get going. I’ve got your number. I’ll give you a call.”
She walked into the bar, and Jake watched every precious move she made. A part of him felt like he had just been blown off like a man would have done to a woman following a one-night stand. Another part believed she would actually call. He walked out to his car and drove off.
* * *
The blonde woman waited inside the bar for a moment until she was sure Jake was gone, and then strutted back out to the lobby and directly to the elevator. She went to the seventh floor and got off, glanced up and down the corridor, and headed to room 710. She knocked her knuckles on the door three times and waited.
In a few seconds the door swung open and Marcus Quinn stood bare-chested, in a pair of tight black briefs.
“You’re late,” he said, closing the door behind her.
She strutted across the room and sat on the bed, crossing her long legs. “I needed my beauty rest,” she said. She retrieved a joint from her purse and lit it, taking a deep hit off it and holding until her chest was about to explode. Finally she let it out in a long release. “You want some?”
Quinn moved closer, taking a seat on a chair backwards. “You know I don’t touch that shit.”
She laughed out loud. “That’s right. You have to keep that body of yours pure.” She raised her brows and whistled another hit off the joint.
In a minute she had finished smoking and put out the last bit in an ashtray. She walked up to Quinn, undid her front a few more buttons, released her frontload bra, and exposed her breasts. She cradled her hand under them and brought the nipples hard between her fingers. Picking up his hand from the back of the chair, she placed it on her breast and rubbed it around like she was doing herself with the other one.
He pulled his hand back. “Not yet,” he said, diverting his eyes from her. He got up and went to his coat hanging on a wall rack.
She lay back on the bed on her elbows, her breasts pointing up into the air. “Most men would be hard as a rock by now. What’s the matter, Marcus?”
He returned and took a seat, holding a small envelope in one hand. “First of all, tell me about Jake Adams.” He gave her a disturbing smirk.
“What about him?”
“Was he any good?”
She was starting to get a little uncomfortable. She shrugged. “He was all right. We were both a bit wasted.”
“Just all right?” he yelled. “The great Jake Adams was just all right?”
“What do you want from me?”
“You already know that, my dear. Now tell me the truth about Adams.”
Sitting up, her nipples becoming flaccid, she released a large breath. “He was great in bed. Is that what you wanted?”
“If it’s the truth.”
She nodded that it was.
“Was he bigger than your husband?”
“Jesus Christ, what do you want photographs?” When he just sat there with that stupid grin of his, she added, “Okay, he was hung like a fucking horse. I don’t understand you. You tell me to go with him, and then you question me like I’ve been unfaithful to you, which is a huge joke as we both know. Do you know he was just downstairs in the lobby?”
He rose from his chair swiftly. “What? What was he doing down there?”
“I haven’t a clue. He said hi, we talked briefly about getting together again sometime, and then I said I had to go and I went into the bar like I was meeting someone there.”
He ran what she said through his mind. Finally, he said, “He knows Allen was staying here.” Damn that efficient bastard. Now he’d have to really put the pressure on him. But for now he had her to fuck with. He pulled a stack of photos from the envelope and handed them to her.
She flipped through them, stopping a few times for a closer look. Then she threw them back towards him. “That son of a bitch. When were these taken?”
“There was a date stamp on them from yesterday,” he said, his eyes piercing right through her. “I got them from his room. I told you he was fucking around on you.”
She had a brooding expression on her face making her slightly less attractive. “Then I’m glad he’s dead. We were right, weren’t we?”
He smiled now. “Of course we were. You never turn back from what you know is right.”
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Dr. James Winthrop was sitting in his study in his Cambridge home a few blocks from Harvard University, sipping his first cup of coffee and glancing languidly at a rough galley of the article. He had done the same thing periodically for the past few weeks, and the edges of the paper showed wear from his strong fingers crumpling them in anger.
He was an average man in every respect but intellect. His head was larger and squarer than most, his eyes set far apart, accented by dark brows that furled up at the ends. For those who knew him well, which was not a large number, his continuous, knowing smirk was more of a distraction than a hindrance.
Winthrop had gotten a call thirty minutes ago from his old friend Perry Greenfield, who said he had something important to discuss with him. Winthrop had known Perry since they were both five years old, where they had played in a sandbox in his back yard in Somerville. They had continued their friendship through high school, and as undergraduate students at Harvard University, where they had taken similar classes, and were members of the same fraternity. After they graduated in 1970, they had followed different tracks, but never lost contact, meeting at least once a week to discuss how each was doing and how they would change the world.
James Winthrop had stayed on at Harvard Medical School, finished at the top of his class, and was now considered the finest cardio-vascular surgeon in Boston.
After Harvard, Perry Greenfield had gone to MIT, where he earned his doctorate in biochemistry. He had worked for over fifteen years as a researcher in a Brookline biotechnology company where he studied the effects of amino acids on cardiovascular degeneration. For the past five years Greenfield had taken over as editor of the prestigious Journal of Cardiovascular Medicine, the foremost authority on issues of the heart in the United States, perhaps even the world. Dr. Winthrop had been a featured writer in many of Greenfield’s issues.
There was a light knock on the front door. Dr. Winthrop rose reluctantly, shoved the journal article into his top desk drawer, and answered the door, finding a wet and somewhat dejected-looking friend waiting for him to invite him inside.
“What brings you by so early, Per?” the doctor asked, closing the door behind his friend and taking his wet coat and gently draping it over a wooden hanger in the foyer.
It was six a.m. The two of them often met at a small cafe for breakfast, but not usually until seven or eight, depending on their schedules.
Perry Greenfield was a tall, thin man who looked much older than his fifty years. It wasn’t so much the silver hair receding back from his forehead, but more the bloodshot eyes and the wrinkles in the corners of those eyes and at the sides of his mouth that had failed to preserve his youth. His bushy brows gave him the appearance of a dead Russian leader.
Greenfield didn’t answer as he walked into the study and took a seat in a leather chair. The rain had been relentless all night, and was still coming down with stubborn ferocity. Greenfield combed his fingers through his scant hair to scatter some of the dampness out. He glanced around the room, which was a shrine to all of Dr. Winthrop’s accomplishments. Copies of degrees in fine wooden frames. Swimming trophies and medals from high school and college.
The doctor went directly to one side of his desk. “Would you like some coffee, Perry? I just made it.” Dr. Winthrop stood holding an extra cup and the glass pot, with steam rising into the cooler air.
“Sure.” Greenfield was clutching a package in his damp hands. The manila envelope had drops of rain on it, and he set the package on his lap as he accepted the cup from the doctor.
“Now. What can I do for you so early in the morning,” Dr. Winthrop said, taking a seat behind his large oak desk and sipping on his coffee.
Greenfield shifted in his seat, took a sip of coffee, and then cradled his cup, drawing warmth from it. “Remember the article I told you about a few weeks ago. The one co-authored and submitted by Austrian and Italian researchers?”
Dr. Winthrop feigned uncertainty. Then he said, “Of course. The DNA study on heart disease. It was called The Dolomite Solution, I believe.”
“Exactly. I sent you a copy.”
There was silence as they stared at each other. A mariner’s clock on an oak credenza ticked away the seconds.
The doctor impatiently said, “And?”
“If it’s true…you’re not worried?”
“Why should I be?”
“All those bypass surgeries you do,” Greenfield said, his bushy brows coming down and nearly covering his eyes. “They’ve paid for this house. The Cape Cod home. Your sailboat. Not to mention your Mercedes.”
Not to mention the investments and the silent partnership. “Yeah, yeah. What’s your point, Per?”
“If this study is correct…” he fought for the words. “You could be out of work.”
The doctor leaned back, laughing slightly. His leather chair squeaked as he swiveled around. He slowly sipped his coffee. “What did I tell you when you showed me the article the first time?”
Greenfield thought and shrugged. “I don’t remember.”
“Come on.” The doctor smirked. “I said not to worry about it. I have some friends looking into it. Seeing if they can verify the results.” This wasn’t entirely true. He had thought about it, though.
“But—”
Dr. Winthrop raised his hand. “It’s okay, Per. We’ll see what happens.”
Greenfield set his coffee cup on the edge of the desk and fumbled with the envelope, extracting a copy of the journal he edited. “This is hot off the press,” he said. “We had to print the article. The two of them have been nominated for the Nobel. You understand, right?”
The doctor yanked the magazine from his friend’s hand and glanced at the cover, which read, “Will The Dolomite Solution Cure The Heart?” Winthrop paged through, glanced at the article, which he already had a copy of, and then dropped the journal to his desk.
“I thought you agreed to wait a month,” Winthrop said. His smile had faded. The doctor had been considered for the Nobel a year ago for the surgical technique he developed. Hundreds of surgeons had followed his lead performing bypass through a small incision with the heart only slowed by drugs instead of stopping it completely. Yet the Nobel committee had awarded the prize to a British researcher for using leach slime on bacterial infections.
“The Nobel committee comes out with its selections shortly. It’s a major coup to print their article first. We had to push production forward. We distribute the journal worldwide in a week. It’s beyond my control. The publisher caught wind of it somehow and insisted we move our schedule up. I’m sorry, Jim.”
The doctor rose from his chair, and Greenfield took this as a sign that their chat was over, meeting his friend at the door.
“Don’t worry, Per.” He grasped his friend’s shoulder and squeezed down. “I have a feeling this solution is nothing more than an elaborate hoax like cold fusion a few years back. I mean who will believe in mysterious minerals affecting the genetic code that way, recombinant DNA gene therapy, implanted on a virus? Even if it’s true, which I don’t believe for a second, it would take ten or twenty years before the FDA would approve it in this country. By then we’ll both be hanging out at the nineteenth hole sipping martinis and reminiscing about our college days.”
Greenfield smiled with that thought. “You’re right, of course. You always are.”
The doctor smiled as he walked his old friend to the front door. “You have a good day now Perry. Try to stay dry.”
The doctor closed the door and went back to his study. He sat for a minute before picking up the phone. He thought about punching in a number, and then decided against it. He had to do this in person, but he wasn’t looking forward to it.
Out in the foyer he put on his long London Fog and picked up an umbrella. He glanced back up the wooden staircase. His wife would still be sleeping for another hour or so, and his twin daughters, who were only five, would slumber in their rooms until eight. He was used to leaving for the hospital early, since his first surgery wasn’t usually until nine. That gave him plenty of time.
* * *
Dr. Winthrop pulled his Mercedes to the side of the road in a small strip mall next to a phone, powered the window down, punched in a number, and waited. Fog drifted across the parking lot, but at least the rain had turned to a drizzle, he noticed.
On the fifth ring, a gruff-sounding man answered with an irritated, “What do you want?”
“It’s me.” He paused, not wanting to say his name. “I need something else.”
“Doc? You saved my ass. I don’t forget that shit. What you need this time? Hey, I don’t do kids. I don’t know if I made that clear.”
The doctor hesitated, not knowing if he should proceed. But if he didn’t…he didn’t want to think about that. “Can we meet at the New Patriot Cafe on Blakely in a half hour.”
“Half hour? Jesus.” He grumbled something under his breath that the doctor couldn’t make out. “Yeah, I guess I can,” he finally said. “Where is it?”
Winthrop was looking right at the cafe as a young woman changed the sign from closed to open. He explained how to get there and then hung up.
The doctor waited in his car until he saw the man enter the cafe. He thought about backing out, but realized he had already made up his mind weeks ago. There was no turned back now. He got out under his umbrella and went inside.
The New Patriot Cafe was one of those new places trying to be trendy by offering fresh bagels and espresso. The walls were salmon colored with prints of famous Monet paintings framed in aluminum. The metal tables were right out of The Dick Van Dyke Show. Winthrop would have rather cut out his own heart than be seen in the place, but that made it the perfect meeting point. He wasn’t likely to run across anyone he knew.
They shook hands and then the doctor took a seat across the booth from the man he had done quadruple bypass on just two months ago. A man whom he had called a few weeks ago, once he had first seen the article.
The front door opened and two men entered, taking seats at a table with a view of the door and the doctor and his former patient. The older man had dark hair with a thick mustache and long sideburns. The younger man was also dark with a three day growth of beard. They both picked up menus and started pointing at various items.
The doctor had glanced at the men briefly and then turned back to the man across from him.
Dominic Varducci was in his early sixties, looking every bit his age. He had a paunch and gray hair that flourished over his collar at his throat. He had worked his way up the Parecchio family business for over forty-five years, starting at age fifteen by running packages from one seemingly legitimate operation to the next. His uncle Pasquale Parecchio, who was eighty-five and retired to the Virgin Islands, had put him in charge, since his own sons had been killed in an unfortunate car explosion. Dominic now ran a chain of restaurants that his son wanted to franchise nationwide. Following surgery, Dominic had nearly turned all of his operations over to his son Johnny, who had gotten his MBA from Harvard, and wanted to make a killing on Wall Street instead of some back alley.
Dominic Varducci leaned back and shoved a toothpick in the side of his mouth. “You know you pulled me away from bed where this gorgeous blonde bimbo was about to straddle my piss hard-on,” he said. “So, what can I do for you, Doc?”
The doctor explained his situation. Told him about the journal article again. And asked him if his men had found out anything in Europe.
“First of all,” Dominic started, “I want to thank you again for saving my life.”
The doctor smiled and nodded.
“This journal. What’s it called again?”
Dr. Winthrop told him.
Dominic made a mental note, slipping the toothpick from one side of his mouth to the other. “It’s no problem. I’ll take care of it. And on the other matter, my guys are handling it as we speak. If there’s something to this study, they’ll let us know. We just need to give them some time. If you’d like I could send a few of my local men there. Would that make you feel better?”
“I guess.” The doctor glanced at the two men by the door. Then he whispered, “I don’t want to know anything.”
“Fine. But there will be some expenses involved now. A favor’s one thing, but I’m a businessman. Hey, you charged me for the bypass, I have to make a living.”
“I understand,” the doctor said. “I’ll need to transfer some stocks or mutual fund shares, if that’s all right.”
“That’s fine. You know the amount, and you’ve got my Cayman account number.” Dominic rose. “Are we done? I’d like to get back to that blonde. At my age you never know when the prick will stiffen again.”
The doctor nodded.
“Good. You take it easy, Doc. Let me do all the worrying.”
The doctor watched the man walk out. A few seconds later the two men who had been sitting near the door followed Dominic out. Winthrop hadn’t even thought of them being with Dominic. But it made sense now. He wondered exactly what Dominic had meant when he said he’d take care of it. Maybe it was better if he didn’t know.
He went outside and stood under the awning for a moment. The drizzle had turned into a heavy downpour again. He thought about his two daughters and their young mother, his beautiful wife of seven years. Having waited so long to marry, he wondered often what she saw in him. Was it only the money? Regardless, he had to make sure his daughters were taken care of. They would attend the best schools money could buy. If they wanted to follow him into medicine, he would make it happen. They meant everything to him.
He opened his umbrella and sprinted to his car. Slowly, he drove off toward the hospital.
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Parked a short distance behind the BMW, Toni Contardo could not believe her good fortune. It was the car that had forced the scientist from the road, she was sure.
She was in front of an old stone building on the University of Milan campus. The walkways were lined with colorful flowers, and the grass was landscaped nicely to the structures, which were accented with yews. The building’s walls were strung with climbing ivy.
Toni had raced her Alfa Romeo from high in the Dolomites to Milan. On the way there she had thought about calling ahead and having local authorities detain the professor until she arrived, but she had no reason to do so. Only a hunch. And even if she had wanted to involve the locals, she couldn’t. She was not to involve anyone in her current work, on the orders of her superior in Vienna. Thinking of those orders, she wondered how she could do what she had to. Sure she had stretched orders in the past, knowing she could get in trouble for her malfeasance. But this was different. She was assigned to Rome and only working on temporary assignment out of Vienna, and she barely knew the new station chief there that had given her the operational plan. Only time would tell if she did what she was told to do for this engagement.
On the drive to Milan she had gotten the beeper call from her old friend Jake Adams. He had sounded so stressed, which was totally out of character for him. She had tried to return the call, leaving a message on his service. She still wasn’t sure what he was doing in Austria, but wished he was here with her now. She could use the back up. They had always worked so well together, she thought. Professionally and personally.
Her mind switched back to the reality in front of her. The BMW. There was a slight dent in the trunk, so she was certain it was the same car that had run the Austrian scientist from the road just hours ago. The only difference was the license plates, which had been conveniently changed.
Milan was much hotter than the Dolomites, so she stripped the leather jacket off and flung it to the back seat. She gazed down at her 9mm Beretta in her right hand, wondering how to conceal it without her jacket. She settled on the handbag. It always worked the best.
Placing the strap of the leather bag over her head and shoulder, she slid the gun inside and tested how she could reach in casually and draw it. It felt as natural as slipping sun glasses on, which she did now as well.
* * *
The late morning was beautiful, and all Giovanni Scala could think of, looking out over the sunny terrace and gardens at the University of Milan, was walking along an alpine stream and sitting among mountain flowers, dreaming of his place in history alongside his Austrian colleague.
Scala was hunched over a stainless steel table, his nimble little fingers shuffling papers into his briefcase. Anyone observing him for the first time would have thought a prodigy had invaded the university. Yet those who knew Professor Scala, no longer saw him as a man of barely five feet, for he had accomplished so much in life. In fact, he had been a prodigy. He had completed secondary school at age twelve, undergraduate studies at the University of Rome at fourteen, and his doctorate in biochemistry from this very university at seventeen. When he graduated he simply stayed on, continuing his ground-breaking doctoral DNA research. At age twenty-two, he had been the youngest man ever to achieve a full professorship in the university’s history. He had been there now for some twenty-five years, and at forty-two, his only regret was not having time for a family. But he knew he only had room for one child in his life. His current research project. Which was presently the discovery he and Leonhard Aldo had accomplished.
He thought about Leonhard Aldo. He guessed his partner was in Innsbruck now preparing for his meeting in the morning with one of the sponsors of their research, the board of directors of Tirol Genetics.
Checking his watch, he realized that he had only two hours before his flight to Innsbruck, where he would meet Leonhard for dinner and they would discuss last minute changes for their presentation.
He had come down out of the Dolomites the day before to brief the head of the university’s research department on their progress. There was no doubt in either of their minds that what he and the Austrian had discovered would change history. It was that important. Scala envisioned himself in Stockholm accepting his Nobel Prize, and even thought hard on what he would do with his share of the money. Money was something that he knew he would never have and it didn’t bother him a bit. Yet he also knew that the money would give him more freedom in his next research project. More importantly, though, would be the prestige of winning the coveted Nobel. That would give him even more freedom. More control over his own destiny.
Giovanni Scala closed his briefcase, locked the combination, and headed out of the lab.
After walking slowing down the corridor, he entered a cloister with a tall arched ceiling and open arches and columns to his left. He acknowledged a young man and woman, past students of his, who were lazing in the sun and should have probably been in class. But who could blame them, he thought. It was such a fine day. Sometimes scholarly pursuit had to wait for everyday pleasures. A truth for all but Scala himself.
Professor Scala had nearly reached the end of the columns when he first noticed the two men approaching. They looked like Ferrari salesmen, he thought, with their black leather coats, their hair slicked back. And they might have been.
He had his briefcase dangling from his left hand. He gripped it harder as he got closer to them. He hadn’t even thought of safeguarding his project. Until now.
When the men were within a few feet of him, they stopped.
Giovanni Scala stopped also. “May I help you find something?”
The larger of the two men, the one with the left eye that seemed to shift sideways uncontrollably, twisted his thick jaw to his left. “Professor Scala?”
“Yes.”
“You must come with us.” He pulled a black wallet from inside his coat, flipped it open quickly, and then returned it.
Scala had recognized the symbol for Interpol, but could not believe his eyes. What did they want with him? “I’m sorry. I don’t have time for this.” He tried to scoot around the smaller of the two, but the man grabbed his left arm and he nearly lost his grip on the briefcase.
“I’m also sorry, but you don’t have a choice,” lazy eye said. He took the professor’s right arm, and together the men hauled him off down the pathway.
For the first time in his life, Professor Giovanni Scala was frightened.
* * *
When Toni saw the three of them, her heart started pounding out of control. The two men in leather coats were escorting the professor down the sidewalk toward the BMW. The leather men looked around nervously.
She got out slowly and walked directly toward the BMW, keeping the car between her and the men, her hand down inside the purse.
By now the three men were just a few feet from the front of the BMW. She was across the hood of the car.
Toni pulled the gun, aimed it at the largest man, and yelled, “Let him go.”
The three men startled. The smaller leather man reached for something, and Toni let one round fly just above his head. He froze and then put his hand at his side angrily.
“Who the hell is this bitch?” the little guy asked his partner.
Lazy eye didn’t answer. He was staring right at Toni, as if trying to memorize every feature on her.
“I said let him go.” Toni steadied her position against the car.
“You’re making a big mistake, bitch,” lazy eye said. “Do you know who we are?”
“Yeah. You’re in my sights. Now get the fuck out of my sight or I’ll see if that thick skull of yours can handle hollow points.” She shifted her head for them to return the way they had come.
The professor had this confused expression on his face, as though an experiment had gone terribly wrong and he had no clue why.
The men let up on their grip. “You don’t know who in the fuck you’re dealing with,” the larger man said, his eye shifting uncontrollably to one side. “I’m gonna screw you royally.”
She laughed and aimed the gun toward the man’s crotch. “Not if you have no dick.”
The man glanced downward, started to cover himself and instead backed up. “I’ll find you. You can bet on that.”
Toni moved to the back of the BMW, her gun still trained on the men, who were now nearly to the shrubs at the side of the building. “Professor Scala. You have to trust me. Go to the black Alfa with me and I’ll explain everything.”
He wasn’t sure what to think. First two men force him off, then a beautiful woman steals him at gunpoint. She was definitely the better alternative. He hurried to the car and got in.
Meanwhile, Toni shot out both left tires on the BMW and then got behind the wheel and pulled away from the curb, her tires squealing and burning.
When she met up with via Botticelli, she turned right onto Viale Romangna, the wide avenue separated by a broad strip of trees, and then slowed down like the rest of the traffic. Through the trees she could see two police cars, their blue lights flashing, heading toward the university to investigate the shots she had fired.
The professor was clutching the briefcase on his lap, unsure what to say.
Toni broke the silence. “I’m sorry about that, professor. Those men would have killed you.”
“They were from Interpol,” he said.
She laughed. “That’s what they said?”
“I saw their identification,” he pleaded.
“You saw a fake I.D.” There’s no way those two were Interpol. She thought for a moment, wondering how much she should tell him. “Why would Interpol want you?” She glanced at him, but kept her eyes on the road.
He shrugged. “I don’t know.”
“They wanted you to go quietly in broad daylight. Without you making a fuss. They were sent to kill you, after you gave them what you have in that briefcase.” She glanced down at the case he was clutching and then back to the road.
“That’s absurd.”
Toni circled a roundabout and turned onto Viale Lombardia, picking up speed again.
She knew he wasn’t buying any of this. “All right. You were about to drive to Linate Airport, have a glass of red wine, since you hate flying, then board Alitalia flight 329 for Innsbruck, where Leonhard Aldo was set to pick you up. You would then go out to dinner, have a few good Austrian beers, and discuss your presentation to Tirol Genetics tomorrow morning. Stop me when I get something wrong.”
His eyes were wide with concern, yet he somehow looked like a little child who had been caught stealing candy from a store, and whose mother was lecturing him. Finally he muttered, “How do you know all of this?”
She didn’t answer. She turned onto Autostrada 4 toward Bergamo and immediately picked up speed. When she was safely cruising out of the city, she sighed and said, “I can’t tell you. But you must believe that I’m a friend and I’m on your side.” She gave him her most sincere expression, and she meant it.
“So, I am to trust you?”
“I’m all you’ve got.”
“I could go to the police.”
She laughed.
“All right. Forget that. Everyone knows how corrupt they can be.”
She could tell he was thinking it over, trying to break free all those intellectual synapses, but was coming up with nothing. He was used to taking empirical data, synthesizing the variables, and then coming up with the results. But this…there was no logic to it.
She didn’t want to tell him about his colleague until she had gained some trust. Without that, he would never believe her. She thought back over the last week or so as she had watched the two scientists in the Dolomites. At first she had been disturbed that they had not even noticed her at the local bar. Then she began to understand them better. Knew that they didn’t have time for women or anything else of a personal nature. Their thoughts were only on finding answers to the mystery there. Nothing else. They would walk about the small town with their shoes untied and their hair a total mess, talking to themselves when alone and arguing a point while together. She wondered often why God had chosen them for such brilliance.
“Do you work for the government?” he finally asked.
He left that one open. “Yes. You could say that.” She changed the subject. “Do you need to pick up anything before going to Innsbruck?”
“Is it wise to take my flight?”
“You’re not flying. We’ll take the car. Besides, I was right, wasn’t I. About you not liking to fly.”
“Yes. But even my students know that. I complain for a week prior to every flight.”
There was a long silence.
“You really think those men would have killed me?” the professor asked. “Why?”
“I told you. The briefcase. I hope you have the results of your study with you there, otherwise we’ll have to go back.” She knew he did from the way he was digging his nails into the leather.
“That won’t be necessary.”
Now it was time to find out something she wasn’t sure about. “What you have there is probably the most significant DNA breakthrough ever. But then why am I telling you that? I mean you’re the brains behind the entire experiment at Passo di Villa.”
He turned quickly toward her. “You know of my research there?”
“I’ve read a preliminary report. The one sent to the Nobel committee, and the one that will be published soon in that prestigious journal.” The article was one of the only things she had been able to get her hands on during her time watching the two scientists in the Dolomites.
“How did you see the journal article? We only sent it to one place with strict instructions not to show it to anyone until publication. What did you say your name was? You aren’t a scientist are you?”
She hadn’t given him her name. “I’m Toni Contardo.” She reached over to shake his hand, and he reluctantly complied, releasing his grip on the briefcase for an instant. “No. I’m not a scientist. But I am interested in DNA research. And I understand you have found a solution to the mystery of Passo di Villa where everyone else had failed.”
He seemed to sink further into the seat with her last words. She had broken through. Now she had about four hours to soak as much information out of him as she could. Eventually, she knew, she’d have to tell him about Leonhard Aldo’s murder that morning. But the time wasn’t right for that yet.
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Jake had gotten back to his second floor apartment, took a long, hot shower and ate a late breakfast before dozing off to sleep on the sofa.
When he woke up hours later it was late afternoon. His headache was pretty much gone but the bump was still there. He found a bottle of beer in the refrigerator, popped it open, and took a long swig. Then he thought to check his messages. He punched in his number and waited. There was one message from Toni Contardo, his old friend currently working for the Agency, and on assignment somewhere away from her normal area. She had simply laughed saying they’d have to get together and quit playing phone tag. It was nice just to hear a friend’s voice, he thought. Yet something wasn’t quite right. She was on a cell phone, driving somewhere fast, according to the sound of her engine in the background. Even that wasn’t overly concerning, since she drove fast everywhere she went. It was more her voice. The way it hesitated. He thought of calling her again, but was getting tired of talking to a message service. He needed her direct cell phone number.
That would have to wait, though. Instead, he got onto the computer, checking out the company that Allen Murdock worked for in Germany. Once on the World Wide Web, he located a profile of Richten Pharmaceuticals. He downloaded the information to his hard drive, got off the Web, and then started looking it over. Pretty impressive company. It was a wholly owned subsidiary of a Providence conglomerate. Richten and the Providence company had a favorable marketing arrangement. Richten itself was a huge company with thousands of employees working out of facilities in the Czech Republic, Hungary, a small plant outside of Berlin, and of course the headquarters and main production facility in Mainz. They produced everything from acetaminophen to zinc ointment. Their greatest claims to fame were an anti-rejection drug for organ transplants, and a cancer drug with minimal side effects and questionable results.
“This is interesting,” Jake said to himself.
He clicked onto a profile of the top leadership at Richten, provided, undoubtedly, by some overzealous public relations weenie. There was photographs and short bios for the top five employees, from the president and CEO, to vice president of operations, research and development, personnel, and marketing. There was nothing about Allen Murdock. Which wasn’t surprising.
Jake logged off and finished his beer. He thought about last night. The call that had sent him to the alley was disturbing. Whoever had set him up, had to know where he lived. He felt a little vulnerable now, and that wasn’t something he enjoyed.
He packed a bag quickly, shoving as much as he could into a suit bag. He also put his computer in its own case and then started for the door.
The phone rang. He turned and thought about simply letting it ring, but he was curious who might be calling him since nobody really had his number. He picked up and said hello.
There was a slight pause on the other end.
“Hello?” Jake repeated.
“Is this Jake Adams?” came a deep voice with a German accent.
“Yeah, who’s this?”
The man hesitated. “This is Otto Bergen,” he said. “I’m a local businessman and I understand you are a security consultant who has just moved to Innsbruck. I was hoping we could meet tonight over dinner. I might have some work for you.”
Jake ran what the man had said through his mind. How had he found out about him? It’s not like he had even put the word out in town that he was available. In fact, he had planned on taking some time off. Enjoy himself for a change.
“I’m not sure I’m available,” Jake said. This wasn’t totally false since he had planned on finding out who killed Allen Murdock and tried setting him up for it.
The man on the other end was thinking it over. “Why not just meet me for dinner, hear me out, and then decide. We all have to eat, Mr. Adams.”
That was true. And it was even better when someone else was paying. “Sure. Where and when?”
“How’s seven-thirty at the Ambras?”
That was more than fine. The Ambras Restaurant was the hottest place in Innsbruck. It was trendy enough for a thousand dollar suit, or blue jeans. “Fine. How will I know you?”
“I’ll wait at the bar for you. My hair is gray across the top and dark on the sides.”
Strange enough, Jake thought. “I’ll see you there.” He hung up and then stared at the phone. Incredibly strange.
He started for the door again and stopped. What the hell. He picked up the phone again and left a message with Toni’s service. Eventually, they’d get together.
He locked up and went down to his car.
The snow that had fallen the night before was almost gone, except for a few spots in the shadows between buildings or trees.
He threw his bag and computer into the back seat, got behind the wheel and stared out at the river flowing by. There was something soothing about rivers that he didn’t understand, but was perhaps the reason he had taken the apartment in the first place.
He put the key in and started to turn it, and then stopped. He wasn’t sure what had made him hesitate as he began to start the car, but he had. His eyes darted around the interior. Something wasn’t right. The visor. It was propped back a little. Slowly he lowered the visor and a heavy object dropped down, which he caught in his right hand. It was a piece of paper wrapped around a rock and held in place with a rubber band.
His heart pounded.
He undid the package and in English block letters it read: “Humint is an oxymoron. So don’t be one.”
Someone had gotten into his locked car while he slept in the apartment, locked the door behind him, and simply wandered off. It was a puzzling message.
Trying not to be too obvious, he glanced up and down the street, using the rear view mirrors. There was an older woman walking toward his car with a bag of groceries. A man sat on a bench across the street watching the river flow by. And that was it. There was nobody in the other cars on the street, as far as he could see.
He was afraid to move. If someone had taken the time to put the note there, perhaps they had taken it one step further.
And what about the note? Humint was short for human intelligence, a military term for intelligence gathering by actual humans on a case, instead of by satellite or computer surveillance. He had worked in both areas, first with computers and then in Humint. The joke in the Air Force had been a standard for decades; military intelligence was an oxymoron. But what about the second line? “So don’t be one.” That was obviously a reference to the moron part of oxymoron. Think. How could he not be one?
He thought about turning the key, but instead removed it from the ignition. Slowly he reached under the seat, to feel for anything unusual. Nothing. Next he started to open the door and stopped short, his hand still on the lever. What about the door? Someone could have set a dual switch, one clicks on when he gets in, and another detonates as he opens the door. He checked around outside again. There was nothing unusual.
With one quick motion, Jake swung the door open and hurried out to the street. He half expected to be blown across the street into the river. When nothing happened, he looked up and down the street once more. A car drove by slowly. Its driver looked at him like he was some lunatic, and he felt like one too. Maybe he was over-reacting. Someone was definitely screwing with him, but had they actually tried to kill him?
Slowly he returned to his Beemer. He was going to check under the hood, but decided it would have been far too obvious for someone to open another man’s hood in broad daylight and wire a bomb to the ignition. There were far quicker ways to do it.
Instead, he crouched down to his knees and craned his head under the chassis. Shit. Directly under the driver’s seat was a bomb. C-4 from the looks of it.
* * *
After the Austrian Army bomb squad had departed, along with the fire trucks and ambulance, Jake sat on the bench along the river, gazing at the soft aqua hues and the sparkling ripples.
Captain Franz Martini, the Tirol Criminal Commissioner, took a seat next to Jake. “There’s good news and bad news,” he said, smiling for the first time since Jake had met the man.
“Let me guess. The good news is I’m still alive.”
“Even if it had blown, you would be,” Martini said.
“What do you mean?”
“There was a small explosive charge wrapped inside of modeling clay. It was made to look like C-4, but would have made only a small noise.”
“How was it wired?”
“The seat belt.”
“Really?”
“The bomber drilled a small hole through the floor, ran a wire from the receptacle through the floor. Then he probably planted the bomb and plugged in the wire to it. It’s a beautiful device. The seat belt. That’s brilliant. It’s the first thing people do when they get in a car, without even thinking about it. You didn’t put on your seat belt, Mr. Adams.”
What was this? Safety advice? “I was going to. I was thinking about the guy who shot at me last night.” Not to mention the phone call he just received.
“Someone doesn’t like you, Mr. Adams.”
“That’s obvious. But who? I don’t remember pissing anyone off recently.”
The Austrian police captain looked out at the turquoise water of the Inn River. The late afternoon sky had darkened in the past hour, with swirling clouds overhead giving the city a gloomy look.
“What about the note?” Martini asked.
Jake had thought about that a lot while the bomb squad had swarmed over the car. The note was significant, he was sure. “As you know I was with Air Force intelligence. It’s simply a reference to that.” Maybe it was just that simple. First Allen Murdock had been killed, with someone wanting him and the Austrian police thinking he had done it. Now the bomb with a note. Captain Allen Murdock had worked with him in Air Force intelligence.
“Maybe you need to go back to America,” Martini suggested.
“I don’t think so. As you know, I’ve been granted a work visa from your government. I plan to stay. I like this town.”
“Even with your recent problems?”
Jake thought about that. Was someone trying to make him leave? If so, they didn’t know him very well. “Because of the problems. Someone is fucking with me, and I don’t like it one bit.” He got up from the bench and looked down at the Austrian police captain. “It looks like I’ll have to hire myself for my first job in Austria.”
The captain laughed and rose with Jake. “That should look interesting on your taxes.” He started to walk off toward his silver Mercedes, and then stopped. “Be careful, Mr. Adams.”
Jake watched the criminal commissioner get into his car and drive off. Be careful. He was too pissed off now, and that’s when he knew he made the most mistakes. Somehow, he’d have to calm down and look at everything objectively. If that was possible.
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The yacht rocked gently on light waves across a calm Narragansett Bay. There were a few smaller boats fishing closer to shore, and a large Liberian-flagged freighter slowly made its way into port, sitting high in the water.
It was closing in on noon, and Andrew Talbot watched as the small launch approached from the north.
Talbot was the president and CEO of Providence Industries, a huge conglomerate producing everything from frozen seafood entrees to over-the-counter drugs. He was wearing casual khakis, leather deck shoes, and a dark green sweater with leather patches at the elbows. In his early fifties, he could pass for a man ten years younger. Only his tanned face at the edges of his eyes gave away his true age. He took a sip of wine and then set the glass onto a table and moved aft.
The launch was at the aft platform now where two men secured it while a man in a business suit gingerly made his way up the ladder.
The two of them met and shook hands, and Talbot excused his men.
“What’s this all about, Andrew?” the man asked.
“How was your trip from Washington?”
The man in the suit shifted his gaze, unsure what to say. “I think I feel sick. I never could stand the ocean, which is why I left the Navy after a few years. They put me on a tin can and I couldn’t stop puking. D.C. is the same old place. I wouldn’t live there if I could get a real job.”
Talbot laughed. “The FDA can’t be that bad.”
The man poured himself a glass of wine and refilled Talbot’s glass. “A bunch of fucking bureaucrats,” he spit out. “Can’t make a decision to save their asses.”
Talbot accepted the glass, took a sip, and then said, “Maybe that’s a good reason for our meeting.”
“You got something good for me?” the man asked eagerly. “Anything. I’m so fucking bored I feel like slitting my wrists.”
Talbot searched his mind for the right words. “I need help like the last time. Only this could be a little more difficult because of the controversy involved.”
The man looked interested, sipping down a good portion of wine. “Sounds good. Let’s hear it.”
“My company in Germany will be producing a new solution soon that might just cure heart disease.” Talbot raised his brows, smiling, and keeping a close eye on the FDA man.
“No shit. And you want quick U.S. approval?” He laughed out loud. “You’re fucking crazy. My boss would never approve that without a major U.S. study.”
Talbot anticipated this. In fact he had hoped the man would say it. “Things change. I understand you’re up for his job?”
“Shit. Yeah, that’s gonna happen soon.”
His hand on the man’s shoulder, Talbot said, “With any luck at all.”
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A few hours after Jake’s strange adventure, where someone had tried to scare him with a fake bomb, he sat quietly in a corner booth at a gasthaus across the street from the Alpenzoo. It was past the lunch hour, which Jake suspected wasn’t much of a rush for this place. He had finished off a salad and a bratwurst and was on his second beer now.
After Martini and his men had left him in the street looking at the old BMW, which might have actually benefited from being blown up, he had taken a cab to the airport and rented a little green Golf, piled his clothes and computer into the trunk and driven to this place at random. He was back to the very basic instincts of his training. Stay mobile. Stay clear of predictability. Don’t let anyone get the upper hand. Which is why he had rented the car with a Eurocard under a different name.
He slid his plate to the side and pulled out the phone list he had gotten from the cooperative desk clerk at Allen Murdock’s hotel. Scanning the list, Jake noticed a pattern. Murdock had called his own home number eight times in the three days he had stayed at the hotel. Each call was charged for a minute, which means he probably had not gotten through to his wife.
That got Jake thinking. He pulled out his cell phone and punched in Murdock’s number in Frankfurt. In a few seconds a message machine picked up with a woman’s voice explaining in German that neither she nor her husband could come to the phone. She was followed by a brief response by Murdock in English, essentially saying the same thing. Jake hung up before leaving a message, which he only did under rare circumstances. Then he began wondering if Murdock’s wife, Ute, had been told of his death. He imagined the local polizei had already been to their place. Perhaps she was sitting in a corner, crying, and watching the phone ring.
Jake looked at the phone list again. There was another German number that he had called twice. One the day he had arrived in Innsbruck, and the other the morning he was killed. He had a choice. He could look the numbers up on the Web or German information, assuming it was listed, or he could simply call it. Since his computer was out in the trunk of the rental, he decided to call.
“Richten Pharmaceuticals. Herr Kraft’s office.” The woman’s voice was soft as silk.
Jake remembered from the profile he had found on the Web that the president of the company was Andreas Kraft. Jake excused himself, saying he had the wrong number. There wasn’t much he needed to ask Herr Kraft at this point. Besides, he wasn’t even sure that they would have gotten the word of Murdock’s death yet.
There were no other long distance calls, only a few local numbers. Jake called the most recent one which turned out to be the information desk for Axamer Litzum, a local ski resort. Probably checking on ski conditions.
The next number he tried he got a receptionist for a local company, Tirol Genetics. He wasn’t sure what that was about, so he asked the woman a few questions about the company. When the name Otto Bergen came up as the president, Jake thanked the woman and hung up. He made a mental note to check on that company later.
Jake slowly finished his beer, thinking about his meeting that night with Bergen. Things were starting to get interesting.
* * *
The Austrian polizei had two men posted on either side of room 610 at the Innsbruck Tirol Hotel, while Martini and his assistant searched through all the drawers and a third man dusted for prints.
A nervous manager, a slight man whose uniform jacket hung over his bony frame like a wet tent, paced in the center of the room.
Martini slammed a drawer shut and gazed at the manager. “You’re sure the maid said she let him into the room just a few hours ago?”
“Absolutely,” he said, his voice cracking.
“Go get her,” Martini demanded.
The manager shuffled off swiftly, and Martini went into the bathroom. It was clean just like everything else. The man was a neat freak. Then he thought of something and hurried back into the main room. He looked under the bed, scanned the area once more. He was in town on business, yet there was no briefcase. He had to have some type of paperwork. Plane tickets, if nothing else. Then he reasoned that his briefcase could still be in his rental car, which they had not found.
The manager returned with a plump, disturbed-looking maid in her mid-forties. She had a rag in her hand, which she was strangling to death.
Martini asked what the man looked like.
“Around thirty-five. Handsome. Strong. A nice smile. His German seemed Bavarian. I’d guess Munich.”
“How tall? What color hair?”
“Your height. Long dark hair.” She released the rag and pointed at the Tirol captain. “He had a nice leather jacket. It made him look…tough.”
Martini sighed and then rubbed his eyes. He felt around inside his jacket pocket, retrieved a passport, and flipped it open for the woman, keeping the name covered up. “Is that him?”
She smiled, cocking her head to one side. “Yes. But the picture doesn’t do him justice. He’s far more handsome than that.”
Martini thanked the woman and said she could go. Jake Adams. How in the hell had he gotten there before them?
The phone in Martini’s pocket rang and he scrambled to retrieve it. “Martini.” He listened carefully and then thanked the person on the other end.
His assistant across the room looked at him. “They found Murdock’s car in the parking lot at Axamer Litzum,” Martini said. “Let’s go.”
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The road to Axamer Litzum was still wet from melting snow from the night before. Jake’s Golf crept into the ski resort parking lot, and he scanned the rows of cars parked on the snowpack. There were Mercedes and BMWs with plates from as far away as the Netherlands and Denmark, low country people with money from the looks of it.
Jake met the end of the row, turned right, and immediately saw Murdock’s rental Renault, its dirty maroon shell streaked from melting snow. On the very center of the top sat a white cap that gave it the appearance of a cake with someone having licked back the frosting from the edge.
There were cars parked on either side of the Renault, so Jake took a spot a few cars down, got out, and walked cautiously toward the car. After someone had set a bomb under his car, he wasn’t taking any chances. Someone had the technology, if not the C-4 or Semtex, to make a first-rate explosive.
The sun had poked out from the clouds, making him squint without his shades as he worked his way around the car peering inside. There were skis and poles thrown about inside rather haphazardly. Ski boots on the passenger side floor. Why had he left the car here? And how had he gotten himself killed in the alley?
Jake glanced around watching skiers fly down the last part of the mountain and stand in line at the chair lift to do it again. Up the valley further was the Standseilbahn, a raised funicular railway that carried skiers to the highest part of the mountain. Behind the red train that was slowly making its way up the tracks, rocky peaks poked up into the swirling clouds.
He looked back at the car. There wasn’t much he could do without breaking in. As a matter of fact, he wasn’t even sure what he was looking for. He just knew that something wasn’t right about Murdock’s death, or him being halfheartedly set up for it. Either the killer had to be the worst bungler ever, or a genius. After all, if the Austrian polizei had arrested him, how could the killer continue screwing with him?
Crouching down low, Jake looked under the car’s chassis. It was dark and he could see if there was anything there. He worked his way around the front of the car, when he saw the skis in the snow bank sticking out like a crude cross on a shallow grave. Next to the skis, laying on their sides, were a pair of boots. Without touching either of them, he memorized the numbers engraved in the tops above the bindings and the name of the rental company.
He scratched a little snow off the bottom of one boot to learn it was a size eight. Either a small man or a large woman.
Turning back to the car, Jake noticed a silver Mercedes rolling up to a stop. Behind that was two green and white polizei cars.
Tirol Criminal Commissioner Franz Martini parked right behind Murdock’s Renault and got out with a disturbed look on his face, as if a three-year-old had just beaten him at chess.
“Mr. Adams,” Martini said, meeting Jake at the rear of the car. “It’s becoming less and less funny how you always seem to be at the wrong place at the wrong time.”
Jake tried smiling. “I told you…bad things seem to follow me around.”
By now the uniformed officers had flanked the polizei captain waiting for orders.
“I want a good, thorough search,” Martini demanded.
The uniformed sergeant nodded and fiddled with a set of electronic keys with a plastic rental company symbol.
“Wait,” Jake said, grabbing the man’s sleeve. “You should have a bomb squad look it over first.”
Martini lowered his brows at Jake. “Why is that? Do you know something we don’t?”
Those were good questions that Jake couldn’t answer. The problem was, he knew almost nothing. “I’m just thinking about my car earlier today. What if the guy used up all his C-4 before he got to me?” Jake shrugged, and the sergeant glanced at his boss for directions.
* * *
Sitting a hundred meters across the parking lot in a gray Opel Omega, Marcus Quinn tapped along to Led Zeppelin’s Ramble On. It was lower than he would have liked it, but he didn’t want the local cops taking special interest in him. He had followed the line of polizei cars from his hotel. Seeing them leave in such a hurry from his old friend’s room, he figured they must have been up to something.
He almost regretted having left the rental skis behind like that in the snow bank. But what the hell, he had to give them some hope before blowing them all into tiny pieces. Even if they happened to track down the ski rental place, he was sure the man who had waited on him would never remember his face.
Looking through his binoculars again, he couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw Adams standing next to that polizei captain. “Damn it, Adams,” he whispered into the noisy flow of music. “You weren’t supposed to be here.”
Adams was pointing to the skis and then to the underside of the car. Now Quinn knew his plan may have a setback.
* * *
It took the bomb squad almost an hour to get there, and another hour to disassemble the C-4 device.
Jake was standing back behind the cordon on a snow bank when Martini approached. His expression was more forgiving this time. Jake didn’t want to rub it in, but he knew his caution had possibly prevented the death of Martini and his men. Leverage went a long way with professional courtesy.
“Thanks Jake,” Martini said with great difficulty. “This was the real thing. Semtex. There was enough underneath the gas tank to blow all of us off this mountain.”
“How was it wired?”
“The trunk latch. The electronic release had been disengaged, so it would have only gone off after we used the key.”
Jake thought about that for a moment. That was well planned out. Murdock is killed…of course the cops would want to take a look at the car when they found it. “The killer couldn’t afford to have the thing go off just at any time. The signal might have been the same for another rental sitting in the area. No, he wanted you to find the car. Wanted you to blow up. You and your men.”
Martini couldn’t argue with him. His jaw tightened like it had the first time Jake had met the man in the funeral home. “This sucks. Isn’t that what Americans say?”
Jake laughed. “Yeah. It doesn’t feel too good when someone fucks with you, does it?”
“When I find this man,” Martini said, “he better hope I’m in a good mood.”
* * *
Quinn had left as soon as the bomb squad arrived, his hope for a glorious spectacle shot all to hell by Adams. He’d make the bastard pay for that.
Now he was sitting in his car outside the Super Ski Rental in the town of Axams. The young man who had rented him the skis flipped the sign to closed, and that was Quinn’s cue to get out.
He looked up and down the street, but there wasn’t much traffic. Quinn knew he should have taken care of this long ago. Perhaps he had simply gotten lazy, which was totally out of character for him.
He tapped on the door window. The young man was back behind the long counter where he would set the skis to adjust them for each person, pointed angrily at the sign, saying they were closed. Quinn pretended like he couldn’t hear the man, waving for him to come closer.
While the man turned to round the counter, Quinn slipped out his gun from inside his ski jacket, cocked the hammer, and planted it behind his right leg.
The young man stopped a foot from the glass. “We’re closed,” he said adamantly.
Quinn smirked at the guy, raising the gun to a few inches from the glass. The man was looking right at his intense eyes, his crooked, upturned lips, and didn’t see the gun. Glass barely shattered as the two bullets shot through the door, penetrated the man’s chest, and sending him hurtling backwards. His knees buckled and he dropped like a cow in a slaughterhouse.
Slipping the gun back inside his jacket, Quinn walked back to his car casually, thinking how nice his grouping was that time. It pays to practice.
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The Alfa Romeo seemed to glide and float out of the mountains following the famous Brenner Pass. They had been delayed at the border by a huge accident involving more than twenty cars and trucks, closing the northbound lanes entirely. Toni and Professor Scala had sat by helplessly as workers unraveled the mess and removed countless victims from the wreckage. Toni couldn’t help thinking how if she had been driving a few miles per hour faster they would have been in the wreck. Even faster yet and they would have never seen the accident at all. Fate was a strange thing indeed, Toni knew.
Toni had not said a word to Professor Giovanni Scala since slowly pulling away from the accident scene. As they had sat paralyzed in the traffic jam, she had told Scala about his friend and colleague’s death that morning. He was still numb, not sure at first if he should believe her, and then realizing that she had nothing to gain by lying.
She found herself driving slower than normal now.
Clouds swirled around the setting sun, exposing the valley below in an eerie hue of blue and green.
Toni was thinking about asking him more about his research, which he had managed to avoid up to this point. She had already told him she planned on sticking with him until he could present his findings to his sponsor, Tirol Genetics, in the morning. He had seemed somewhat comforted by that thought.
“Do you have a copy of everything?” she finally asked, breaking the silence.
“What?” He turned, confused.
“Do you have a copy of all your research?”
“I would be a fool not to. Wouldn’t you say?”
“What about Leonhard? Did he have copies made?”
He thought for a moment, having a hard time thinking of his friend, whom he had worked so closely with for two years, in the past tense. “We knew our studies were important, but didn’t expect someone to try to kill us for the results.”
“Is that a no?”
“I don’t know,” he screeched, showing a side she had not seen in the man. He took a deep breath. “I’m sorry. We made copies of everything we did on the computer. That was my fault. I still don’t trust machines. I was the consummate note taker. Leonhard transposed my notes into the computer and made a copy for me.”
She thought about visiting Leonhard Aldo’s house that morning, and how she had found no computer disks. “Did you have a lab at Passo di Villa?” She knew the answer already, but he didn’t need to know that.
“We immersed ourselves into the village,” he said. “As you probably know, much of my work is done studying empirical data based on our DNA samples. We would send our blood samples to the university once a week, our graduate research assistants would do the initial isolation, and then Leonhard and I would follow up on the weekends. We had talked about setting up a lab, and even moving into the same house to save expenses. But we thought to really understand what made the place special, how to unfold the mystery, was to become one of them. We even rented houses on opposite sides of the village so we could maintain an objective eye. It worked. I’m certain of that.”
“So are a lot of other people,” she said. “You’ve made a number of groups of people nervous.”
He raised his brows. “How could we have done that?”
Toni watched the rearview mirror. An ambulance was approaching swiftly with its lights flashing but no siren. She held the steering wheel with both hands as the ambulance flew by, sending her car sideways in the vortex.
“This thing you’ve discovered in Passo di Villa,” Toni started. “This wonder. Is making a lot of medical professionals question whether they’ll have a job in a few years. There’s no need to do all those heart bypasses and other expensive procedures if people can keep their arteries clear of plaque with a simple pill.”
He looked horrified, as if he’d seen his own death ahead. He started to say something, and stopped.
“You didn’t think I knew about that? I also know about the independent research you and Leonhard did conduct at the University of Milan when you came down out of the Dolomites. You found the answer to the mystery of Passo di Villa sooner than your superiors at the university knew, and before your sponsor at Tirol Genetics knew. But you wanted to make absolutely sure that you were correct. So you tested the solution on rats in Milan and that research confirmed your beliefs. The next step was humans.” She paused and glanced for a reaction, which was unmistakable disbelief.
“How could you know this?”
“Let’s just say I’m good at what I do.” That sounded a bit arrogant. Yet, she suspected he was equally so, or he would have never reached the position he had. Narcissism was a trait of nearly every great mind.
“So you know of our human testing?”
“Yes. That wasn’t too difficult to find out, really. Europe has more liberal standards when it comes to bringing drugs to market, but to really make a huge impact, and for Tirol Genetics to make a huge profit, was to get U.S. FDA approval. After all, Americans drop dead faster than any other class of people from heart disease. Now I’m sure that the FDA go-ahead is years away, considering how slow those bureaucrats are. However, with the international patent pending on the solution, Tirol Genetics stands to make big bucks in Europe and the rest of the world for a few years before American dollars start really flowing in. My guess is that there would be a hell of a bootleg market for the stuff in the interim.”
He looked horrified at that thought. “You’re wrong about one thing, though.”
“What’s that?”
“It won’t be a pill.”
She checked her mirrors again. There was only one car way back behind them. “What would it be then?”
The professor turned sideways on the seat. “We had thought of a pill because that’s what people would expect,” he said. “But we had a problem keeping the DNA alive in a pill production, based on our data, and then with stomach acid. The acid would have killed it for sure.”
Toni was confused. “I’m sorry. I don’t understand.”
The professor was like a true teacher now, using his hands as much as his words. “We used recombinant techniques, splicing the isolated gene that we discovered and attaching it to a minor virus. Then we injected the virus into the host, in our case our human volunteers, and the virus spread throughout the person’s system, along with the new DNA strand. Our biggest hurdle was finding a virus that was innocuous enough to not hurt the human, and yet one that would stick around within the body long enough for the new gene to take hold.”
It finally hit her. “You’re talking about gene splicing here?”
The professor laughed. “My God. Don’t look at me like that. I’m not Dr. Frankenstein. Gene therapy is used every day safely.”
That might be true, she thought. But she still wasn’t sure if she wanted it done on her. “You said injected. Wouldn’t a lot of people be afraid of getting a shot?”
“Perhaps. But if it meant living longer without the fear of heart disease they will do it. Besides, we’ve come up with a better way. Nasal spray.”
“Really?”
“Really. Most viruses enter the human body through the nasal passages. We simply combine the relatively inert virus with the gene and squirt it up. The body’s white blood cells work to kill off the virus, while the gene interacts and changes the person’s genetic makeup. The entire process takes only about three days. The recipient puts up with a little discomfort for a virtual guarantee of increased longevity.”
“Virtual guarantee?” she asked.
The scientist shrugged. “We still haven’t discovered the cure for cancer, war, famine, and hundreds of other life-threatening illnesses. Not to mention car accidents.” He turned away, thinking about his colleague Leonhard Aldo.
She kept her eyes on the road, but couldn’t help thinking about what the scientist had just told her. Had science advanced that far? It was so far removed from the world she lived in. As an expatriate living in Rome for so long, she didn’t even own a television. She didn’t have time to watch it anyway, considering all the late hours she spent watching people, trying to bring some normalcy to a world that often was far removed from any semblance of uniformity. She was glad that Professor Scala had confided in her. He obviously trusted her now. She only hoped she wouldn’t have to follow the orders she had been given.
Toni noticed the large blue sign for Innsbruck. They were still twenty kilometers away.
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On a nice clear day Innsbruck’s Hofgarten is a pleasant green park along a beautiful mountain river, with flowers compressed in long gardens, and curving walkways where lovers stroll hand-in-hand.
In the darkness, like it was now, the place took on a far more sinister appearance. In the winter and spring there were few lights along the paths, and those that were there did little to light the way.
Otto Bergen walked cautiously toward the heart of the park and stopped next to a small fountain that was not working. He lit a cigarette, the orange glow bouncing about the end of his mouth.
A moment later he heard movement to his left and he startled when the dark figure approached.
“A little jumpy, Otto?” Marcus Quinn said, moving uncomfortably close to the Austrian.
“Nobody comes to the Hofgarten at night this time of year,” Otto said, gazing nervously around him. He inhaled on his cigarette and then let it hang between his fingers at his side.
“I know. That’s why we’re meeting here.” The American nodded to his right. “It’s amazing more people don’t come here with polizei headquarters less than a block away.”
“What’s the point of standing in darkness?”
“Otto…you have no sense of adventure.”
“What is it that you want?” Bergen asked, rather irritated.
Quinn pulled his gun and aimed the silenced barrel right at Bergen’s mouth. “Don’t get short with me, motherfucker. I’ll show you terminal darkness.”
Bergen was scared. He’d never had a gun pointed at him, and he knew this man would just as soon pull the trigger as take another breath. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything.”
Quinn smiled and returned the gun to inside his jacket. “Relax, Otto. Jesus Christ, I was just giving you shit. You need to learn to settle down or you’ll have a fuckin’ coronary before you have a chance to take that damn solution of yours. Now that would be some God damn irony if you ask me. I can see the headlines now. ‘Company president dies before cure hits market.’ Hell of a shame.”
Bergen wasn’t sure where this was heading, but he had enough sense to keep his mouth shut. He flicked ashes to the wet grass and then stuck the cigarette into the side of his mouth.
Quinn’s attitude changed quickly from jocularity to grave concern. “I went to the airport to shadow the Italian researcher of yours, Giovanni Scala. He never showed.”
“You’re kidding.”
“I don’t fuck around when it comes to work or money. He didn’t show. The airline said he was a no-show in Milan.”
Bergen gazed off nervously and then settled on Quinn. “What about Leonhard Aldo’s apartment. He only lives a few blocks from here. Let’s see if he’s there. Scala hates to fly. He might have decided to take a train.”
“Save your breath,” Quinn said. He hesitated, thinking things over carefully, knowing exactly what Aldo’s apartment looked like. “I just came from there. Trust me. He wasn’t there. While I was there I looked around for Aldo’s research, but it wasn’t there either. He must have had everything with him in Italy.”
Bergen thought about leaving, forgetting about this man he knew little about. Things had gotten far too complicated. Everything was out of his hands and he didn’t like it a bit. He was used to controlling his own destiny, which is why he had started Tirol Genetics in the first place. He drew in the last of his smoke and then stamped out the butt in the grass. “We had a meeting in the morning,” Bergen finally muttered. “I expected Scala to present his findings to us. He must be there. Please. Do anything you can to get Scala to that meeting.”
Quinn looked surprised. “Anything?”
“Within reason.”
“If Scala is in this town I’ll find him.”
Bergen checked his watch. “I’ve got to go. I have that dinner meeting.”
Quinn nodded and slipped back into the darkness. Bergen walked off toward his car.
* * *
Back at his hotel room, Quinn closed the door behind him and threw the plastic card key against the mirror. He could hear the shower going in the back, so he slumped into a chair and pulled out the photos he had of his old partner. He smiled at the wild eyes the girl made as Murdock was about to enter her. When he had first found the young woman at Aldo’s apartment he had been surprised, and then he saw it as an opportunity. She spoke no English and very little German. All he understood, through hand gestures and the equipment she carried, was that she was Aldo’s maid.
He flipped to another photo. The one where he had made Murdock ejaculate all over her breasts. She had been so frightened he had almost achieved an erection himself. A poor maid trying to make a new life after escaping a stagnating Rumania. That’s all she had asked for. Death was so much easier.
The shower had shut down and the door opened. Ute came out naked, toweling herself off. She stopped briefly when she saw him in the chair, and then simply lifted the towel to concentrate on her long blonde hair. Her breasts bounced with each stroke, her nipples pointing rigidly toward Quinn.
“It’s about time you got back,” she said. “You get to have all the fun while I’m back here bored to death.”
“They found the car. Adams…alerted the polizei about the bomb. I don’t know how he knew.”
She sat down on the bed across from him, opening her legs to him. “He’s smarter than you think?”
“Not as smart as he thinks. I’ve still got a few more surprises for him.” He ran his eyes across her body, where she was curling the hair away from her vagina. “Save yourself, Ute. I want you to connect with Adams again tonight.”
She smiled with the thought, running her finger inside herself. “Ummm. That could be interesting.”
“Perhaps. But here’s what I want you to do….”
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Jake had found a Gasthof in Hungerburg, nestled a short drive along a winding road up the mountain, with a panoramic view of Innsbruck below.
He glanced out the open window at the road below, where he could see any car approaching from a great distance. He felt a little paranoid at his own caution, but then it wasn’t hard to remember the events of the last fifteen hours. He massaged the bump on the back of his head. The pain was still there, but seemed to be getting better each hour.
It was dark out now, the lights of the city shimmering off the river, as if diamonds were dancing across the water.
When he had made the decision to leave Oregon and take up residency in Innsbruck, he figured he deserved a slower pace, considering what had happened to him in Kurdistan. Thinking back on that experience, where he had stopped a plan by the Kurds to produce a new chemical weapon that could have changed the balance of power in the Middle East, and maybe even secure them an autonomous homeland, he wondered why he had risked his life for something he wasn’t totally set against. He wouldn’t have, either, if they hadn’t kidnapped a good friend of his. And now that he thought about it, the hundred thousand dollar reward had made it possible for him to pull up stakes and move to Innsbruck.
If someone had wanted to kill him, they could have done it by now. Humans are the easiest of prey when they don’t know it’s coming. Man had lost almost all of his instincts with the invention of gunpowder. No, Jake was sure someone wanted to play with him for a while and make him squirm. But why? That’s what he needed to find out.
He thought about the call he had gotten at his apartment as he was packing his bag to leave. He hadn’t planned on taking any security cases or computer consulting jobs for at least a month, yet somehow Otto Bergen had convinced him to at least meet and hear him out. Jake still wasn’t sure how the man had gotten his name and number, and that bothered him. Now that he knew Murdock had contacted Bergen, his choice to meet the man made even more sense. Somehow he knew Murdock’s company and Tirol Genetics were related. If not by blood, then marriage.
He closed the window and retreated back into the room. He was wearing new black jeans and a gray T-shirt. He sat on the edge of the bed and laced on a pair of Nike hiking shoes. He slung a leather holster over his head and left arm and then withdrew his CZ-75 9mm automatic, checked to make sure the clip was full and there was no round in the chamber, and returned the gun to its case. Picking up his black leather jacket, he checked his inside pocket to make sure his spare clip was there. Then he put on his coat and headed out the door.
The Gasthof Alpen had six rooms and a bar and restaurant on the first floor that was only open after four p.m. From the sound echoing back from the bar, the place was a local hangout. Which suited Jake fine. The old couple who owned the place had not even asked his nationality when he checked in and paid his bill in Austrian Shillings.
The Ambras Restaurant was in the old town, so he’d have to park out by the river and walk the last block. He found a spot and headed off. A breeze flowed swiftly across his face, forcing him pull up his collar. The dark swirling clouds overhead gave the city a dismal appearance.
Tourists were out in droves, walking along the cobblestone lanes in large groups, still wearing their ski clothes like proud armor after conquering the slopes.
He waited outside the restaurant, checking out the menu like he had never been there before. He was still early. Bergen had said he’d wait at the bar for him, and Jake could recognize him because of his hair. He was gray down the middle, and the sides were still dark brown. Jake half expected to see a skunk sitting on the shoulders of a man in a three piece suit. But when he went inside and saw a man swiveling on a bar stool nursing a beer, the gray was barely noticeable. And he wasn’t wearing a suit. Like Jake, he wore casual clothes. Khakis and a sweater. Loafers.
“Mr. Adams?” the man asked, reaching his hand out.
Jake nodded, shook the man’s tentative grasp, and ordered himself a beer.
When Jake’s beer came, they took a seat at a table in the restaurant that Herr Bergen had reserved.
Jake studied the man carefully. He was in his late forties or early fifties, he guessed. He seemed to be in decent shape, yet it was apparent he had been in better condition. His jaw was strong, but a fold of fat had invaded his neck just below his chin. His eyes were gray like his sweater, yet seemed to shift nervously toward the door as people came and went.
Bergen lit a cigarette with a gold lighter, offered Jake one, and then set the pack on the table. “I suppose you’re wondering why I asked you here?”
Jake leaned back and crossed his arms. “I get a lot of calls like yours. I was wondering how you got my number, though.”
Bergen took a long draw on his cigarette and washed it down with a sip of beer. “Understandable,” he said, tentatively. “You applied for a work visa.”
“True. But why would you look at the consulate for what you needed done? There must be a few locals to help you out.” Jake knew of only a few private consultants in Innsbruck, most with law enforcement backgrounds, and none that he knew of with his computer and intel experience.
Bergen smiled. “You are good.”
“And who told you that?”
“That’s confidential.” Bergen brightened the tip of his cigarette.
Jake rose and started to leave. The man grabbed his arm and Jake twisted his wrist, caught the guy’s pinky and turned it back. When Bergen lowered himself back into his own chair, Jake let go, staring at him callously.
“I’m sorry, Mr. Adams,” Bergen said. “I didn’t mean to insult you.” He rubbed feeling back into his fingers.
“I’m not insulted. Just cautious.” He thought about leaving, and he would have, but the man seemed to sink even further into the chair, as if he were being sucked into a black hole and there wasn’t a damn thing he could do about it. Jake sat down again. “Well?”
“A friend of mine told me about you,” he said, painfully. “Franz Martini. The Tirol Criminal Commissioner.”
“We’ve met.”
“That’s what he said,” Bergen said, gaining more strength. “He told me you’ve run into a little bad luck since arriving in Innsbruck.”
That was an understatement. “Bad luck is one thing. Unfortunately all of my troubles were man-made. So, Martini told you about me.” Jake wondered just how much of his background the Tirolean captain had given out. “What exactly do you need me for?”
The man gazed around the room and then centered his eyes on Jake. He lit a new cigarette from the old one and snubbed out the butt. “A man who works for me was killed this morning.”
Jake thought about his old acquaintance he had found that morning in the alley, Allen Murdock. It seemed more like days ago. “Who was this man? And what did he do for you?”
“His name was Leonhard Aldo. He was my geneticist. Perhaps you’ve heard of him. He was recently nominated for the Nobel Prize.”
That one threw Jake. “Afraid not. You said he was killed. How?”
“In a car accident in northern Italy. But I don’t think it was an accident.”
“Why not?”
“He was a cautious man. A good driver. He wouldn’t have been going as fast as they said he was. Not on that road.”
Thinking about leaving again, Jake instead leaned back and finished his beer. “I don’t know how I can help you. I don’t normally look into car accidents. People make mistakes every day. He was a scientist. Maybe his mind was drifting off, thinking about some strange problem.”
“I don’t think so.” The man’s voice had an edge to it, like he was being blown off and didn’t like it one bit.
“You think he was forced off the road.”
“Yes.”
“Why?”
The Austrian looked around again, seeing if anyone was listening. “He had just completed one of the most important studies ever conducted. The results would not only assure him the Nobel, but would also change millions of lives worldwide. He was set to confirm his results with me in the morning.”
“And you think someone killed him and stole his work?” Now that’s something Jake did specialize in. “What do you want me to do?”
Letting out a big sigh, the businessman seemed to elevate in his chair slightly. Then he took out a pen and paper. “You have a computer, I imagine? What’s your e-mail address? I’ll send you everything you need. Background on Leonhard. A brief summary of what he was working on. You name it. I’d like you to look over the info and then come by the office in the morning around nine. We’ll discuss compensation at that time.”
Jake told him his address, and then memorized Otto Bergen’s as well. He thought about bringing up Murdock’s murder, but decided against it. Adjusting his thoughts on the man across from him, Jake knew Bergen knew more than he was saying.
Bergen started to get up to go, when Jake pulled on the man’s sleeve. “You said something about dinner?” Jake reminded him.
Smiling, Bergen pulled out five hundred Shillings and dropped it on the table. “I suggest the lamb. It’s a specialty here. I’m sorry I can’t stay. I forgot about another commitment.”
Jake shrugged as the businessman said goodbye and walked out.
Seconds after Bergen went out the door, a tall blonde woman dressed in tight jeans and short leather coat entered and looked around. The same one he had taken to his apartment the night before. He only wished he remembered her name. She noticed him and walked directly over, taking Bergen’s old chair.
“We keep running into each other,” she said. “Must be an omen.”
* * *
Back by the river, Otto Bergen got into his silver Mercedes and was about to turn the ignition when there was a tapping on his window. He startled until he realized it was the American, Quinn, who was telling him to open the passenger door.
Bergen did as he was told, and the man quietly got in and turned in the leather chair toward the Austrian.
“What did Adams say?” Quinn asked, glaring at Bergen with devious intensity.
“He’ll do it.” Bergen wasn’t in the mood for games. He just wanted to get rid of this sick bastard as soon as possible.
“Of course he will.” Quinn seemed to look right through him. “I know what you’re thinking before you do. You’re wondering why we’d want a man like Jake Adams working for us. That’s the beauty, you see. We keep him on a tether so we can pull him back at any time. His fucking wings are useless.”
“He seemed like a normal enough man to me,” Bergen said. The truth was he thought he could like Adams if he got to know him.
Quinn was astounded. “Normal? That man ruined my life because of his overt sense of loyalty and responsibility. Honor and integrity are, I believe, the words some had used to describe him.”
“He was an officer in your Air Force and with your government agency,” Bergen said, trying to defend Adams.
Quinn turned away and gazed out toward the river, which could only be seen by the lights shining from the buildings across it. “He’s still with the government, I’m sure of it.” Then he muttered softly to himself, “Whether he knows it or not.”
Bergen stared at the back of the man’s head wondering what he really wanted from him.
Finally, Quinn got out and leaned back inside. “I want his e-mail address.”
Bergen gave it to him.
“I’ll see you in the morning,” Quinn said. It came out more like a warning than anything else. He quietly shut the door and disappeared into the darkness.
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Rolling off the bed, Jake slipped into a pair of sweats, gazing briefly at the woman sleeping with the covers pulled up to her neck.
He clicked on a small lamp, sat at the table, and flipped open his laptop computer. As the system warmed up to the Windows prompt, Jake glanced back at the woman who had just rolled to her side. The two of them had shared dinner on Bergen, downed a few more beers, and then found their way back to his room a few hours ago. He still didn’t know her name, which hadn’t seemed important during the course of recumbent gymnastics.
Her purse lay on the table next to him. He reached for it and pulled his hand back. His curiosity was more a reaction to caution than any great need to know.
He looked at the Windows screen and then back at the woman in his bed. She was definitely a looker, that he couldn’t deny. Maybe that had also been a reason for signals to go up. She had been so loose with her body and so scant with any background information, like a married woman whose older husband could no longer pleasure her.
On the computer, Jake accessed his mail and then scrolled down the document he had just received from Otto Bergen. The e-mail document was a complete history of his company, Tirol Genetics, and also biographical information on Leonhard Aldo, the company’s geneticist. Jake was impressed. The man was only in his early fifties, yet he had already discovered a genetic link for Down Syndrome, and two other birth defects. His most recent study involving the small population in northern Italy would have been his most important breakthrough. A cure for heart disease. Was that even possible, Jake wondered.
Jake heard a small buzzing and he checked the lines on his computer. Nothing seemed out of order. He had hitched up his laptop to his cell phone, so he had access to his e-mail. Maybe the buzzing noise was a result of the power difference from the internal adapter.
While he was online, he decided to check the Web for Tirol Genetics on the Zurich exchange. He downloaded a brief summary on the company, including a stock history for each of the last four quarters, plus the three, five and ten year figures. Then he pulled up the same thing on the New York Stock Exchange.
He had just saved those to his hard drive when his screen flashed a message. “Hey, Jake. Getting sloppy.”
“What the hell?” Jake said aloud.
He clicked the roller ball and started to get off the system, when his computer started making a noise.
“Shit!”
Finding the telephone line at the back, Jake yanked it out. The screen froze and the sound stopped.
He just stared at the screen. “What in the hell was that?” he whispered.
He reboot his system, clicked on his utilities program and started scanning for viruses or any other intrusion on his system. After a couple of minutes, the program reported no viruses found. He thought about the sound he had heard. It was as though someone had started to copy his hard drive. Not good. Considering how long the sound had been, the person couldn’t have taken much. He had a few things on his system he probably shouldn’t have had, like access numbers for various government agency databases. But those were hidden on the end of innocuous documents on a secret hard-drive partition, so those were safe. Regardless, he wasn’t too happy that someone had tried to violate his system. It was almost as bad as catching an intruder sneaking through your living room window. Only he couldn’t take a shot at this person. He thought about the note in his car earlier in the day, and the fake bomb. Someone really wanted to piss him off, and they were succeeding.
Then an idea struck him. He called up a number on his computer for the Austrian telephone company, found his account, and located the last call to his number. He memorized the number and then went to Innsbruck’s phone book online. Punching in the number, the account popped up on the screen.
“Damn it!” That would help but there had to be three to four hundred rooms at the Innsbruck Tirol Hotel. It was interesting that the call had come from Murdock’s hotel.
He tried accessing the hotel computer system to see which room might have made the call, but he was denied access. He was able to find occupancy. There were over a hundred and fifty people staying there currently.
He turned off the computer and stared at the blank screen for a moment. Then his eyes wandered back to the woman’s purse. He looked at her again. She was still asleep, her back turned away from him. Deftly, he found her wallet, scanned her driver’s license, and then put it back where he found it. He couldn’t believe it. How could she?
Going to the window, he looked out over the city lights. Now he’d have to reassess his investigation. When he turned Ute had rolled to her back, the covers off of her completely.
“I could sure use something to drink,” she said, running her hands across the empty sheets. “Could you go to the bar for a bottle of wine?”
Without answering, Jake slung on his jacket over his bare skin, slipped on his shoes, and headed out.
When he was gone, Ute went to her purse and retrieved a computer disk. She turned on Jake’s computer and prompted it to hurry up, slamming her hand on the table, her bare breasts bouncing with each hit.
The computer’s Windows screen flashed on. She went into the file manager, typed in a wildcard, dropped the disk into its slot, and started copying all text files, zipping them onto the three and a half. After that was done, she went into DOS to search for hidden files.
“Clever boy,” she muttered. She copied a few other files, retrieved her disk, shut off the computer, and shoved her disk deep into her purse. Then she hurried back into bed, leaning against the headboard.
Less than a minute later Jake came in carrying a green bottle of Mosel Riesling, already opened, and two glasses. He smiled at Ute in the bed.
“I hope you haven’t started without me,” Jake said. “I’d hate to miss out on anything.” He poured the two glasses, set them and the bottle on the table, and then threw his leather jacket across a chair and kicked off his shoes. Then he looked back at the chair for a moment, curiously.
He picked up the glasses and went to the bed, handing one to her. “This should do the trick.”
She smiled at him and downed half the glass before setting it onto a night stand. She reached over and slowly lowered his sweats.
Jake helped his sweats to the floor and then took a long drink of wine, finishing his.
She took him into her mouth, guiding him into bed.
* * *
Much later, when she had finished her drink he had spiked, she lay completely passed out. Jake went over to her purse, looked at her driver’s license and other credentials, and found the computer disk. He had been right. He glanced around the room, thinking what to do. Of course. He turned on the computer, and after it had warmed up, put Ute’s disk into the drive and checked the directory. Damn. She had taken most of his text files. He quickly reformatted the disk. Then he smiled as he downloaded a file to it and returned the disk to her purse.
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Dr. Leonhard Aldo lived a block from the New University in a third-floor apartment, just a short walk to Innsbruck’s old town. Toni Contardo and Professor Giovanni Scala had stopped on the outskirts of town at a little restaurant for dinner, sharing a few bottles of wine and conversation after that. She had come to like the man, and to understand how someone could dedicate his entire life discovering secrets to human afflictions that normal people simply took as a fact of life. Scala had been subdued, questioning her often on how someone could take the life of such a brilliant man. She could never find a good answer for that.
The two of them hesitated for a moment in the subdued light of the corridor that led to Aldo’s place. The ends of each hall had a staircase with fine wood rails and marble floors, and the entire floor they stood on was a brilliant magenta marble that looked new, despite over a hundred years of treading.
She stepped forward cautiously, her right hand inside her purse gripping her gun. She stopped at Aldo’s door and placed her hand against it, as if feeling for any danger within.
Professor Scala looked confused. “What’s the matter?” he said aloud, his voice echoing down the corridor.
She shushed him with her finger and a nasty glare. Then she checked the door lever, slowly swinging it downward. It quietly clicked open. It wasn’t locked. That was strange. She whispered for him to wait behind, as she swung the door in and entered the dark room.
Inside, the room was partially visible from the lights of the city streaming in through the windows that overlooked the old town. The room was cold. Almost like the outside air itself. She found a small lamp and clicked it on, exposing a room in shambles. Sofa cushions lay on the floor crudely dissected, the stuffing littered across the carpet like confetti. A forest of papers and magazines were scattered among crumpled clothes.
Toni pulled her gun and stepped through the room.
“My God,” the professor gasped behind her.
Toni turned. “I told you to stay outside,” she whispered loudly.
He thought about leaving, but seemed to be mesmerized by the destroyed room.
She made her way around the room. Even the dirt had been scooped from under the plants, which now drooped over as if searching for water.
“Close the door,” Toni demanded. When he did it, she continued toward a back room. She guessed it was the bedroom.
She swiftly put her shoulder to the door, flipped on the light and probed the room with her gun. Immediately, she saw the woman on the bed. She was naked, her legs spread apart and tied to the end posts. Her arms were also tied, her wrists bloodied from a struggle.
Toni moved closer, returning her gun to her purse. The woman’s dark hair was matted and strewn across a face with prominent cheek bones. Tape was wrapped around her mouth.
“Oh, my God.” Scala had followed her into the bedroom.
“Do you know her?” Toni asked.
He was in shock. He hunched his shoulders and looked confused. “I don’t know. I think it’s Leonhard’s maid. She came in twice a week, even when he wasn’t here. To water the plants. But I only met her once.”
She moved closer to the woman, put on a leather glove from her purse, and gently touched the body in a few places. “Someone broke her neck. See the bruises along the sides?”
“We must call the polizei,” the professor said, starting toward the outer room.
“No,” Toni yelled softly. She started toward Scala when she noticed something under a table next to a chair in the corner of the room. She knelt down and picked up a photo. It was a picture of a tall man entering the woman, who at the time was still alive. She looked back toward the woman, stooped down slightly, and then stood and turned toward the professor. Without saying a word, she grabbed his arm and escorted him out, shutting off the lights along the way.
When they were outside and settled into Toni’s car, she finally let him speak.
“Why did we leave?” he asked, exasperated.
She didn’t answer. She simply drove off slowly and continued driving until they entered the onramp to the autobahn heading east. She shifted the gears quickly, reaching a reasonable cruising speed. Not knowing where she was going didn’t bother her. But Professor Scala was getting nervous, she could tell.
“This is worse than I thought,” she said. “Did you have a maid come into your place in Milano as well?”
He swiveled his head. “No. I don’t keep plants. And I’m usually not there long enough to make much of a mess.”
She drove on, not wondering where she was going, but not really caring either. Anyplace was better than where she had been. She had seen far worse in her years with the old Agency, the new CIA now, yet it didn’t soften the blow any. She needed to get Professor Scala to a safe location. Someone wanted what he had, and would stop at nothing to get it. That was certain. Bringing the day’s events into focus, her mind clicked as to the sequence of what happened first. The maid in the Innsbruck apartment had been dead for more than a day, considering how stiff the body was. So the maid was killed yesterday. The killers find nothing there, so they go to the Dolomites to find Leonhard Aldo, where they run him off the road. They don’t find what they need there, so they go directly to Milano to kidnap Professor Scala. If that’s true, then she and the professor have seen the killers. That wasn’t a comforting thought, but it gave her something to look for. She could at least recognize them coming.
She drove away from the city and into the darkness of countryside.
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In the hills west of Mainz was a stone estate that looked down on the city and the Rhine River. The place had been in Andreas Kraft’s family for over three hundred years. There was a vineyard spread out down the hills to the north, a stable, unused now, to the south, and for the last ten years, an enclosed swimming pool and spa off the backside of the house, which looked out of place against the dark gray stone of the main structure. To those driving by on Autobahn 60 a few kilometers north of the expansive estate, the house, if seen at all through the thick oaks, looked like a castle.
It was midnight, and since Andreas Kraft owned Richten Pharmaceuticals, he wasn’t worried about having to go to work in the morning. Besides, on Fridays he liked to stroll in around ten. He reasoned that his employees had to see some advantage to his stature, or they would have no incentive to advance.
Kraft had just finished swimming laps and then took a long hot tub, before slipping into a sweat suit and walking across the lawn to look out over the city. He was on his second bottle of wine, one of his best Rieslings from his private stock.
He was of average height, and in his youth was on the verge of making the German Olympic Team, until a hamstring injury slowed him down. Now he was content with swimming to stay in shape, for his vices kept piling on.
He lit a cigarette and leaned against a brick wall, where the terrain sloped down sharply in a tangle of thick bushes that were barely visible in the dark. Further down the hill was a plum orchard owned by Kraft’s neighbor. The lights from the car wound up the paved drive slowly, were out of sight for a moment as it rounded the cliff, and then appeared in a few seconds in the drive across the yard.
Nikolaus Hahn, Kraft’s operations officer at Richten, was right on time, as usual. He had called earlier in the evening, saying he had something important to discuss, and set up the meeting at midnight. Hahn walked gingerly across the dewy grass toward his boss. He was wearing dark slacks and a v-neck sweater. His expression of incertitude belied his normal assertive look.
“Would you like some wine, Nick?” Kraft asked, holding out the bottle.
His associate shook his head. “You might need that after we talk.” Hahn came up alongside the stone wall and watched the cars zip by on the autobahn. Each time he came there, he couldn’t understand how his boss tolerated the constant drone of the cars.
Kraft finished his cigarette and stamped it into the grass. “What’s so important that we have to meet out here in the dark? I think my hair, what little is left of it, has frozen.” He smiled and his perfect white teeth seemed to glow in the darkness.
Hahn turned toward his boss. “Murdock is dead.”
“What?”
“He’s dead.” He hesitated to let it sink in. “He was shot last night in Innsbruck.”
“Was he robbed?”
Hahn shook his head. “I don’t think so. I got a call from the polizei there. He was murdered, but they’re not sure who did it. The information was sketchy. He was found in an alley early this morning with most of his chest blown away. It’s a crazy world we live in.”
Kraft poured himself another glass of wine. “Are you sure you don’t want some of this?”
“You have anything stronger?”
Kraft smiled and withdrew a metal flask from his pocket and handed it to his friend.
After a quick swig of schnapps, Hahn leaned against the wall. “What will we do now? Murdock was supposed to secure the deal with Tirol Genetics. You don’t think someone’s trying to move in on our deal?”
“I don’t know. What do you think? But would someone kill for it?” Kraft lit another cigarette. “I’ll call Bergen in the morning to make sure everything is going as scheduled. But I’ll need you to go to Innsbruck for me. Make sure we’re covered. I’m not going to leave anything to chance. Not now. Our American partners are counting on us to bring the deal to market in Europe as soon as possible. I’ve already greased the proper authorities in Berlin, so we’re ready there. I won’t allow someone else to work their way into the picture. You might need a little protection in Austria, so I’ll arrange a few escorts to go along with you. Go home. Get a few hours sleep. I’ll have a man pick you up at four.”
“We have a contract,” Hahn reminded him. “Are you sure you don’t want one of our lawyers to come along for the ride?”
Kraft laughed. “I don’t think the law is what we need right now.”
* * *
The jazz band had played a full hour set and had just taken its first break in the tiny club in downtown Kaiserslautern, a short distance from Ramstein Air Base, the U.S. Air Force’s headquarters in Europe.
Sergeant Deshia Lyons was sitting alone, sipping a glass of wine when the older black man came up to her table. His hair was short, barely above the scalp, with specks of silver that shimmered in the narrow beam of light shining down on the table. A thick bank of smoke hung in the air like a nuclear cloud.
“Could I buy you a drink?” the man asked.
Deshia Lyons smiled. “What’s the OSI doing out so late? Don’t you guys need your beauty sleep?”
“Shhhh…” The man sunk into a chair next to her. “I’m undercover.”
She laughed. “Baby, you got some work to do. You sure as hell don’t wear Dockers and cardigan to a jazz club. You’re liable to get killed. And those glasses. Strictly birth control. We’re talkin’ no perpetuation of the spook species here.”
“Very funny, Deshia.” He leaned back in his chair, checking out people at other tables nearby. “When you gonna come to work for me?”
“You mean so I can get to wear funky clothes like you instead of my uniform?”
“That’s right.” He laughed and then took a sip of his beer. “What are you doing in a place like this alone? You trying to get lucky?”
“With a woman, there’s no luck involved.”
“True.” He looked around the room again, which seemed to be getting more crowded. “I need to ask you a few questions.”
“You mean this isn’t a social call?”
“You know I’m married.” He shriveled back into his chair with that revelation. Married, yes, but his wife had gone back to the States over a year and a half ago, after only four months in Germany. And he knew Sergeant Lyons knew this, since she had processed some paperwork on his behalf.
She drank a little wine as she studied him. She had first met Major Stan Jordan when she processed him into the base two years ago. Jordan, special agent in charge of the Ramstein Office of Special Investigations detachment, had been an aircraft maintenance officer before retraining. Over the past two years she had been his trusted agent when he needed information from the personnel department. In his position he could have chosen anyone, but for some reason they had hit it off immediately. They had a friendly relationship. Now, she saw something in his expression that she hadn’t seen before. He seemed nervous.
“What’s the matter?” she asked.
“I don’t want to ask you this, but I have to. You understand?”
By now the band had started picking up their instruments and were ready to start playing again.
“Can we get out of here?” he asked.
They got up and headed for the door.
* * *
Parked a half a block from the jazz bar, the large bald man with a big nose watched the Turkish woman on the sidewalk stroll up to the two skinheads seductively. She was tall and slim and wore tight black jeans and a leather jacket snug at the waist with puffy sleeves. Her high heels jacked her body even higher and accentuated a firm, tight buttocks.
Wolfgang laughed to himself in the car. “Sorry bastards.”
One of the skinheads touched the Turk’s breast. She swiftly kicked him in the balls, extracted a knife from her sleeve, and waved it in the face of the other man, who was backing up now, pulling his injured friend with him.
The Turk walked back and got in the car with the German.
“You like to fuck with children like that?” Wolfgang asked her.
Ulrica raised her chin defiantly. “They act so tough in a group.” She flipped her knife out again. “I’ll cut their balls off if they try to fuck with me.”
“Take it easy,” Wolfgang said. “We need to keep an eye out for that black man.” He nodded toward the entrance of the jazz club. “Here he comes now.”
* * *
There was a small group of late teens hanging around the entrance, smoking and pushing one another. Skinheads looking for a perfect target. Jordan and Deshia walked off in the opposite direction.
When they had gotten out of earshot, Deshia said, “Well, what can I do for you?”
“I understand you know a former Captain Allen Murdock.”
“Is that a question?”
“It’s a fact.” His attitude seemed more grave.
“Yeah, I knew him. We worked in the same squadron before he got out.”
“So you know he’s dead.”
“Why do you say that?”
“You said knew. That you knew him. If he was alive, you’d say you know him.”
“You’re getting smarter, major,” she said, knowing all OSI agents hated to be called by their rank. “So, what’s your point?”
“We got official notification around noon today that Murdock was murdered in Austria. Since he still had a military obligation, the state department thought we should know.”
“That’s bullshit.” She stopped and stared him down, thinking about her conversation with Jake Adams that morning. “What’s this really about? We wouldn’t recall Murdock unless World War III were about to break out. What was he up to?”
Special Agent Jordan started walking and she followed. “I can’t tell you that.”
“My clearance is the same as yours,” she reminded him.
“Yes, but you don’t have the need to know.”
“Then our conversation is over.” She started to cross the street.
“Wait.” He pulled her back by her sleeve.
They started walking again.
Finally he said, “Tell me about Jake Adams. How do you know him?”
Now things were getting a little strange. She hadn’t heard from Adams in years, and now she talks to the man that morning, helps him find some information, and then the OSI is questioning her. Something wasn’t right. “Captain Adams worked with me in our squadron before he got out. That was years ago. Why do you ask about him?”
He smiled and stopped outside an electronics shop and gazed into the window at computers and televisions. At the same time, he noticed a man across the street in the reflection. He was a large man, completely bald. The man had stopped when they had. “I know you talked with Adams this morning,” he said, watching for her reaction in the corner of his eye, while keeping track of the bald man.
She slapped him across the arm. “You bastard. You were monitoring my phone.”
“Take it easy, Deshia. It was a random thing. One of our agents heard Murdock’s name and started listening more carefully.”
“Yeah, right. So then Murdock was up to something with you?”
He hated to admit it, but she had caught him. “This is my car. We need to go for a ride.” He unlocked the door of an older blue Ford.
“I live two blocks from here. We can go there.”
“No.” He glanced across and saw the bald man stopped, lighting a cigarette. “Get in. I don’t have time to explain.”
Reluctantly, she got in. He hurried around to the driver’s side and they sped off. He checked his rearview mirror and noticed the man scrambling across the street and hop into the passenger side of an Opel Omega that had pulled away from the curb. He had been so intent on watching the man, that he had not even noticed the car up the street.
“What in the hell is going on?” she yelled.
He turned right, picking up speed. “Murdock was a civilian. But he was working for us, too. He was in Austria securing a deal for his employer in Mainz. Richten Pharmaceuticals. That’s all I can tell you.”
They were going faster than she felt comfortable going, so she looked behind to see why he was checking the mirror so often. “Who the hell is that behind us?”
“I don’t know. I’ve got my suspicions though. I’ve been dogged by this man and woman for a few days. I’ve let them stay close while I check into them. But it’s time to take them for a little ride.” He yanked on the wheel and the car lurched to the left around a corner, and then a block later he turned right and picked up speed.
“You wanna lose these guys take a right,” she said.
He hesitated.
“Trust me. I know this town.”
He turned right.
“Now turn left into that alley.”
He did. In a block they came out and were on a service road for a park.
“Turn left onto that road.”
“That’s not a damn road.”
“Do it!”
He did as she said, but he could see that a block ahead the road ended. “It’s a dead end.”
“Jump the curb.”
He jammed it into third and the car easily hopped over the curb.
“Now turn off your lights and follow the trail.”
Glancing at her for a split second, he did as she said. They were now on a wide brick walking path that dissected the park. It was lit by lamps spaced evenly, staggered on either side. When they reached the other side of the park, he dropped off the curb and slowly cruised off. He had lost them.
“Now what in the hell was that all about?” she asked.
“How well do you know Jake Adams?”
“We had a relationship much like you and me. He was one of those officers who didn’t make me feel like a lowly airman. I respected him.”
“What do you know about him?”
She shrugged. “I heard he worked for the CIA after getting out of the Air Force. If that’s what you mean.”
“Anything else?”
“He told me he has a private security firm. Why all the interest in him?”
“I need to know if I can trust him. I trust your judgment.”
“I’m beginning to question my judgment of you.”
He frowned.
“You might want to turn the lights back on,” she said.
“Shit.” Embarrassed, he pulled on the lights.
They drove around the mostly empty streets until Special Agent Jordan found a quiet neighborhood that was extremely dark, and he parked between two cars.
She looked at Jordan and wasn’t sure what to think. She was excited about what had just happened, and couldn’t help feeling turned on about this man, even though she knew it would never work out between them. Their relationship was probably relegated to flirtations and nothing more.
“Maybe I should have stuck with fixing F-16s,” he said. “All I would have lost there was my hearing. I’ve lost my wife coming here, and now I could lose even more.”
“What do you mean?”
“This operation I’m currently involved with. It’s more than it seems. You’ve seen my record, Deshia. I’ve always followed orders. You know the drill. Salute smartly and carry on. Like a fucking robot. All of us. You try to question anything and they call you a rogue. Insubordinate.”
She looked confused. “I really don’t understand.”
“You’re the only one I can trust,” he said. “My orders were verbal. They came from a source that wouldn’t normally be involved with such things. At least I don’t think so. Anyway, I’ve got two choices. I can follow the orders, or face losing my Air Force career. What do you think I should do?”
Deshia Lyons wasn’t sure what to think. She had feelings for this man, so she wasn’t totally impartial. The Air Force meant a lot to her, but her conscience even more. “I still don’t understand. But let’s ask one question. Is this a legal order? Because if it is, then you have to follow it.”
“Even if it means people will die,” he shot back.
“You’re an officer in the most powerful Air Force in the world, Major Jordan,” she said, emphasizing the Major. “Throughout history military personnel have been asked to kill for their country. What’s changed?”
He thought that over. “That’s true, Deshia. But this is different. I have no problem shooting my enemy, assuming I know who that is. Yet, that’s exactly my problem. I’m talking about civilians here. How do I know this is my enemy when everything tells me it’s not?”
“Then you got a problem, baby.”
“Thanks for your concern.”
She reached over and put a hand on his arm. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that.”
He let out a deep sigh. “I shouldn’t burden you with my problems. It’s just been eating at me ever since I started dealing with Murdock and Richten Pharmaceuticals. I thought the OSI would be different than this. Maybe catch some dopers, drop kick an embezzler or two…”
“What are your feelings about fraternization?” she said, smiling at him.
He eased up and laughed inside. “You always know how to make me smile,” he said. “Maybe I needed that more than anything from you. I’ll have to deal with these moral issues on my own.” He put his hand on hers. “I better get you home. I take it Friday’s still a work day at the headquarters?”
“That’s good,” she said. “Remember, I have access to your records. I believe you’re up for promotion in six months. I’d hate to have some bogus info show up in those records.”
He laughed. “I believe you’d do that.”
“Damn straight.”
He started the car and drove her back to her place, parking out front of her tall brick apartment building.
“I’ve got to get going,” he said. “But I’d like you to promise me something. If anything happens to me, open this safe deposit box in the main Deutsche Bank in K-town.” He handed her a key.
She took the key from him.
“Don’t ask what’s in it,” he said.
“You’re going to Innsbruck?” she asked.
He checked his watch. “Leaving in a few hours.”
“You can trust Jake Adams. He’s as good as they get.”
He nodded. “I checked his military record, but as you know they can be deceiving.”
She got out and leaned back in. “Say hi to Jake for me.”
“I will. If I can find him.”
She looked at the key in her hand. “Come by when you get back. We’ve got some unfinished business.”
“I promise.”
She closed the door and watched the car pull away from the curb. She wanted to go with him. Maybe he’ll turn back and ask her. The glow from the tail lights faded off in the distance.
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Sitting back in his chair shuffling through papers, Franz Martini wondered how his city could go for more than a year without one murder, and then in the course of twenty-four hours have two, plus the shooting of two of his men at the funeral home. Both had died following surgery. It didn’t make sense.
There was a light tap on the door.
“Come in,” Martini said without conviction.
Martini’s younger associate, Jack Donicht, strolled in and took a seat across the desk from his boss. It was after midnight and it showed in both of their eyes.
Donicht was a few years out of the Austrian army where he had been a lieutenant in the military police. His thick, dark hair had grown out some since then, but he still had the stiff upper body demeanor and the straight posture of a soldier. Something that never changed even with time in some people.
“What do you have for me, Jack?” the criminal commissioner asked. “And it better be good news.”
Donicht sunk deeper into the chair, recovered, and then said, “I don’t know about that, Herr Commissioner.” He had a folder in his hands and he opened it and flipped through a few pages. “The woman was Frau Petre Romansi. A putzfrau working for Leonhard Aldo. It appears she was in the wrong place at the wrong time. Her neck was broken, but not before she was beaten repeatedly and violated through every orifice on her body. We took samples for DNA testing.”
“Aldo. That name is familiar. Have you contacted him yet?”
Donicht pulled out a sheet of paper. “His name was familiar to me too. He was a local celebrity of sorts. Recently nominated for the Nobel Prize. The paper did an article on him.”
“Yes, I remember.”
“The problem is, Aldo won’t be around to see what the Nobel committee does. He died this morning in a car accident on the Dolomite road in Italy.”
“Let me see that.” Martini reached across the desk and swiped the report. It was a fax from the Italian Carabiniere in Bolzano. He scanned it quickly and then let it fall to his desk.
Studying his boss carefully, Donicht said, “What’s the matter?”
“This is too much of a coincidence. Aldo’s maid is killed maybe two days ago. Then Aldo, on his way back to Innsbruck, runs off the road. And what about the American, Allen Murdock. Does he fit into this somewhere?”
“I contacted the American consulate in Frankfurt like you asked,” Donicht said, looking for another piece of paper. “They said they’d make notification to Murdock’s wife. They also put me in contact with…” He searched the paper. “Special Agent Stan Jordan. He’s with the U.S. Air Force OSI. I understand they investigate crimes against American airmen.”
Martini looked confused. “Murdock wasn’t in the military. Was he?” At least that’s what Jake Adams had told him.
“I don’t believe so. But they did mention Murdock was still in the reserves. Maybe that’s why they’re sending him here.”
The polizei captain turned sharply. “What do you mean sending him?”
Donicht searched for his words. “I suspect…I would guess they want someone here to make sure everything is handled….”
“I understand. I just don’t need someone breathing down my neck.” The captain leaned back. Something made no sense. This entire case was beginning to stink. Someone kills Murdock, an old associate of Jake Adams. And now they were sending someone from the American Air Force to investigate. “Did you get a hold of Jake Adams like I asked?”
“I was hoping you wouldn’t ask that,” Donicht said with angst. “I took a couple men to his apartment. He wasn’t there. It looks like he picked up and left. His clothes are gone, the whole works. His car is still sitting out front, though. I guess he was afraid to drive it after what happened.” He tried to laugh.
Martini had almost forgotten about the fake bombing to scare Jake Adams. But he didn’t believe for a minute it would have shook a man like Adams. It was more likely the man went on the offensive, making him less of a target. “Did you check hotels in town.”
“Yes, sir. In fact, I checked from Axams to Wattens. Nothing. First I asked for him by name, and then I asked for any American fitting his description. Still nothing.”
“Adams is smarter than that,” Martini assured him. “If he wanted to get lost, he could, according to what I’ve heard about the man. I suspect he’s staying in a gasthaus close by, under an assumed name, and he’ll pay in cash. Probably Deutsche Marks or Swiss Francs. His German is excellent, so they would never guess he was American. Damn it.”
“Do you think Adams is involved?”
Martini pondered that, and then said, “He’s involved whether he likes it or not. Someone’s making sure of that. Go home. Get some rest. You’ll need it. In the morning I want you to find out everything you can about Leonhard Aldo. At the same time, I want you to send someone to every gasthaus in the area. Show them Adams’ picture. The one we took at the funeral home. Find him. When you do reach him, detain him for me. I want another talk with the man.”
Donicht nodded and left. When he was gone, Martini rose and went over to the leather sofa. He sat down and tried to clear his mind of all thought, but it was useless. Too much had happened, and the entire case was his responsibility. Two of his men had been killed in the line of duty, and the faces of their widows following his notification would forever float in his mind, only to be called up in haunting reminder when his own doubt stabbed at his heart. He clicked off the light and lay down. He struggled to gain strength, but all he could hear was the beating of his own heart.
* * *
Jake lay in darkness, the blonde next to him in bed mumbling something childishly in her dreams. Her arm was over the top of him, her fingernails imbedded in his chest hairs, and her warm breasts pressed firmly against his back.
He thought about what he had found in her purse. Ute was a fairly common German name. Not something to make him suspicious, certainly. Even her last name, Kirsche, was nothing out of the ordinary. And he could have simply left it at that until he noticed the woman’s address. She lived at 22 Feldbergstrasse in Frankfurt, the same address his old friend Sergeant Lyons had given him for Allen Murdock. Deshia had also said Murdock’s wife’s name was Ute. If Jake had been a completely amoral person, this dilemma wouldn’t bother him. So what if he had slept with the wife of a former colleague who had been murdered? The problem was, he still had a few morals nagging at him somewhere. And the fact remained that he had also had sex with her just hours after the man had been killed, pulled away from her splendid nakedness to find the man in the alley. That, he realized, had been more than a coincidence. His only problem now was determining how much she knew and when she knew it.
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The Boston office of The Journal of Cardiovascular Medicine was far less prestigious than the magazine itself. The building was a two story, with editorial offices on the second floor and the presses and shipping warehouse on the first floor. It was only a short walk to Waterfront Park in one direction, and Paul Revere’s House in the other.
Security was not even an issue, as Dominic Varducci’s two men found out quickly when they kicked in the outer door to the alley and then made their way through the darkness with red penlights. The larger man, Brachi, stopped alongside pallets stacked with magazines encased in shrink-wrap.
Brachi whispered, “Get set up down here. Place them there, there, there.” He pointed to various pallets and a stack of rags in a 55-gallon drum, that he quietly dumped to the side. “I’ll take care of upstairs.”
His partner, Gabbiano, a small man with a scraggly five-day beard, nodded and set his backpack to the cement floor.
Before going upstairs Brachi found a control panel for the fire system and disabled the circuits, and then turned off the water main just in case there was a backup he wasn’t aware of. Then he slowly made his way upstairs. When he got there, he stayed close to the walls as he entered the editorial area. There were a few offices with glass walls, but the majority of work stations were simply partitions. He entered the office marked Perry Greenfield and shone his light at the desk, which was covered with papers scattered every which way.
“What a fuckin’ pigsty,” Brachi murmured to himself.
From his backpack he removed a bag of flammable fluid with a tiny detonating device, set it gently on the desk, and covered it with crumpled paper. He wasn’t overly concerned if someone knew the place was torched, but he also knew that good habits led to positive results. Strong work ethic, that’s what Brachi believed in.
He wandered from office to office, as if delivering mail to each desk, whistling a little tune he had learned from his father years ago. When he was done and had planted all his devices, he scanned the area wistfully, knowing that for the first time he would not get a chance to enjoy his work on the television news or read about it in the Globe the next day. He sighed and reluctantly retreated to the first floor.
“You done, bambino?” Brachi whispered rather loudly.
The younger man nearly jumped out of his shoes. “You scared the shit out of me.”
“Take it easy, boy.” Brachi patted his partner on the shoulder. “You get a trip to Italy out a this. You never been to Italy I’ll bet.”
Gabbiano laughed. “I never been to Worcester.” He finished setting his last package against a stack of magazines that he had cut open and shredded to make the burn move quicker. “I wasn’t sure why uncle Dom had me get the passport two years ago. I guess he had plans for me all along, hey?”
“Now you know, kid. A wise man is prepared. Just like the fuckin’ Boy Scouts.” He laughed and checked his watch, and then pulled his young partner toward the door. “Let’s go, Bud. We’ve got ten minutes. Then an hour before our plane.”
Outside they looked up the deserted alley, and then slowly strolled back to the car, Brachi lighting a cigarette, and thinking how in the old days things had been so much easier. Just pour a little gas and drop a match. Now everything was so high tech. Took away the romance of the whole thing.
* * *
In forty-five minutes Brachi and Gabbiano sat in the terminal at Logan International Airport waiting for their boarding call for Alitalia Flight 369 to Rome. Gabbiano was reading a People magazine and Brachi was watching a television tuned to local news. A grave looking woman came on with a special report about a fire in progress on Commercial Street, two blocks from Waterfront Park.
Brachi put his hand on his partner’s knee, who looked up at the screen and smiled.
On the television a cameraman was trying to work his way through a line of firemen positioning a hose, but was turned back. The building was completely engulfed, the reporter on the scene said. A total loss.
“That’s a shame,” Brachi said, feeling an erection rising up in his pants. “I hope that poor bastard had insurance.”
In a moment their flight was called and the two of them lifted their carry-on bags and headed for the line, sifting their way onboard.
* * *
Sitting in his study in his Cambridge home, Dr. James Winthrop took a sip of Scotch before answering the phone on the third ring.
“Winthrop,” he said.
He listened carefully as his frantic friend, Perry Greenfield, told him to turn on the television. Winthrop found the remote and clicked on the local station, where he watched a building fire in progress.
“What about it?” Winthrop asked.
“That’s my building,” Greenfield screeched. “Everything is gone, Jim. My computer. My files. This month’s Journal. We had just finished production today, with the newest issue set to be picked up in the morning. Now it’s all gone.”
Winthrop tried to calm his friend, yet remembered vividly the conversation he had had with Dominic Varducci at the cafe that morning. “Come by in the morning, Per. We’ll talk then. You need to get some rest. I know it’s hard. But try. Doctor’s orders.”
Greenfield reluctantly agreed and hung up.
Looking down at his hands, Winthrop watched them shake uncontrollably. He poured himself another glass of Scotch and swiftly guzzled the contents. His hands started to calm, so he poured another. Sitting back in his chair, he could feel his heart racing. He took a deep breath and slowly released it. He wasn’t sure if he was scared or excited. Maybe both. Slowly he raised his glass and savored the Scotch this time.

21

Leaning out his window early Friday morning, Jake took in the gloomy Innsbruck scene. The air was cool and damp, the kind that made him want to stay in and drink coffee. Maybe read a good book. But he had things to do and he knew it. His throbbing head had kept him awake most of the night, but was starting to feel better now that he was up and about. He lay awake much of the night thinking about Leonhard Aldo and Tirol Genetics. Had the scientist actually found the secret to heart disease? Jake had also thought about the events of the last few days. What had Allen Murdock been up to? And who wanted him dead?
A few hours ago Ute had woken at his side, unsure where she was, with a headache probably worse than his. As far as he knew she had no idea he had slipped her something. She had said it was the first good night sleep she had had in days, and that was why she felt like shit. Jake had driven her back to her hotel, dropping her off out front. She said she still had a few more days in Innsbruck and would still like to see him. Jake agreed, knowing now he’d like to keep her a little closer.
Jake checked his computer, looking over the information Otto Bergen had sent him the night before. Tirol Genetics was on the cutting edge of technology, that was certain. The DNA link, and the subsequent cure, would propel the company into the next Bayer.
He picked up the phone and punched in his code to check his messages. There was only one, so he hit the star key to listen to it.
“Jake, I’m in Austria.” It was a soft woman’s voice and he recognized it immediately. “Why didn’t you tell me you were coming to Europe? I’m working an important case, but let’s get together when I’m done. I’d really like to see you. Ciao.”
The message was from his old friend, Toni Contardo, he had worked with years ago when they were both with the CIA, him working mostly Germany, and her operating out of Rome. He had almost forgot he left her messages yesterday. Toni had been more than just a friend, and he thought now about a few of the great times they had spent together. The sex and passion had been unrivaled. Yeah, he’d like to see her as well.
Unfortunately, he too was working a case now. He checked his watch. It was seven-thirty. He had the meeting at nine with Otto Bergen at his Tirol Genetics office, and he had a few things he wanted to do before then.
He started for the door and stopped. What the hell. He picked up the phone and punched in Toni’s message service, and then left her a quick message saying he’d like to see her too. Then he scanned the room one last time, checked his gun, returned it to the holster under his left arm, slung on his leather jacket, and headed out the door.
* * *
After driving to polizei headquarters, entering the front door and being told to go upstairs to see Herr Martini, Jake climbed the stairs and stood outside the man’s door thinking for a moment how he wanted to approach him. He slowly opened the door and found the polizei criminal commissioner with his back turned and pouring himself a cup of coffee.
“Have a seat, Mr. Adams,” Martini said. “Would you like some coffee? Maybe a croissant?”
Jake laughed and took a seat. “You have an efficient front desk.”
Martini turned. His eyes looked bloodshot and his hair looked like he had slept on it strangely. “I only wish,” he said. “No. I just happened to look out the window when you got out of the Golf. You didn’t like your BMW?”
Jake accepted a cup of coffee from him. “I didn’t like the idea of someone strapping a bomb to it. Even if it was a dud.”
The polizei captain took a seat behind his desk. “I’ve had my men looking for you. You aren’t staying at your apartment anymore?”
Jake shrugged. “It was only temporary anyway. Besides, someone shoots at me, tries to set me up for murder, and then straps a bomb to my car. It wouldn’t be very intelligent to stay at a place where that person knows I live, would it?”
Martini took a bite from his croissant, chewed and swallowed. “Have one,” he mumbled. “They’re very good.”
Jake went and got one, wrapped in a napkin, and started in on it.
“I’m glad you came by, Jake. I need to ask you a few questions.”
“Shoot.” Jake took a sip of coffee.
“What do you know about a Leonhard Aldo.” The criminal commissioner gazed at Jake carefully.
Trying not to look like he was lying, Jake took a chunk of croissant and chewed it slowly. When he was done, he said, “Should I know him?”
“He was a local scientist. Died in a car accident yesterday morning in northern Italy.”
Jake feigned uncertainty. “Doesn’t sound familiar.” He shoved the last of the croissant in his mouth, worked at it, and then washed it down with coffee. “That coffee is good. Could I get another cup?”
“Help yourself.”
When Jake sat down again, he said, “Why do you ask about this Aldo guy?”
Martini’s eyes were glazed over staring at Jake. “I’m sure his death wasn’t an accident. We got an anonymous tip last evening. His maid was found murdered in his apartment here in Innsbruck.”
Jake couldn’t stop his quick reaction. “Why would someone murder his maid?”
“I don’t know. Whoever it was destroyed the place, looking for something. None of the neighbors complained of hearing any strange noises. It was a sick bastard. That’s for sure.”
“Why’s that?”
“She was fucked in every hole on her body,” Martini said soberly. “Many times.”
“Maybe you have a weirdo on your hands,” Jake said, not believing it himself. “Something totally unrelated.”
Martini frowned. “Mr. Adams. I know you’re better than that. Your American friend Allen Murdock was working for a company in Germany with ties to Tirol Genetics here in Innsbruck. Aldo was a scientist with that same company. Both are murdered within hours of one another. And now his maid is found killed in his apartment, with the place torn apart. All this happens after you show up, Mr. Adams.”
So here it was again. Even Martini knew Allen Murdock was working a deal with Tirol Genetics. Strange that Otto Bergen had failed to mention that last night at the restaurant. Jake smiled. “Bad shit seems to follow me around.”
Martini tried to smile, but with his obvious lack of sleep it came across more painful than he intended. “You know what I think, Jake? I think you still work for the American government.”
Jake finished the last of his coffee. “Afraid not. When I left, I left for good. They’ve asked me to come back a few times, but I told them where they could stick it.”
Martini’s smile was more appealing this time. “For some reason I believe you, Jake.” He thought for a second. “You were in the Air Force for a while.”
“Five years.”
“What can you tell me about the OSI?” Martini asked.
Jake wondered where the hell that question had come from. “Why?”
“Humor me.”
“The OSI investigates criminal activity. Deals with drug interdiction. Counter terrorism. Counter espionage. Just about everything but law enforcement, although they do have the power to arrest. Is there a reason you’re asking this, or are you just trying to educate yourself?”
Martini thought about whether to answer. Finally he said, “We were told last night the Air Force is sending a man down here from Germany to investigate Allen Murdock’s death. I just wanted to know what type of organization he was from.”
It made no sense sending an OSI agent here, Jake thought. Murdock wasn’t even in the Air Force. “Did they give you a name. Maybe I know the person.”
Martini checked a piece of paper on his desk. “A Major Stan Jordan from Ramstein Air Base.”
Jake shook his head. “Don’t know him.” Then he thought about the OSI. A major would be either a detachment commander, or working for OSI headquarters in Europe. But that was in Stuttgart, he remembered. Then he thought of something strange that Otto Bergen had said the night before when Jake had asked how he had gotten his name. “Do you know Otto Bergen?”
Martini looked surprised. “How do you know Bergen?”
“Do you always answer a question with a question?”
“It’s just that you’ve been in Innsbruck such a short period and already you know one of our richest and most prominent citizens.”
“I didn’t say I know him,” Jake corrected. “I asked you if you did. Now I know. I was only asking because I read somewhere that he was in charge of Tirol Genetics.”
“Yes, he is.” The polizei captain rose from his desk and went to the door, indicating their conversation was over. Jake met him there after setting his coffee cup on the table. “Is there a number I can reach you?” Martini asked.
“You can leave a message with my answering service.” Jake gave him the number and started for the door. He stopped abruptly. “Did you ever find out about those skis rented and left by Murdock’s car?”
Martini sighed. “Afraid so. My men tracked down the place in Axam…the young man who works there was shot through the glass door. Nobody in the neighborhood heard a thing.”
“Silencer. Just like in the alley with Murdock.”
“That’s what I guessed.” The polizei captain started back toward his desk, and then turned toward Jake. “By the way, I didn’t thank you for thinking about the bomb in Murdock’s rental car yesterday. A lot of my men could have been killed. I’ll remember that.”
Jake nodded and then headed off downstairs. If he was going to work in this town, it was a good idea to have a favorable relationship with the head cop.
* * *
When Adams was gone, the polizei commissioner quickly called his associate, Jack Donicht, to follow him. “I want to know where he goes, who he sees. But keep your distance.”
Donicht was downstairs and watched Adams walk outside, and then he rose to tail him. When he reached the street, Adams was getting into his car. Donicht tried not to look at the American as he got into the polizei BMW and turned it over.
* * *
Jake pulled out into light traffic and gazed at the man sitting behind the wheel of the BMW. When the car pulled out behind him, his assumption was correct. He checked his watch. It was eight-thirty, a half hour from his meeting at Tirol Genetics. What the hell. Take the local cops for a little ride. After a few blocks Jake pulled over along the river and watched a few swans struggling against the current. He noticed the BMW pull over and wait for him. So Jake pulled out into traffic again and drove along the river a few blocks before turning right onto Prinz-Eugenstrasse, which eventually ran into Andechsstasse. As Jake turned left onto Amraser Seestrasse and picked up speed, he noticed the BMW still in his wake.
Two blocks later Jake entered the onramp for the A-12 autobahn heading west, where he quickly burst through the gears.
He weaved in and out of the morning traffic, keeping an eye on the rearview mirror, where he could barely make out the BMW fading behind him. Just before an exit he swung around a truck and down the exit ramp, pulling to a halt at the stop sign below. The BMW missed the turn, and Jake watched it zip past on the bridge to his left. Jake smiled and drove off toward Tirol Genetics.

22

Having just come back from making a few phone calls at a booth in Jenbach, Toni Contardo sat for a moment in her Alfa Romeo gazing up at the gasthaus where she had left the Italian scientist, Giovanni Scala. He had been disturbed at the events of the past twenty-four hours, and she couldn’t blame him for that. He had gone from a high of being nominated for a Nobel Prize, to finding out his partner had been killed. He had nearly been kidnapped, and then finding his partner’s maid murdered like that. It had been too much for him. She had seen much worse. Perhaps even gotten used to such things, if that was possible.
The call she had made to Tirol Genetics had been somewhat routine. The president of the company wasn’t too happy to hear that Scala would not be there on schedule, but then he didn’t have much choice in the matter. She controlled everything.
On the other hand, the call to her message service had been more interesting. She was only twenty miles or so from the man she once thought she would marry, if not at least spend the rest of her life with. The problem had been that her and Jake had always found themselves at different junctures in their lives. At first they had worked in different countries for the same organization, only coming together for a few cases and for vacations in San Remo or Cortina. She warmed to the thought of those brief yet memorable times, where they had explored each other with such great exuberance and passion. Later, after Jake had returned to the States and left the Agency to start his own business, distance had been the detrimental factor, even though he had come to Italy the one time on a case where they had renewed their relationship briefly. And now he was so close and she was working a case, babysitting a scientist who might have understood the physiological importance of his discovery, if not the sociological implications. That would have to change, she knew. But for now, she had to move Scala, in case someone had discovered where she had made the calls from. Jenbach was a small place with limited options for lodging.
She got out and strolled toward the gasthaus.
* * *
Jake eased into a leather chair in the plush office of Otto Bergen’s second floor suite at Tirol Genetics. The company owned two buildings in Innsbruck, sitting next to each other in a new industrial park that was landscaped more like a medical complex than production facilities.
One building was set aside for research and development, with an extensive laboratory. The smaller building he was in now was the headquarters, containing administrative and marketing personnel.
From where Jake sat waiting for Otto Bergen to arrive, he could see the old Olympic ski jump from one corner, and downtown Innsbruck, the Inn River, and the Alps from the other.
Otto Bergen entered from a side door, met Jake in the middle of the room to shake hands. “Sorry I’m late, Mr. Adams. I had an issue to take care of.”
“No problem,” Jake said taking his seat again. “I was just enjoying the view.”
Bergen sat and swiveled toward the window and back again. “Yes, it is quite remarkable. I chose the location of my buildings myself.”
Jake watched the man carefully. Something wasn’t right. He was talking of pleasant things, but clearly thinking of something less enjoyable. He was dressed in a fine suit, unlike the night before at the restaurant. Yet, it was his eyes that gave away his concern, Jake realized. His eyes seemed to droop with the intensity of burnt toast.
“I looked over the information you sent me last night,” Jake started. “Aldo seemed like a truly gifted man. I’m sure you’ll miss him a great deal.”
“That we will,” Bergen said. “We have other scientists here, but none with Leonhard’s vision and creativity. It was his idea to study the small Italian village. He had a feeling there was a secret there.” Bergen seemed more animated, moving forward in his chair and clenching his fists and jaw as he spoke. “Leonhard recruited his Italian colleague because he needed someone more adept in biochemistry. The two of them made a perfect team.”
Jake remembered reading about the Italian last night. “This Giovanni Scala. I take it he has all the information you need to follow through with your production, assuming their assumptions are correct?”
Bergen’s brows furled forward. “Their assumptions are correct, Mr. Adams. But you are accurate with regards to Scala. He was to present his findings with Aldo this morning. That’s what made me late in meeting you. I was in the conference room trying to calm our investors.”
“Let me guess, Scala’s missing.”
Bergen hesitated and then said, “Not really missing. Yet not here either. Which brings me right back to you. Last night I asked you to look into Leonhard Aldo’s death, which is still important, but not as important as bringing in Giovanni Scala. We need him and the research he and Leonhard had conducted. Can you help me out?”
Jake thought about it. How hard could it be to find a missing scientist? “Sure. You said something about compensation last night. It might be a good time to discuss that.”
“How does a hundred thousand sound?” Bergen asked.
Jake smiled. “It depends on if you’re talking Shillings, Deutsche Marks, or U.S. Dollars.” He did the math quickly in his head. “If it’s Shillings a hundred and forty thousand sounds better.”
“A deal.” Bergen held out his hand across his desk and Jake shook it briefly.
“I’ll need half up front, of course.”
“Certainly. My assistant will arrange it after we talk. But first you’ll need some additional information.” Bergen hesitated, uncertain how to proceed.
Jake laughed. “I figured there had to be more to it. Let me guess. Scala is in some draconian prison and I have to find a way to spring him.”
“Not quite. But you have some imagination.”
Imagination? Shit. He had done just that while in Kurdistan less than a year ago.
Bergen thought for a moment. “I just got a call from someone who says she’s speaking for Scala. He’s afraid to come in because someone tried to kidnap him in Milan yesterday afternoon. He’s frightened, she said. So she said she’d like to set up a meeting with me first, before he brings in his research. I told her we are the rightful owners of his studies, and she got a little upset with me, saying if I wanted more than a box of ashes, I would listen to what she had to say.”
Jake was confused now. “Who is this woman?”
Bergen produced a small piece of paper from his pocket. “Her name is Maria Francesco Caruso.”
Jake tried not to look surprised, but inside everything brightened and he understood what was going on. This would be the easiest ten thousand bucks he ever earned. Maria Francesco Caruso was his old friend Toni Contardo’s favorite alias. He tried to look serious. “Who is this woman, and what exactly does she have to do with Scala?”
“I don’t know. That’s what I need you for, Jake. She set up a meeting for this evening at seven-thirty.”
“Where?”
“The Olympic Ice Stadium.”
That was smart, Jake thought. On a Friday evening, there would be a hundred skaters at that time of day. “That’s a big place. Where within the stadium?”
“She said to go down by the ice and she’d find me.”
“And you want me to back you up?”
“I want you in place an hour early,” Bergen told him. “She sounded pretty intense.”
That’s Toni, he thought. “I’ll be there.” He got up to leave.
“Thanks, Jake. I appreciate your help. And don’t forget to talk with my assistant about your advance.”
“I won’t,” he said over his shoulder as he left.
After getting a check from the assistant in the outer office, Jake went to his car and thought about what to do until he needed to be at the Olympic Ice Stadium. It was clear that Toni would be almost impossible to find before the meeting. She could have been anywhere. He could leave her another message and hope she got back with him, but that was unlikely. He did have one idea that might work.
* * *
After Jake left Otto Bergen’s office, Marcus Quinn entered from the side door and took the seat that Jake had just sat in. He could still feel the warmth from Jake’s body, and that thought tingled through him, bringing bumps to his arms. He had been that close to Adams. He wanted the man so badly, he would do anything to get him.
“Did you hear everything on the intercom?” Bergen asked.
The man was preoccupied thinking of Adams. Finally he said, “I heard it. You said exactly what I told you.”
“Are you sure you know what you’re doing?”
“Positive. Adams will help us and then I’ll take care of the prying bastard. He’s done screwing up my life.”
“Who do you think this Caruso woman is?” Bergen asked, visibly concerned.
Quinn thought for a long minute. “Don’t know. But when I find her, I’ll fuck her up good for messing with my plans.”
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Brachi and Gabbiano had slept for much of the flight from Boston to Rome, which had remarkably arrived a half hour ahead of schedule due to a tail wind. From Rome they had immediately caught a commuter flight to Milan, and were now making their way from deboarding to the baggage carousel.
Waiting for them at the baggage area was Pasquale Sappiamo, a distant cousin of Varducci and therefore also related to Gabbiano, but he wasn’t sure how.
The three of them greeted with kisses, and then picked through the bags for their own, before heading out of the terminal to a car parked illegally in a drop off zone. There was already a ticket on the windshield, which Sappiamo quickly scooped up, ripped in pieces, and threw to the ground.
Sappiamo had changed cars from the BMW he and his partner had run the Austrian off the road with, and the one the woman had shot the tires on, to the rental Renault Safrane.
Brachi was in the front seat with the man whose left eye seemed to wander off uncontrollably, and Gabbiano was in the back seat watching the outskirts of Milan pass by. Brachi wasn’t sure what to think of this man with the wandering eye and slicked back hair in the leather coat. He had heard from Varducci that he was very good at what he did, which was nearly anything illegal. With all good criminals Sappiamo also had a specialty. It was said he could kill a man with one blow to the nose, and had proven it many times. Brachi noticed the man was solid, but he guessed he outweighed him still by twenty pounds. He also knew that how a man carried himself was as important as size. As far as he knew, the biggest man in the world could still not stop a bullet with his massive chest, or keep his flesh from burning with the fuel compound he produced.
Only after they were on the road heading north on Autostrada 4, did the Italian start explaining what had happened.
“We had the scientist, Brachi,” Sappiamo explained. “We were heading to the car when this woman appeared from nowhere.” His head swiveled back and forth. “She got the drop on us. Shot our tires and took Scala herself.”
“Who was she?” Brachi asked him.
He shrugged. “I don’t know. She was Italian. Beautiful dark flowing hair. I didn’t know if I wanted to shoot her or fuck her.”
Gabbiano laughed from the back seat until he saw the wandering eye in the rearview mirror.
“What you thinking back there, cousin?” Sappiamo yelled. “You think I fucked up?”
“No, no. I just had a vision of a gun barrel sliding in and out of some bitch’s cunt.”
They all laughed.
“We’re related?” Sappiamo said to Brachi, slapping him across his arm. “It’s scary.”
Brachi looked back at his partner, who was gazing out at the countryside again. Then he asked Sappiamo, “Did you get everything I asked for?”
“It’s in the trunk.”
“Good.” He noticed they were really flying along the autostrada. They had to be going well over a hundred miles an hour. “How long will it take to get to Austria?”
Sappiamo smiled. “Not long at this speed.” He checked the clock on the dash. It was just past noon. “We should get to Innsbruck for dinner.”
“What about your partner”
“What about him?”
“Is he good?”
Sappiamo considered that. “Si, he’s good. Some think he tends to shoot before thinking, but that’s because he’s young. He gets a little excited, and boom, he blows up. Explodes. That happens with younger guys with sex also. Don’t you think?”
Brachi was beginning to like this guy. “I think so.” He looked over his shoulder again at the young Gabbiano, who was trying to ignore the two of them. “What’s your man up to now?”
“He’s found us a place to stay and he’s been watching the headquarters of Tirol Genetics. The other scientist who had an unfortunate driving accident yesterday, kept all of his records with him. My partner is checking his apartment in Innsbruck, but I don’t think he’ll find anything there. With Aldo gone, Scala is our key now. He has all the data with him. We went to Scala’s apartment before going to the university. He also left nothing at his place.” He thought about how they should have gone to the university first. Then the woman would have missed them.
“Are you sure the woman took him to Innsbruck?” Brachi asked.
“I’m sure.” He put both hands on the wheel as he passed a slow truck and then swerved back into the right lane. “Scala can’t do anything without Tirol Genetics. He and the Austrian are under contract with them.”
“Then won’t we need Tirol as well?” Brachi asked him.
“That’s not my problem. Varducci simply told us to get the information. He knows it’s worth a lot of money. I’m guessing he’ll sell it to the highest bidder.”
That made sense, Brachi thought. “Does your partner have enough restraint to wait until we arrive?”
Sappiamo’s left eye shifted out of control. “I told him to wait. He’ll call us on the cell phone in one hour, so we’ll find out then.”
The car shot north toward the foothills of the Alps.
* * *
The red Opel Omega with German plates started slowing for the outskirts of Innsbruck. The three inside had driven all night, stopping only to change drivers. In the front passenger seat was Nikolaus Hahn, the operations officer for the Mainz-based Richten Pharmaceuticals. He had been picked up by the other two at his home at four in the morning like his boss had said would happen. He didn’t know much about them, other than their first names. The driver was Wolfgang, a large man in his late thirties with a nose big enough for a head twice as large as his. He was totally bald with a scalp plastered with scars. The woman in the back seat was petite, and would have probably been pretty if her hair had not hung down into her eyes. Wolfgang had introduced her as Ulrica. She was dark, and Hahn suspected she was at least half Turk. She spent most of her time sharpening a knife that she practiced pulling from a wrist sheath.
“Take that exit,” Hahn ordered. “We should grab something to eat before visiting Bergen.”
Wolfgang did as he was told, slowing the car for the exit ramp.
* * *
Following less than a kilometer back in a dark blue Ford, was Major Stan Jordan, with Air Force OSI, tired from the all-night drive from Germany. He had been alone. So every time the Germans had stopped he had as well, but with no relief at the wheel. After dropping off Sergeant Lyons at her apartment, he had first driven north to Mainz to check on his contact. The only thing he had gotten from Lyons was the number Jake Adams had called her from, which had turned out to be a bank lobby in Innsbruck. He did trust his judgment on her assessment of Adams, though. If she said he was a good guy, he had to believe her. Now he needed to talk with Adams to see how he was involved. While he was at Mainz, he had spotted the Opel sitting out in front of Nikolaus Hahn’s house. He had simply placed the little light under the rear bumper and waited. When the three of them had gotten into the car, Jordan had to simply press a button on the dash if he needed to see the car’s position ahead. He could sit back on the autobahn a kilometer or so, especially in the darkness, and whenever he wanted, he would light up the car like a yellow beacon, reassured he would not lose them.
He saw the car exit ahead, so he started to slow down and signal. Now he’d have to move in closer, even though he was quite sure where they were heading.
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Glancing back through the glass as he purchased a ticket, Jake watched the dark-haired man in the black leather jacket behind him in line, pretending not to consider him and failing unquestionably.
Jake had noticed the man in his little Peugeot 205 pull out behind him after leaving the Tirol Genetics parking lot. He was getting pretty pissed off at shadows, even though he knew this man couldn’t be a cop. So he had slowly driven to Innsbruck’s Alpenzoo, being careful not to notice the man tailing him. In the process he had formed an idea of how he wanted to handle this.
Brochure of the Alpine Zoo in hand, Jake strolled off toward the remote outdoor exhibits. He passed the tall fences that housed deer, which grazed along the grassy hill. On past the wild boar, he stopped abruptly by the large European Stag, gazing at the huge rack that resembled the American Elk. Through the corner of his eye, he could see the man in the leather coat had stopped to look at the boar exhibit.
The sun sat behind swirling clouds, making the park appear like early evening and not noon. Jake looked around for other people, but only a few had come outside, going instead to the bird of prey display indoors.
He slowly walked up to the man, who was trying not to notice him. When he was right behind the man, he punched the man in his left side.
The man lurched forward against the mesh fence, gasping for air.
Jake whipped his left hand back in pain. He had hit something metal. A gun?
Recovering, Jake moved toward him, but the man back kicked, catching him in his thigh and pushing him back to his right.
By now the man had caught his breath and squared himself in a karate stance.
Jake did the same, still thinking about the man’s gun.
The roundhouse kick came up quickly, but Jake blocked and countered with a side thrust kick to his kneecap. The man gasped and fell back against the fence, where the boar squealed loudly.
Bouncing away from the fence, the man struck with his hands in a flurry, Jake catching some with blocks and counters. Others struck his face, glancing blows mostly.
Jake caught the man advancing with an upper thrust, swiveled around with a crescent kick, and hit the guy square in the side of the head. He dropped to his knees and shook his head.
Standing back a ways, Jake said, “You want to tell me why you’re following me?”
The man spit blood from his mouth. “Fuck you!”
Jake looked around. Nobody had seen the fight. “Who sent you?”
“Your mother was a great fuck,” he said in Italian.
“That’s interesting,” Jake said. “My mother’s been dead for years.”
The man glanced up toward Jake. He started to reach inside his jacket.
Jake kicked up under the man catching him in the ribs and sending him onto his back. Then he quickly pounced on the man’s chest, his neck in his left hand. With his free hand he checked the man over for I.D. Nothing.
“I think I asked you a question, asshole,” Jake said in Italian. “Who sent you?”
The man struggled, clenching his jaw. He wasn’t about to say a thing.
Let’s see, this worked before. Jake reached into the man’s jacket, grabbed his left nipple and twisted away at it. The man grimaced but didn’t scream. “So you don’t want to talk? I can understand that.” Jake reached in further and retrieved the guy’s gun, a 9mm Beretta automatic. “Nice piece. Do you believe in safety?”
Jake cocked the hammer and shoved the barrel under the man’s nose. “If you’re a safe kind of guy, you wouldn’t have a round in the chamber. Only crooks keep one there, cause they don’t give a shit if the damn thing goes off prematurely. They’re fucking invincible. So what do you say, Pedro? You got a bullet in there?”
The man’s eyes were wide, but he refused to talk.
Interesting. Jake slowly released the hammer, dropped the clip from the handle, and then slid back the action, flipping a hollow point into his hand. Then he flung the gun over the fence into the boar slop and got off the man. He backed away.
“Don’t try tailing me again,” Jake warned. “I might not be as nice next time.”
The man sat up in the grass, trying to rub life back into his throat.
Jake strolled back toward the front gate removing the hollow points and then throwing the man’s clip over the high fence with the deer. By the time he rounded the gate, he could just make out the guy climbing in with the wild pigs.
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High above Tulfes, a small village on the outskirts of Innsbruck, sat a little gasthof with six rooms. With ski season at that elevation all but over for the year, only two rooms were occupied. An older couple who came there every year to the same first floor room were in one, and Toni Contardo and the scientist Giovanni Scala had just taken a second floor place with a nice view of the village below. Toni had chosen the place at random. It had a few advantages. It was hard to reach up the winding road, and if she needed to leave in a hurry, she could escape over a ridge that led to five or six other roads. Considering its isolated location, she didn’t think that would be necessary.
Toni and Scala had checked in as brother and sister, but the smirk on the older woman’s face at the counter suggested she wasn’t buying that. No. They were lovers, she was certain. Either way, it worked for a cover. Toni’s only concern was the Alfa Romeo in the vacant parking lot with Italian plates.
In the little room with one bed, a small table with two chairs in front of a window that led to a private balcony, and bathroom with floor space that made it difficult to close the door without a great deal of shifting around, Toni lay on the bed thinking about what she had to do that night. Scala was sitting at the table, his briefcase open for the first time, sifting through papers.
Scala had not said much since fate had brought them together almost twenty-four hours ago, and Toni wasn’t sure if that was a good sign or not. She had been briefed that he was a boisterous person at times, yet she had seen none of that. Perhaps they didn’t know each other well enough.
She sat up onto her elbows and watched him. Something was clicking in his great mind. “What are you thinking about?” she asked.
He startled somewhat with the silence being broken. “I should be with Leonhard now, showing what we have discovered to the people at Tirol Genetics.” He hesitated, looking at a paper with notes scribbled in the margins. “These are Leonhard’s words. He wanted us to remember to bring out an important point here.” He turned and gazed at Toni. “Do you understand the importance of our discovery?”
She sat up on the edge of the bed. “I’ve got time. I’d like to understand.”
The scientist looked eagerly at her, as if she were his student and he wanted to plant something deep into her mind so she would never forget. He moved his chair closer to her and set the papers back in the briefcase. “We’ve known for some time that a particular region in Southern Tirol, or the Northern Italian Tirol to be more specific, was a special place. Even more precisely, the hamlet of Passo di Villa. The residents there were legendary. Monks tried to understand the place hundreds of years ago. Why did people live so long there? Of course back then people didn’t live very long anyway, with smallpox and the plague and various other afflictions infecting the entire continent. Yet still, the villagers there lived longer than other parts of the region. Why?”
She shrugged.
“I had been trying to understand the area for a few years, taking vacations there each summer, when I got a call from Leonhard Aldo. I had heard of Leonhard, and he had heard of my interest in the area. The distinction here is that I am a biochemist with a background in recombinant DNA research, and Leonhard was a geneticist.” He noticed a confused look on her face.
“What’s the difference?” she asked.
“As a biochemist I did most of the experiments at the organic level. In other words, I took the samples, isolated the DNA, and tried to extrapolate and isolate the difference in that sample from those of a control group taken from students at my university.”
“Isn’t that everything?” she wondered. “I mean. What else was there?”
He rose from his chair and swung his arms up, as if looking for a chalk board to scribble something on and make a point. “That’s fine if we simply wanted to find differences. But we wanted to discover the true mystery of the area. So I needed Leonhard to trace back family history on every person we contacted and took samples from. It was painstakingly tedious. Everything was computerized, which was a great help, but it was still a difficult task. But Leonhard brought much more to our team. He had a wonderful grasp of mathematics, there was no question about that, yet he had something more. A specific insight into human behavior.”
The scientist’s eyes glistened, and he wiped a tear away from his right eye.
Toni wasn’t sure what to do. She needed to keep him on track. “So how did you find the solution to the problem?”
He took in a deep breath and slowly released it. “About six months ago I isolated a gene on the DNA strand that was different from any other I had ever seen. That night I went to Leonhard and we proceeded to get drunk at the local establishment. I drew on a beer coaster where I had located it, and Leonhard listened carefully. When I was done saying how great I was, he simply asked, ‘And how is that significant?’ I had never felt the urge to strangle anyone in my entire life, yet I was thinking about it then. I simply sat there looking at this man whom I now considered my best friend, and a realization sunk in. He was right. So what if I isolated a difference? What did it mean? After I had stewed for a moment, he smiled and congratulated me. He was truly happy, and bought me another beer. Yet it didn’t take me long to convince him now that he had been correct. I had only half the answer. Maybe only a third, really. It was like looking under a microscope and seeing bacteria for the first time, without a clue that penicillin was even a possibility.” He sunk into his chair again and stared at her.
“That was six months ago,” she prompted. “How did you find the solution?”
“Leonhard found it. When he did, it was so simple we nearly dismissed it. We were taking a walk one evening up the dirt road to the mysterious valley. A little over a kilometer up the path, the two small streams come together to form one. One river is this aqua marine color and seems to glow with green hues, and the other is almost a gray or silver color. Leonhard suggested we take a closer look at the water. I’ll tell you right now that the water has always been a draw for the area. Two hundred years ago it was thought that the water was magical and would cure anything that ailed you. But of course that was pure fancy and speculation.”
“Are you telling me there’s something in the water that makes these people live so long without a hint of heart disease?”
“If only it were that simple,” he said, shaking a finger at her. “Then we could just bottle the water and make a fortune. No. We had more work to do. The answer was there, we were sure, but it was not that simple. We took water samples and for days and days tried to discover what was special about each river. We finally found a particular mineral in high quantities in each river sample.”
“It’s a mineral, then?” she asked.
“Sort of. But the minerals didn’t explain why these people had no heart disease. We checked the technical data on the two minerals and found no correlation between them and the disease. The answer had to be deeper within the chemical makeup. Perhaps they made the DNA bond differently. We weren’t sure. We spent a month working well into the night, pulling our hair out. Finally, we understood. Leonhard had suggested we look at the work of the late Linus Pauling, who had won two Nobel Prizes. Pauling had worked with vitamins, and had also been one of the first to discover the helical structure of certain molecules. In fact, some suggest that if he hadn’t first discovered the A-helix, then Crick and Watson would have never discovered the double helix of DNA.” He noticed she looked confused. “I’m sorry, Toni. These people mean nothing to you. Let me explain. In science, when someone makes a significant discovery it can change the direction of hundreds of research projects being conducted across the world. For some it disproves a theory they might be trying to advance, for others it peaks their interest to shift research toward a more relevant area. Pauling was the first to suggest that vitamin C could strengthen the blood vessels and prevent plaque from building up in the coronary arteries. With stronger artery walls, and no buildup, then there would be no heart disease.”
“Was he right?”
“Not entirely. The first problem, when he was conducting his study, was there was no simple way to see if his hypotheses were correct without either doing a dangerous angiogram, or cutting the subject open. He had to rely on postmortem results. And by that time it was too late. His results were mixed. But that’s beside the point. It pushed us in the right direction. Minerals have a similar affect on tissues, they strengthen our cells at an organic level.” He seemed to be losing her. “I’m sorry if I’m boring you.”
“Not at all,” Toni said. “It just got me thinking about something. I’ll explain later. Please continue.”
The scientist positioned himself more comfortably on the chair. “To make a long story short, if that’s possible in this case, the minerals we discovered did work to strengthen the artery walls, but it also had another important affect. They seemed to work to clear any blockage that was already there.”
“That’s amazing.”
“But I’m not through,” he said. “There were side effects. In order to work as we thought they should, it required mega-doses of the minerals. Those high doses led to liver problems. So to save one vital organ, we had to sacrifice another. That’s obviously unacceptable.”
Toni was starting to feel ill. She remembered now why she finished her undergraduate degree at NYU in international relations, and considered herself educated enough. Professors, however well intentioned, could be frustrating. “So, how’d you find the solution?”
He smiled. “It was not as simple as you might think. The minerals in the area were important, but Leonhard looked back at members of the village who had married locals and moved there. There were incidents of some of them dying of heart attacks, even after having lived there for twenty years drinking the water. Yet, their children, who had the genetic code on their DNA from the local parent, did not have heart disease. Don’t you see. It was the minerals. They had affected a change in the basic DNA, and through natural selection, the DNA with that genetic code had survived.”
Toni was beginning to understand, but something wasn’t right with the reasoning. “Are you saying you’d have to take small doses of these minerals from birth in order to protect yourself?”
“We’re not sure about that. That would take decades to determine. We didn’t have time for that. I was able to use recombinant DNA techniques to find the answer.”
“Are you talking gene splicing again?”
He laughed. “Afraid so. Remember on our drive I told you about using the gene therapy on the virus?”
“Yes.”
“Well, I used the techniques to discover the solution. I’m sorry if I’ve confused you. Scientists are notorious for confusing the laymen. That’s why companies hire technical writers to write directions and advertising copy. Suffice it to say that you don’t need to know how a clock works to know what time it is.”
“True.” She was anxious to ask him a question, but wasn’t sure how he’d take it.
“You have something on your mind, Toni. I can tell.”
“Assuming this works.”
“It does.”
“Okay. What does our planet do with all these people who are living longer?”
He looked stumped. “I don’t know. I’m not a sociologist. Maybe we should stop having so many children. Besides, there are always new afflictions. And mankind always finds a way of killing one another in war.”
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to imply that your discovery was not important. I was just wondering what we’ll do without that disease.” Then she thought about another problem. The reason her government had sent her after Scala and Aldo in the first place. “Did you and Aldo consider the opposing factions?”
His brows rose and he said, “Who would be opposed to curing heart disease?”
“Surgeons who make a living cutting people open, for one group.”
“You have a devious mind, Toni Contardo. These are doctors you are talking about.”
“That’s right. Doctors with huge houses who want to send little Johnny and Susan to prep school and the Ivy League. Doctors were just one example. Think about all the drug companies, other than the one Tirol Genetics will deal with exclusively, who will lose millions of dollars not selling heart medicine. Not to mention all those life insurance actuaries who’ll have to recalculate their life expectancy tables. They’re gonna lose a lot of money in lengthened annuity payouts. Same is true for retirement funds which will now have to pay for a longer period of time. Our American Social Security fund is already strapped, could you imagine all of our baby boomers living even longer?”
Scala shot up. “What would you like us to do?” he yelled. “Nothing? Should we let people die?”
Rising to meet him, her hand on his shoulder, Toni said, “Not at all. I’m on your side, here. I just wanted you to know there are people out there who would like to see you fail.”
“Like those two men in Milano?”
“Right. They were not from Interpol. They were not your friends. They were killers. And they would have done to you what they did to your friend, Leonhard. Believe me, I’ve dealt with a lot of people like them.”
Slipping back down to his chair, Scala looked defeated. “I don’t know what to do.”
She went to the window and looked out over the small village below. The clouds had thickened, making it even darker outside. It looked like snow, she thought. “You have a contractual agreement with Tirol Genetics,” she said, turning back toward him. “You must get the information to them.”
“But why didn’t we just go there this morning? Present the data like Leonhard and I had planned?”
She wasn’t sure how to answer that without scaring him. “You need to be cautious. Those men in Milano knew who you worked for. They would have been waiting for you there. Let me meet with Otto Bergen tonight, and we’ll work out a safe transfer. Between now and then, we have work to do.”
She told him exactly what she wanted him to do. He listened carefully and then agreed.
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Jake leaned back in the park bench along the river watching the noon sun sparkle off the riffles and the ducks fighting against the strong current. His left knuckles were sore from striking the man’s gun in the fight. He hadn’t realized it at the time, but one of the blows to his face had made stronger contact than he thought. Just below his left eye a welt had raised up. It wouldn’t be a full-blown shiner, but it would go through the normal black, blue and yellow stages.
He thought about the Italian, how the man had no identification, like he himself had done while working for the Agency, or like criminals often did. Which was he? He guessed the latter. And why was he staking out Tirol Genetics?
Then his mind shifted to the case in general. Fate was a strange yet interesting concept. Somehow he and his ex…what? Lover? Girlfriend? Toni Contardo was in town and would be working closely with him on this case. This time, at first observation anyway, they seemed to be on opposing sides. He needed to find her before the meeting. Find out what she was doing with the other scientist, Scala.
Having just eaten a scant lunch at a street vender, his stomach began to churn from the curry wurst and fries. He should have gone for the beer instead of the Fanta.
He had over seven hours before his meeting at the Olympic Ice Stadium. He couldn’t waste time sitting around. He got up and started walking along the outer road that bordered the Hofgarten, and then entered the park. There were flowers starting to come up already. A younger woman strolled a baby along a path. And two older men were playing chess on a permanent cement board.
The question kept on repeating itself in the back of his mind. What was going on with this case? He understood Bergen’s desire to hire a little extra protection, but there were other companies in town. Austrian companies. Why had he chosen him? And then there was all the deaths. Murders, as it were. Was this discovery important enough to kill over? Somebody thought so. He had to find out how Toni was involved. He had considered standing by, waiting for their evening meeting. But if he did that, he would not get a chance to talk with her alone to get the straight story. No. He had to find her now.
More determined than he had been since arriving in Austria, Jake strode back toward his car parked east of the Hofgarten. He started to get in and stopped, looking across the street at the polizei headquarters. Maybe it was time for a little help. He slammed the door and walked toward the street.
He went to the second floor of the polizei headquarters, knocked on the criminal commissioner’s office, and when he answered, Jake strolled in.
“Mr. Adams,” Herr Martini said. “Two visits in one day?”
Jake took a seat without being offered one. “I was in the area. Besides I wanted to tell you not to send that friend of yours after me. He doesn’t know how to tail for shit.”
The criminal commissioner laughed. “We don’t give them training in that area, I’m afraid. I hope you didn’t take offense, Mr. Adams. You can understand my position. All these things are happening, and you seem to be in the center of the action.”
“No offense. I understand.” He only brought the issue up in hope of a little leverage against the polizei captain. “I could just tell you everywhere I’m going so your man won’t get lost.”
“Now that’s cooperation.” The captain gazed at him closely. “What happened to your eye?”
Jake rubbed at his new bump. “This? I slipped on that snow. Bashed it against my car door getting in. It’s nothing.”
Jake glanced at the computer terminal on a table to the side of Martini’s main desk. There were colorful birds flapping across from right to left as a screen saver.
The phone buzzed and Martini picked up with a “Ja.” He listened and then smiled. “Send him up.” He set the phone back in its cradle and glanced at Jake. “Your friend with the OSI has made it here from Germany.”
Jake was about to correct the captain, when there was a knock at the door and the criminal commissioner rose to greet a medium-built black man with close-cropped hair in the center of the room. Jake got up also and backed against the man’s desk, loosening the wire from the back of the phone.
The OSI major was wearing a cheap tweed jacket and casual slacks. Jake could see the leather strap of a gun holster as the man’s jacket swung open slightly while shaking hands with the polizei captain. Jake stepped forward and introduced himself. Then all three of them took seats.
“So, Mr. Jordan. What can I do for the OSI?” Martini asked.
The U.S. Air Force major had a folder in his left hand, and he opened it now and shuffled through a few pieces of paper, settling on the one that had been on top. Then he glanced at Adams. “I’m really not at liberty to discuss this with him here.” He nodded his head in Jake’s direction.
“Fine.” Jake got up and started to leave. “Of course if you’re here because of former captain Allen Murdock’s death, then you’d probably want to talk with me, since I did know the man.”
“Not to mention the fact that Mr. Adams found him dead in the alley,” Martini chimed in.
The major looked somewhat embarrassed. “Great,” he conceded.
Jake interrupted. “Do you think your assistant should be in on this, Herr Martini? The one you sent with me this morning?”
The polizei captain thought for a moment. “Perhaps that would be a good idea.” He picked up the phone and his face was uncertain. He clicked the receiver a few times and then slammed it down. “God damn it,” he mumbled, getting up from his chair and storming out.
Jake immediately went to the computer and found a menu. He started punching through various screens.
“What the fuck are you doing, Adams?” the OSI major whispered loudly.
“Just a minute.” Jake had reached the proper screen so he punched in a sequence of numbers. The information he needed popped to the screen. He memorized it and started to get out of that area, when he heard the polizei commissioner’s voice outside. He didn’t have time to sequence back through, so he hit the reset key and quickly sat down. When the captain came in with his associate, Jack Donicht, Jake was still saying over and over in his head what he had just seen, planting it deep into his memory.
Jake glanced over at the OSI agent, Jordan, who was totally confused.
The polizei commissioner introduced Donicht to both of them as his chief criminal investigator.
“We met this morning, I believe,” Jake said, smiling at the man.
Donicht, a defeated expression, slumped into the sofa along the wall.
The polizei criminal commissioner glanced at his computer for a moment with an uncertain expression, and then said to the OSI agent, “So, Mr. Jordan, you were about to tell me what we can do for you?”
Jordan wasn’t sure where to begin now. He had planned out just how much he wanted to divulge on his trip down from Germany, but now…. “You are correct. I’m here to discuss Allen Murdock, for the most part. As Mr. Adams knows, Murdock worked for Air Force intelligence for five years. He was now working for a German company, Richten Pharmaceuticals, with headquarters in Mainz. He was a computer analyst mostly, but he was sent to Innsbruck to secure a deal with Tirol Genetics.”
Donicht, who had been sitting rather calmly with his arms crossed, broke in. “Why would they send a computer analyst to work a deal like this?”
The OSI special agent glanced at Martini, as if to say can you shut up your associate while I explain. “I can’t tell you the full extent of Murdock’s duties. Let’s just say that we have been interested in Richten for some time now. The company seems to have interests other than purely over-the-counter and prescription drugs. Nothing had been proven, though.”
Now Jake had an observation. “He was working for you. Unofficially of course. You lost him, so you’ve got to find out who killed him.”
The major turned to Jake. “I’ve heard you can be brutally succinct.”
Heard, my ass, Jake thought. Read in a security brief somewhere, perhaps. “Who would want to kill Murdock?” Jake asked, changing the emphasis back to the case.
“Who wouldn’t,” the OSI agent shot back sarcastically. “I take it you know a little about what Tirol Genetics is about to produce? Most of the major industrialized countries of the world will benefit from their product. We’re talking about big bucks for years to come. Exclusive rights to produce a medicine like that…” He swung his head back and forth. “That’s a major deal, Adams.”
Martini was staying out of it, switching his head back and forth between the two of them as if he were refereeing two lawyers arguing a case before a judge.
Jake gave him a serious pissed off look. “I know the significance of the case, Jordan. I’m having a little difficulty, like Donicht there, understanding Murdock’s relationship with Richten and you. It would sure as hell help matters if you’d quit trying to bullshit us, and explain everything. I don’t like when people come in and try to fuck with me. You should have read that somewhere as well.”
Martini smirked and said, “Let’s get back on track. What exactly are you here to do? Find Murdock’s killer, or solve some case of international industrial espionage?”
That was right to the point, and Jordan looked trapped now, uncertain how to proceed. He had expected a little more professional courtesy than what he was getting. “Maybe both,” he finally muttered. “I have a feeling one will lead to another.” He wasn’t about to mention the fact that he had followed those three from Mainz, or even speculate what they had come for.
Jake had heard enough. He rose and said, “It’s been nice, folks. But I’ve got things to do.”
The OSI major followed him. “Thanks for your time, Herr Martini.”
“Keep me informed,” Martini yelled after them.
When the two of them were outside walking down the sidewalk, Jordan pulled Jake to a halt. “What in the hell were you doing in there, Adams?”
Jake looked down at his sleeve, where the OSI agent had a fistful of leather. “You want to pull back a bloody stump, you keep your hand there.”
The major slowly removed his hand and they both started walking again.
“I came to Innsbruck to find you, Adams. I couldn’t believe my good fortune when I found you in polizei headquarters. Sergeant Lyons told me you could be difficult, I just didn’t think you’d be an asshole.”
They stopped alongside the major’s Ford.
“You know Deshia?” Jake asked.
“Yeah. For about two years now. She checked me into Ramstein. I go to her whenever I need personnel information.”
“And what does she do for you?”
“If you know Deshia, you’d know she wouldn’t ask for anything in return.” He had started off abrasive and then quickly mellowed.
“Just testing you,” Jake said, starting to walk again.
“Hang on, Jake.”
He stopped and turned.
“I could use your help here. You know the town, know the players. What do you say I buy you some coffee. I could drive.” He started to open his door.
Jake thought it over. He might come in handy, he thought. “All right. But I’ll drive.”
The OSI major hesitated.
“What?”
“Nothing. It’s just that Deshia told me you drive like a maniac.”
Jake started walking. “Come on. She rides with me a couple times on the autobahn and she forms an opinion?”
They got into Jake’s Golf and he turned it over.
“What were you doing with Martini’s computer?” Jordan asked.
Jake smiled. “I could have hacked into their system, but I didn’t have the time. It seemed like the quickest way to get the information I needed.”
Jake sped away from the curb, squealing the tires and whipping the major back into his seat.
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In Boston, Dr. James Winthrop had just finished a quadruple bypass surgery on a sixty-eight year old man who had a fifty-fifty chance of making it to see his next birthday.
Winthrop stripped from his surgical gown, threw them into a basket, and shoved his way out through swinging double doors. He had an hour before his next surgery, and he needed to rest and get a cup of coffee. He went into the elevator and lazily pushed the seven. The ride up two flights seemed to take forever. When the doors opened, he nearly missed getting off, having to shove his foot into the closing doors. He never used his hands. They were too important. His livelihood depended on them.
He strolled down the hall, not acknowledging anyone in his wake. He unlocked his office and went in.
The doctor startled when he saw the man behind his desk. “What the hell are you doing here?” he asked Dominic Varducci.
“Jeez, Doc. You look like shit. You better have a seat on the sofa there.”
The doctor wasn’t sure what to do. Finally, he did what the man said, slumping into the leather couch.
“I suppose you’re wondering why I came by?” Varducci said. “Well, if you’ve been watching the news, you know your little problem has been taken care of.”
A chill ran through Winthrop. “Nobody was injured, they said. They mentioned it looked like a professional arson job. I don’t know if that’s good or bad.”
Varducci laughed. “Those fuckin’ cops are morons. Besides, my guys are long gone and they’ve never been picked up for anything. But that’s not what I want to talk about, Doc. I’ve got more pressing issues here. It’s my son. He wants to make us more legitimate. God damn Harvard business grad. Wants to take on the whole frickin world. Anyway, he thinks I should shift some money over to this company that’s about to start producing a drug that should wipe out heart disease. It’s a German company. A subsidiary of some company from Providence. I told him I didn’t want to deal with a bunch of fucks from a state smaller than the Boston metro area. What I want from you is advice. You think this German company is worth a shit?”
The doctor was somewhat relieved. “Truthfully? I think it’s a good investment. I’d lay some money down on the stocks of the German and Austrian companies, as well as the Providence company.”
Varducci got up and started looking at all the diplomas and certificates on the wall. “You see, that’s what my son says. Make a killing in stocks, catch them on the rise, and maybe double your money every six months for a few years. I could do that….” He glanced over at the doctor. “But you see I was thinking of something a little more lucrative. What I want from you is your assurance that this company is worth having.” He sat down on the edge of the doctor’s desk, uncomfortably close to the man himself, and glared into his eyes.
“Which company? The German one or Austrian one?”
Varducci smiled and cocked his head to one side. “Doc…I don’t wanna deal with no fuckin’ Eurotrash here either. I’m a fuckin’ American and damn proud of it. I’m talking about the Providence company. Hell it’s close. I can keep an eye on it. So, how about it, Doc. Is it a good company?”
The doctor sunk back lower in the chair. This man knew far more than he was saying. Maybe he should have let the guy die on the operating table. “It’s a good company,” he muttered.
“Excellent. I thought it was. I just wanted a second opinion. You, especially, can understand that.”
The doctor nodded.
They sat staring at one another.
“Is that it?” the doctor asked. “I have another surgery to get to.”
Varducci checked his watch. “Not for another forty-five minutes. Relax, Doc. I’ve got some other business for you. In fact, I think you might be coming down with the flu. You better cancel the rest of your surgeries for the day.” He looked out the window, and then got up and sat on the sofa next to the doctor, and put his arm around the man’s shoulder. “It looks like a nice day for a drive to Providence.”
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“You going to tell me why we’re here,” Jordan asked Jake as the Golf pulled over to the side of the road at a phone booth in the tiny village of Tulfes.
Jake gazed up the mountain and could barely make out a building set back from the ridge. He had thought about simply surprising Toni by walking up to her room and knocking on her door, but dismissed it as folly. She had chosen the small gasthaus for good reasons. She would first see his car winding up the road. Then two men getting out. She could only fear the worst if she failed to recognize him.
“I have to see someone,” Jake finally answered.
The major tried to see where he was looking. “What about?”
They had talked on the short drive from Innsbruck to Tulfes. Jordan had told him about how he had followed the two men and woman from Mainz. How he suspected they would now work some deal between Richten and Tirol Genetics. And how there was certainly more to this case than he first thought. Jake had listened carefully, knowing he was right, and also knowing he only understood half of the story, if even that. Then Jake had filled the OSI agent in on what had happened to him since he had been in Innsbruck. He had left out a few pieces of information, still not sure if he could trust the man. After all, Jordan was out of the normal limits of his duties, unless he had special authorization.
“Let’s just say this person is vital to what we both need,” Jake said.
The major looked confused. “You see, that’s my problem. I don’t understand what in the hell you’re getting from this whole thing. So someone takes a few pot shots at you. Fucks with your car. Not everyday occurrences, I’m sure, but no great reason to start some campaign against the world.”
“You’re still a military weenie, Jordan,” Jake shot back. “You’ll never understand. If there’s no military objective or national defense significance, you think it’s a waste of time. Well I’m here to tell you pal there’s more in this world than doing what’s militarily pertinent.”
Jordan smiled. “I see. You got some monetary gain going on here.”
Jake thought about punching the guy, but he didn’t want to hurt his hand on the guy’s thick skull. Besides, he was right. There was money involved. He shook his head and went outside to the phone.
His mind was somewhat muddled as he dug into his pockets for spare change. He found the number in the phone book and punched it in. When an older woman answered, he asked in German for Toni’s room. She could have been staying under a variety of names, but he assumed the obvious, since she wouldn’t have given the name she had told Otto Bergen.
In a few seconds there was a reluctant “Hello.” A soft female voice.
“Toni? This is Jake Adams.”
There was silence for a moment. And then, “My God. How did you find me?”
“I’ll explain in a few minutes,” Jake said. “I wanted to call before driving up. I’m in Tulfes.” He peered up the mountain, half expecting to see her poke her head out a window.
“Jake I’m sorry but I don’t have much time. I’m working a case.”
“I know. You’ve got Scala I understand.”
“How—”
“Can we just come up?”
“Who’s we?”
“I’ve got a Major Stan Jordan with me from Air Force OSI out of Ramstein. I think we need to cross-check what we’re doing. I have a feeling there’s information I have that would be beneficial to what you’re doing. Jordan can fill you in on what he’s been up to as well.”
She thought it over. He could still hear her breathing. “Come on up.”
“See you in a bit.”
He hung up and stepped outside. The sun was as high as it would get for that time of year, and a soft breeze brushed the new grass along a boulevard. He took in a deep breath and savored it. Then he got into the Golf and started toward the mountain road.
Jordan sat quietly for a moment, but the uncertainty was too much for him. “You gonna tell me now where we’re going?”
“To see an old friend of mine,” Jake said. “You know about Leonhard Aldo’s death. Well his partner in the research project is—”
“Giovanni Scala. From the University of Milan. Onetime wonderboy. Now middle aged and about to receive his first Nobel Prize. It looks like Aldo will get his posthumously.”
“You are up on this,” Jake said, as he started winding up the mountain. The road was narrow, but in near perfect shape. The paving job couldn’t have been more than a year old.
“So is this some girlfriend of yours?”
“I didn’t say it was a woman,” Jake said.
“You didn’t have to. I could see it in your eyes when you talked about her. Unless you’re gay.”
“Whatever happened to don’t ask, don’t tell?”
“That was fucked up from the start,” the major said, shaking his head. “Talk about some civilian fucking with the integrity of the military service.”
Jake wound up the final turn, where the road opened up at a ledge. On the lower side was a small area where cars could pull over to take in the panoramic view of the mountains to the north and the Inn River cutting through the valley. On the upper side was the gasthaus, a small place, but one with a great view in nearly every direction. Jake understood why Toni had chosen the place. He parked next to Toni’s Alfa Romeo and got out. Looking at the car, he remembered having driven it in Italy. There was history with that hunk of metal and rubber. He looked up at the second floor windows and noticed a figure standing along the right side of one. It was Toni, he was sure, but with the sun glare he could only make out her shape.
Jake and Special Agent Jordan slowly walked inside and up the stairs to the second floor. A door opened down the hall and Toni stepped out. She was wearing dark jeans that showed she hadn’t gained an ounce, and a gray sweater that seemed to hike her breasts to full life when she saw Jake.
They hugged, holding each other close, and he kissed her on both cheeks.
“Let’s get inside,” she said softly.
She closed the door behind them.
Jake started the introductions with himself and Jordan. Then Toni introduced Giovanni Scala, who seemed a bit out of place. Toni and Jake took seats at a small table across from each other, and Special Agent Jordan slid a chair out, sitting backwards on it. Scala retreated to the bed in the corner.
“I’d offer you a drink,” Toni said, “but they don’t have wet bars here.” She stared at Jake and said, “So, why’d you bring the Air Force along for the ride?”
Jake smiled, ignoring the major. “He looked desperate.”
“Hey, hey,” Jordan chimed in. “I am here, folks.”
“Excuse me,” Jake said. “It’s a private joke. I used to complain a lot about my Air Force days when Toni and I worked together years ago.” He turned toward Toni, looking deep into her. “So, how have you been?”
“Fine. As you can see.”
He could. Her hair seemed longer and curlier. Maybe even blacker, if that was possible. Her eyes were bright. He remembered how she would look at him and seem to know what he was thinking. They had been so close for so long and then had drifted apart because of mere geography. Yet, despite that difference in distance, he had always thought of her. He hoped the feelings were mutual.
Toni first explained what she and Scala had been through in the past few days. Then Jake started filling her in on what had been happening in Innsbruck. He told her everything, except how he had taken on the job with Otto Bergen. He wanted to hear her out before divulging that.
When he was done, she simply stared at him for a moment. She slapped him across the arm. “You bastard!”
“What?”
“You move to Innsbruck and you don’t even tell me? What the hell were you thinking?”
“I’ve been leaving messages for you,” he pleaded.
“Yeah, well, you could have tried harder.”
Jake looked to Special Agent Jordan for help.
“Don’t look at me, Adams,” Jordan said. “I’m not the pig who failed to keep track of this beautiful woman.”
She smiled at Jordan and noticed his wedding band. “See. This man is probably happily married because he has great consideration for her. Am I right?” She asked Jordan.
Jordan raised his brows and reluctantly said, “Damn straight.”
“Could we get back to the problem at hand?” Jake asked. “Major, we haven’t heard everything out of you, I’m sure.”
“Listen. Would you quit calling me major. You can call me Stan or Jordan, but calling me major is out of the question. It sure as hell doesn’t do much for my cover.”
“Fine. Jordan. I can live with that. Now tell me what in the hell Allen Murdock was doing for you.”
The OSI agent sighed deeply. “You knew Murdock when you both worked tactical intel and then humint. He did get out of the Air Force and started working for Richten Pharmaceuticals. He worked as a computer analyst for a few years until the owner Andreas Kraft found out he had worked intel. Since Murdock was fluent in German, and I think his wife being a knockout blonde didn’t hurt matters either, Kraft started working him into the operations side of the house. Murdock kept his job in the computer area, but he simply worked a little overtime for Kraft.”
“Doing what?” Toni asked.
“I got it first hand from Murdock,” Jordan said. “He’d go to conferences with his wife, she’d rub her large breasts up against some target, while he went up to the man’s hotel room and took photos of various papers. They had it down to a science. Murdock had saved Richten millions in research and development costs. They’d simply stole ideas from their competitors.”
Jake started thinking. He didn’t think Toni or Jordan would understand him sleeping with Murdock’s wife. “You think he was doing the same thing in Innsbruck?”
“I’m not sure,” Jordan said. “His wife Ute didn’t make the trip with him as far as I know. She was being watched by my people until a few days ago when she disappeared. Murdock was beginning to suspect someone was on to him.”
“What was he doing for Richten in Innsbruck?” Toni asked.
“He had become one of Kraft’s most trusted agents,” Jordan explained. “He was to come here alone and work out the final details of the contract, and also attend the meeting where Aldo and Scala explained how things were going.” The OSI agent glanced to the scientist, who seemed truly interested now, and then back to Jake and Toni. “Obviously someone had other plans for him.”
Finally the scientist broke in. “But why would someone want to kill Leonhard? Or his maid?”
Jake explained. “Here’s the sequence as I see it. Someone goes to Aldo’s apartment to see if they can find a copy of his work. The maid surprises him and gets herself killed. The killer, or killers, doesn’t find what they’re looking for there, so they head to the Dolomites and try to snatch the info there. Only they fuck up and run Aldo off the road. With Aldo gone, and his research lost, they head down to Milano to nab Scala.”
Toni shook her head. “I don’t think so. The two guys who ran Aldo off the road had to be in the Dolomites when the maid was killed. I think we’re talking two separate factions here.”
Jake laughed. “Great.”
“What about Murdock, though?” Jordan asked.
Jake swished his head. “That’s someone else. He was killed by the same asshole who’s been fucking with me. And I’m not sure why, but somebody wanted the deal between Richten and Tirol Genetics stopped. Killing Murdock would delay things only, so I’m sure there’s more to come in that area.” Jake glared at Jordan. “What I still don’t understand is what Murdock was doing for the Air Force OSI?”
Jordan shifted in his chair and cast his eyes toward the floor.
“You going to answer that?” Toni demanded.
“Don’t hold out on us, Jordan. Remember, Toni is with CIA. You two are supposed to talk once in a while. It’s the reason the new Agency was formed in the first place.”
“All right. Christ, give me a break. It wasn’t for some lofty reason. We simply suspected Richten was dealing in more than just over-the-counter medicine. They have research facilities in some South American countries like Columbia and Venezuela. We think they have a large trade distribution of cocaine from those countries on Liberian tankers from Caracas to Monrovia. From there they go to Amsterdam before spreading out across Europe by truck. We’ve gotten so close. Murdock provided much of our initial information, although he said he wasn’t involved. That part of Richten’s operation was handled by Nikolaus Hahn, the operations officer.”
Jake shook his head. “I don’t believe Murdock was killed for drugs. It had to do with this deal. I’m certain. Someone thought they’d slow the process down, if not completely derail it. Maybe Richten wanted the technology entirely for themselves, cutting Tirol Genetics out. They steal the solution from Aldo and Scala, knock them out of the loop permanently, and they don’t have to settle for a percentage of the profits, they’ve got the whole works.”
Jordan broke in. “Or there could be another company trying to squeeze their way into the picture. Which is one of the assumptions I’d have to make. Murdock might have been double crossing Richten and us, selling out to a higher bidder.”
Suddenly Toni remembered something. She found her purse and removed the photograph of the man having sex with the maid she had found dead at Aldo’s apartment and handed it to Jake. “This was under a table in Aldo’s bedroom.”
Jake examined the photo and handed it to Jordan. “That’s Murdock. But it’s hard to believe he killed the maid.”
“Somebody had to take the shot,” Toni said.
Jordan handed the photo to Toni. “You can set those on a table and use a timer.”
The three of them sat silent for a moment. Finally the scientist spoke. “Mr. Adams. How were you able to locate us?”
Jordan glared at Jake. “Yes, how did you find them?”
Looking at Toni for help and finding only raised brows, Jake said, “Toni’s license plates. A few years back Austria required all hotels, motels, gasthauses, anyplace anyone would want to stay, to provide license plates, country, name, etc. into a huge database. If the person arrived in Austria by train or plane, they must provide a passport number. It was a measure to cut down on international terrorism. Austria has traditionally been a great staging point for terrorists heading north to Germany and France, even England. I made the assumption that Toni still had her Alfa Romeo and she hadn’t changed her plates. This only works if you know the plate number, of course. Otherwise I would have had to check all cars from Italy, maybe narrowing it down to all cars with a Rome prefix. To make a long story short, I lucked out.”
Jordan understood now. “That’s what you were doing with Martini’s computer.”
Jake nodded. “The problem is if I could do it someone else might be able to also. If they know what to look for.”
“So we better get going,” Toni said, rising from her chair.
There was nothing to pack really. Scala had his briefcase, and Toni her purse. Jordan and Scala had made their way to the hall, when Toni pulled Jake aside before leaving the room. “You trust this Jordan?” she asked.
“Yeah.”
“Good. Because I haven’t told you everything. We need to talk.”
She walked out leaving Jake confused.
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Otto Bergen sat outside at the Friedrich-Strasse cafe, less than a block from the Golden Roof, sipping a double cappuccino. The three Germans had just joined him and had ordered the same. Bergen had met Nikolaus Hahn at various conferences around Europe. He was a man he expected to deal with in the first place, once he and Kraft had come up with an initial deal months ago. Murdock had been a surprise, yet Bergen somehow felt he would have gotten a better deal with the American. The other two at the table, Bergen had just met. The bald one with the big nose, Wolfgang, seemed like he had come right out of Hitler’s genetic mold. He was big and strong and wouldn’t take much hassle from anyone. The woman, Ulrica, was another story. She was a new German, he thought. Her eyes said she was a Turk or Rumanian. He’d guess the former.
A waiter came with the drinks, set them swiftly and went away without saying a word.
Bergen was set to listen. “Is everything ready for production?”
Hahn finished his sip of coffee and set the cup on the glass table. “You tell me. I understand Leonhard Aldo is dead and his papers haven’t been recovered.”
Feeling uncomfortable, Bergen said, “That’s true. But his associate, Giovanni Scala, has the information on the solution, and our other researchers can take over where Aldo left off.”
Hahn looked surprised. “You have Scala?”
Bergen’s eyes shifted from one person at the table to the next, and finally settling on Hahn. “You’ll have to trust me.”
* * *
Sitting at a table at another cafe across the cobblestone walking path, was the Italian Sappiamo and his two American associates from Boston, Brachi and Gabbiano. All three were drinking beer, trying not to look at Bergen and the three Germans, but taking turns doing just that. The other Italian, Sappiamo’s partner, was sitting alone almost a block away as a lookout.
* * *
Hahn drank some more coffee. “I trust you, Bergen. You have as much to lose as we do. Perhaps more. I just want to know why you had Murdock killed?”
Bergen looked shocked. “It wasn’t me,” he pleaded.
“It doesn’t matter,” Hahn said. “I’m sure he had it coming.”
“But I didn’t,” Bergen assured him.
“Sure, anything you say. Now simply tell me how you plan on getting the solution from Scala.”
Something wasn’t right, and Bergen knew it. This man knew more than he should. Reluctantly, he leaned toward Hahn and whispered, “Tonight. Seven-thirty.”
“Where?”
“The Olympic Ice Stadium.”
Hahn glanced at his two associates to make sure they had both heard him. “Is Scala trying to pull something? Squeeze more money out of you?”
Bergen shook his head. “I don’t think so. I didn’t actually talk with him, though. It was a woman. A Maria Francesca Caruso. She called me this morning around the time Scala was supposed to show up. Said to meet me at the stadium and she’d bring Scala. I tried to ask her what she wanted, but she wouldn’t say. It wasn’t money. That was clear.”
“Everybody wants something,” Hahn said, thinking things over carefully. “Unless she’s with the government.”
That was something Bergen had not even considered.
Hahn finished his coffee and stood slowly. Wolfgang and Ulrica did so also. “We’ll meet you there at seven,” Hahn said. “I’m sure you wouldn’t mind a little company.” He smiled and walked off, his associates flanking him.
Bergen didn’t have a choice. He watched the Germans walk off and he nodded to the American, Marcus Quinn, who had been sitting across the walk, to follow them. It was best to be safe in situations like this.
* * *
The Italian up the street, the lookout, got up now and followed Quinn down the narrow walking street. He had taken the signal from Sappiamo.
* * *
The Germans were walking along talking when Wolfgang first noticed the shorthaired blonde man with the bulky jacket behind them. He stopped, looking into a store window and told his boss what he suspected. Hahn agreed to split up and make their way to Innbrucke Bridge that crossed the river from Herzog-Otto-Strasse to Innstrasse. Hahn and Ulrica split off first, shooting down a narrow alley together. Wolfgang stood tight, watching the man in the window’s reflection.
* * *
Quinn wasn’t sure what to do. They had seen him. The big guy was watching him now. To make things worse, someone else had followed him, he was sure. He had two choices. Continue to follow the Germans, or find out who was behind him. Considering the circumstances, he’d have to choose the latter, since he was sure that man had no idea he was on to him. He passed along the narrow street across from the large German, not paying attention to him whatsoever. In a block he stopped to light a cigarette, glancing back for a moment at the dark man in the leather coat, who also had stopped, pretending to look at something in a store. The German was gone. Had probably gone down the alley after Hahn and the woman. But who was this dark-haired man, and why was he following him? He took in a long drag and continued down the walkway. There were a number of tourists on the street. Some wearing ski jackets. Some in expensive clothes. The man behind him was different, he was sure. He wasn’t a tourist. He was most certainly following him.
Turning down a narrow passage, Quinn thought of his plan of action. Even in the late afternoon, it wasn’t likely someone would be there. It was dark and dingy and any smart tourist would avoid the area. He knew that ahead was a turn and after that a recessed door where he could wait.
Quinn made the corner and then scurried ahead, sliding into the doorway and slowing his breathing. Slowly he withdrew his 9mm automatic with the silencer from inside his jacket and placed his right hand against the cold brick wall. He could hear the man stepping slowly down the alley getting closer. His heart beat louder. Then the steps stopped. He had to be only ten or fifteen feet away, he thought. He could simply jump out quickly firing, but then he wouldn’t know why the man was following him. Instead, he waited.
In thirty seconds the steps began again. Only they were slowly now. More cautious, perhaps. Quinn’s heart raced with excitement. Then the steps stopped again. His head was smashed against the wall, the cigarette almost finished, dangled from the corner of his mouth. The cigarette. How stupid could he be. The smoke must be drifting out giving him away. He turned his tongue over, opened his mouth wide, and the short cigarette flipped inside his mouth, sizzling out in his saliva. He ignored the pain, for his own stupidity was worse.
He had to move now. With one quick motion, he followed his gun around the corner, firing as he went.
The man was waiting for him, lying on the ground, his gun already out. The leather man fired back, his shots echoing down the alley, and one catching Quinn in his left shoulder, spinning him around. He recovered quickly, finding his mark on the ground, and fired five times automatically at the man’s head.
He had hit his mark, Quinn knew. Slowly he made his way to the clump on the ground, his shoulder aching. The man lay face down, his arms stretched out in front of him, his gun gangling from his right hand.
Quinn poked the man’s head with the silencer and he didn’t move. He looked around, but nobody had come. He returned his gun to his holster, reached down and lifted the man’s head until he saw the hole in his forehead, and then let the head drop to the bricks. Going back to where he had shot from, he found his spent brass casings and then started off in the other direction. He stopped abruptly, thinking. Then he swiftly returned to the dead man, took the man’s wallet and then hurried off down the alley in the opposite direction.
He finally reached the busier Burggraben where he could see St. Ann’s Column a block away. He headed toward the tall monument, keeping his eyes open for anyone else following him. When he reached the monument, he took a seat on a bench and casually withdrew the man’s wallet from his pocket and opened it. He couldn’t believe it when he saw the I.D. Was it possible? Had he just killed a man with Interpol?
* * *
Back in the alley, Sappiamo finally found his partner laying in a pool of blood. He checked him over carefully and started to cry. They had been through so much in two years. After he gained some composure, he checked the man’s pockets and found nothing.
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Toni and Scala had followed them down the mountain in her Alfa Romeo, and pulled up behind Jake and the OSI agent. Jake shut down the Golf next to a small park in Volders, a village along the Inn River fifteen kilometers east of Innsbruck. He and Jordan got out.
Jordan sat at a park bench with Scala, while Jake and Toni walked along a stone path with a railing dividing them from the swift-flowing river.
Jake wasn’t certain where to begin. He had not been entirely truthful with her so far.
“Something’s really bothering you, Jake,” Toni said. “What’s wrong?”
The river was a constant drone behind them.
He stopped and leaned against the railing. “I could have someone rip my nuts off with a vice grip and not tell them a thing, but you’ve always been able to sense when something’s not quite right with me, making me blurt out everything. Why is that?”
She smiled and nudged closer to him. “It’s part of my charm. Don’t ya think?” When he didn’t answer, she said, “Seriously. With history like ours you shouldn’t have to ask. I can see it in your eyes because I know you. You can put up one hell of an act with others, but I’ll always know that you have more for me.”
“Now that’s scary.” He gazed off at the beautiful aqua-marine water that flowed over some rocks to his left. “Otto Bergen hired me to help him bring in Scala and his research.” He turned to her and saw her astonished glare.
“Why would he do that? I told the man he was in good hands, and I’d bring him in tonight.”
“He seemed to think you had a hidden agenda. He didn’t trust you. He’s getting a little paranoid, and I can’t blame the guy for that, considering what’s happened in the past few days. His lead researcher is run off the road. Murdock, whom he was working a production deal with, is shot. The researcher’s maid is killed. And some crazy woman has kidnapped his other researcher.”
“Very funny. I didn’t kidnap him. I simply rescued him from a couple of bozos in Milano. Which reminds me, I still haven’t figured out who those two were. Scala said they had Interpol identification, but I doubt they were with them. They looked more like thieves or mafia slugs.”
“Why don’t you have any backup?” Jake asked.
She laughed. “We’ve got almost fifty people working out of Rome, but our budget has been cut so severely we can’t do a damn thing. Half of our people are working in eastern Turkey and the Middle East, a fourth are in the Balkans. What’s that leave? Ten, twelve available for southern Europe. As it is I’m on loan with the Vienna office. Which reminds me, why didn’t you come and see me last time you came through the area?”
Jake was confused. “Vienna? I haven’t been in Vienna for years. In fact, I think you and I were there together.”
“You know exactly what I mean Jake Adams.”
“I was in Odessa and Kurdistan,” he pleaded. “That’s not even remotely close to Rome.”
“You could have at least called. I had to read about your crazy exploits in a security brief.”
“Okay. I screwed up. I won’t let it happen again. I called you this time.”
“Because you needed me.”
“Damn right I need you.”
She frowned. “Still thinking about sex?”
“That’s all I’ve been doing lately is think about it,” he said, and then thought again about Murdock’s gorgeous wife Ute.
She grabbed his hand. “That’s why God gave you the large hands.”
Jake looked across the grass at Jordan and Scala talking at the bench. “I don’t suppose you’d like to take a ride and see if we can remember where all the parts are?”
“Maybe later,” she said. “Besides you’ve never had a problem with that before.”
They both stared off at the water flowing by.
Something else was bothering Jake. “Why is the Agency even involved with this case?”
She turned and leaned her back against the rail. “Why do you think? It’s an important discovery. Even more importantly, it’s something Washington feels could easily be exploited. You have to understand, Jake, I was sent to the Dolomites to look into what was going on there. I’d report back periodically to Vienna. It wasn’t easy remaining anonymous in Passo di Villa. It’s such a small village. I was pretending to be a mountain climber.”
“You? The city girl. That must have been one helluva stretch.”
“Ha, ha… Anyway, if everything goes as planned in the Dolomites, there’s no problem. Aldo and Scala present their study to the scientific community, to Tirol Genetics and Richten Pharmaceuticals, and then collect their Nobel Prizes, along with a million bucks in prize money. That’s no small reward. The problem is, someone changed the rules in the middle of the game by running Leonhard Aldo off the road and then trying to kidnap Scala. Someone’s serious about all this. Killing Aldo’s maid…”
Jake placed his hand on hers. “Someone either doesn’t want this Dolomite Solution to reach the public, or they want it for themselves.”
“Maybe both.”
* * *
Sitting across the grass on the park bench, Jordan had been discussing some of the basics of the discovery Scala and Aldo had made in the Dolomites.
“That’s amazing,” Jordan said. “It’ll be hard to believe a world without heart disease.”
“What about a world without cancer?” Scala said. “That’s what’s next for science. And it can be achieved.”
Jordan glanced over at Jake and Toni by the river. “What do you suppose they’re talking about?”
Scala smiled for the first time since the two of them had met. “I think they’re lovers. Look at the way they touch each other. The way they look at each other. It’s obvious.”
That was true, Jordan thought. But he was thinking they were discussing the case as well. “How well do you know this Toni?”
Scala looked uncertain. “We just met yesterday, like I said. She saved me from two men. The two that had run my associate off the road that morning.”
“I see.” He planted his eyes on the scientist. “You know there are some who would like to see your work buried, along with you. There’s a lot of money to be made with the status quo.”
The scientist cocked his head to one side. “What are you getting at? I trust Toni.”
“I’m not saying Toni is one of them,” Jordan corrected. “I’m just letting you know that this is what’s going on. Certain people would rather not have a cure for heart disease. That’s a fact. I think you’re with the right people. I’ve checked Jake Adams’ background. He can be a bit abrasive and over-zealous at times, but our government holds him in high regard. He’s done a lot of good in the past.”
“And Toni?” Scala asked.
“If Jake trusts her, she must be okay.”
* * *
Jake and Toni finished putting the plan together for that evening when they were set to meet Otto Bergen at the Olympic Ice Stadium.
Something had almost slipped Jake’s mind, but he thought of it now. “I almost forgot. Someone’s been messing with me ever since I got to Innsbruck. That’s how I got involved with this case in the first place. Someone told me to go to the alley the night Murdock was killed. When I got there, someone shot at me with a silenced gun. Later I found Murdock dead. I got knocked over the head and the cops questioned me for Murdock’s death. The killer wanted the cops to think I had done it, but they didn’t do a really good job of setting me up, because Murdock had been dead for hours. Then while I was at this morgue, which turned out to be a funeral home, some guy comes in shooting and kills two cops in the process. That can be read two ways. Either the shooter wants the cops to think I’m involved with something I’m not, or they want me to get involved with the case.”
“Looks like they succeeded,” she said.
“Yeah, well that didn’t do it. It was after someone put a bomb on my car.”
She looked him over. “It obviously didn’t go off.”
“It was a fake. Set to scare me. I went on the offensive after that. Changed cars. Moved from my apartment. There was a note in the car that said, ‘HUMINT is an oxymoron. So don’t be one.’ Later on I got an e-mail message saying I was slipping. I figured someone was really fucking with me now. I thought it might have been someone from my past who had simply gotten a hold of my E-mail address. As you know, that message could have come from anywhere in the world.”
“What was the return address?”
“Came from the Innsbruck Tirol Hotel. About a hundred and fifty people staying there. I haven’t had a chance to check into it further.”
“How’d you get involved with Bergen?”
Jake thought for a moment about how strange that had been. He had been unable to understand that himself. “I got a call from the man just before leaving my apartment. He wanted to meet at a restaurant in the old town. I wasn’t sure why at the time. I checked him out. He’s one of Innsbruck’s most prominent citizens. Wealthiest as well. The problem was I couldn’t figure out how he had gotten my name. I had only been in town for a few days. He said he had heard of me through Franz Martini, the polizei chief for Tirol. He’s the one who had questioned me about Murdock’s death. But that wasn’t a very good explanation.”
“Naturally you met him anyway,” she said, smiling.
“I can’t help it if I’m a curious bastard.”
“He must have counted on that.”
He looked at the river flowing by again. Of course. Bergen had counted on that. “I think you’re right. Does that mean Bergen had Murdock killed, and has been fucking with me ever since?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “What did Bergen want from you?”
“We met. He wanted me to look into the death of Leonhard Aldo, his scientist. He said he had died in a car accident in the Dolomites. I agreed to check it out. Later that night Bergen sent me some e-mail information on what Aldo was working on, and then I checked out the company on the internet. Everything looked all right. Then this morning when I met with Bergen he told me some woman had his other scientist, Scala, and wanted to meet tonight at the Olympic Ice Stadium. He said her name was Maria Francesca Caruso. Sound familiar?”
She shrugged. “I happen to like the name.”
“Well I’m glad you used it this time. When I knew you were involved I figured it would be the easiest ten grand I’ve ever made.”
“He’s paying you ten thousand bucks to bring in his scientist? I think I need to quit this government bullshit and go private.”
“Well this is rare,” Jake assured her. “And the pay checks are rather erratic. Still, I’d love to have a partner.”
“I’ll consider that. First, let’s get this solution in without getting anyone else killed. I’ve gotten attached to Giovanni Scala. He’s a nice guy.”
Jake couldn’t argue with that.
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Franz Martini paced up the narrow alley, which was getting darker every minute, watching over his officers to ensure they did nothing to contaminate the murder scene.
His criminal investigator, Jack Donicht, was stooped down over the dead man with a pen light looking for something he could bring to his boss that would tell them who this man was and why he had been shot. He had found no identification. Only the gun which had reportedly been fired anywhere from one to three times, according to various reports from those living in the area. Donicht knew those were skewed since the alley would echo, and witnesses minds were always blurred with the shock of something like gunfire in their own neighborhood. It had to be something else, they would reason first. Only later would they try to recall the number of shots.
Martini stopped alongside Donicht and asked, “Well, what do you think, Jack?”
Donicht picked up the gun with gloved hands, popped the clip out the butt, and then slid back the action, retrieving a round from the chamber. He counted the rounds from the gun as he dropped them into a plastic bag. “Fourteen. That means the dead guy here got off two rounds. That matches with what witnesses said.” He looked up at his boss.
“Jesus Christ, Jack.” Martini shook his head. “Think about what you just said. That would mean the guy shot himself. Roll him over.”
His associate did as he was told, and immediately he felt embarrassed. There were at least three holes in the guy, the most prominent one in his forehead. “I see what you mean. But that means five or six shots. Nobody heard that many.”
Martini stomped down the alley to the recessed area and then turned to face Donicht. “The shooter was here. Look there’s blood.” He had just noticed the drops against the dark cobblestone. “Obviously this guy had a silencer. He could have fired a thousand times. Your man was waiting for him to round this corner when he fired. He was already on the ground when he took the round in the head. Otherwise the gun would have dropped further from the body. What does the silencer tell you, Jack?”
Donicht was now examining the blood spots. “I don’t know. A professional hit?”
“Did you read my report from talking with Jake Adams following the shooting of the American, Murdock? Adams said someone had lured him to the alley and then fired at him with a silenced gun. The same thing happened here. I’m sure of it. You and your men finish up here. I want everything done right. By the book. I don’t want any fuck ups this time. I’ve got to talk with someone right now.”
Martini stormed off down the alley.
* * *
At the headquarters of Tirol Genetics, Otto Bergen was watching the sun descend on the mountains. He was disturbed by what had happened in the alley. Things had gotten out of control and he wasn’t sure how to stop them now. Marcus Quinn had called him, saying he had been shot and needed help. Bergen had thought about simply letting the man die, leaving the world a far better place. But Quinn had made it clear that he had placed certain information in a secure place in case something happened to him. The polizei would get everything on Bergen’s involvement.
He leaned on the window sill, frightened to move, knowing it was only a few hours away from the meeting at the ice stadium.
“Your man downstairs did a hell of a job,” Quinn said, startling Bergen. He strolled over and took a seat.
Bergen sat behind his desk and said, “He was a medical doctor before switching over to research.”
Quinn’s chest was bare, with a patch across his left shoulder. “You happen to have any extra clothes around here?”
Bergen ignored him. “Did the bullet go all the way through?”
The man swiveled in his chair showing his boss the patch on his back, and then settled back into a comfortable position. “Clean through. No major organs. No bones. I got lucky. If the bullet hits the collarbone it could ricochet down to the lungs and heart region.”
Bergen wished it had. “Who was the man?”
Thinking first, Quinn said, “I don’t know. He was following me after I started following the Germans. I’m sure he wasn’t with them, though.”
Remembering Quinn’s question, Bergen got up and went to a shrank against the wall and retrieved a wool jacket. “This should fit you until you can get to your hotel room,” Bergen said, handing the jacket to the man.
Quinn checked for an inside pocket and found one on the left side that would hold his gun without the silencer. He pulled out a knife and cut the bottom of the pocket, then slipped the gun from behind his back and into the jacket. “Perfect fit.”
Bergen sat back behind his desk. “Maybe you should go home and get some rest. We can handle the meeting tonight.”
Smiling, Quinn said, “You and the Germans? The woman with the knife is laughable. Maybe the bald guy with the big nose. He might help you.”
“I don’t expect any problems,” Bergen assured him.
“You didn’t expect Murdock to try to double-cross you either,” Quinn reminded his boss.
After hesitating, Bergen said, “He was greedy. You didn’t have to…”
“I don’t have to breath, but it sure helps me live with myself. You don’t stomp on assholes like Murdock and they’ll run all over you.” Quinn felt the pain from his shoulder from tensing up, so he settled his breathing. “Your company is moving into new territory. You’ve got to maintain the power here. Don’t let the Germans bully you. And don’t let anyone else try to steal what’s rightfully yours.”
Deep down Bergen couldn’t help but agree with the man, however repulsive that might be. He had worked hard for this, invested a lot on research, brought a winning team together. The Nobel Prize would bring prestige, and the Dolomite Solution would bring great wealth. He had lived without money, and now with it. He liked his situation far more now.
“I guess I’ll see you at the Olympic Ice Stadium in a few hours,” Bergen said.
There was a buzz on Bergen’s desk. It was his secretary, who informed him there was a Herr Martini to see him. After she said that, she asked if she could go home for the weekend. Bergen talked with her for a minute about what she planned on doing over the weekend, which gave Quinn time to retreat through the side door. On his way out, he handed a black wallet to Bergen, who quickly placed it in his top desk drawer. Then he told his secretary to go home after seeing Herr Martini in.
Bergen met Herr Martini in the center of the room, where they shook hands before taking seats.
“So, what can I do for the polizei on a Friday evening?” Bergen asked. Before the criminal commissioner could respond, Bergen rose and went to the side door, opened it slowly to make sure his man had gone, and then closed it and returned to his desk.
“What was that all about?” Martini asked.
Bergen smiled. “Sometimes Frau Schultz can get nosey, especially knowing the polizei is here. So, how have you been, Franz?”
He was unsure how to proceed. Finally, he said, “You told me it wouldn’t happen again. Yet I just came from an Altstadt alley where there’s a dead man, shot at least three times. How many more bodies have to show up before I pull the plug on this?”
“I understand the other man started it. Quinn fired in self defense this time.”
“That’s what he said. Do you believe him?”
He shrugged. “I don’t know what to believe with that man. He’s not exactly a reliable sort.”
“That reminds me,” Martini said. “I dug deeper into his background. You knew about his stay in the American military prison, Leavenworth. I went further back. He was in the same Air Force unit as Allen Murdock. They had worked together for two years. That’s more than a coincidence, wouldn’t you say?”
It was interesting information, but Bergen wasn’t sure how to read it. He already knew that Quinn knew Jake Adams, yet he had never asked the man how they knew each other. Now it turns out all three had worked together. “What are you saying? You think Quinn and Murdock were working together?”
“I’m just saying it’s very strange that both of them show up here in Innsbruck, and Quinn kills the guy, trying to set up Jake Adams.” The polizei captain thought for a moment. “Of course. He thinks Adams is still working for the U.S. government. He doesn’t want to kill Adams, because he fears it will bring too much heat. But somehow Murdock becomes expendable.”
“I told you that Murdock had double-crossed the German company, Richten.”
Martini remembered. Then he changed the subject. “What about your man. We found some blood at the scene. It must have been his.”
“It was. He was hit in the shoulder. One of my researchers patched him up downstairs. Quinn left through the side door as you came through the front.”
“So you weren’t worried about your secretary listening in. You just didn’t want Quinn to know we knew each other.”
“You know the man,” Bergen pleaded. “He’s a crazy bastard. He’d just as soon kill you as sit down and drink beer with you. How do you trust someone like that?”
“Complacency is one thing,” Martini said. “Harboring a murderer is quite another.”
“You told me to.” Bergen was concerned now.
“I can’t have bodies turning up all over town. Hell, our statistics per capita are all shot to pieces now. This is a tourist town. We can’t have this kind of killing in Innsbruck. We don’t even know who this latest dead man is.”
Bergen remembered the wallet Quinn had handed him, so he pulled it from his desk and handed it to the criminal commissioner. “Quinn just gave it to me.”
The polizei captain started looking through the wallet, flipping through credit cards. Then he saw it. It was unmistakable to him, since he had seen an Interpol identification many times before. “My God.”
“What’s the matter?”
Martini closed the wallet slowly. “He was with Interpol. Now we’ll have every law enforcement agency in the world tromping through our fair city. What have you done, Otto?”
He had done nothing. He didn’t want the man working for him, but it wasn’t like he could fire him either. He was too dangerous. The only thing to do now was clean house. Everything had gotten out of hand because of one change of events. If Murdock had only worked the deal as he and Kraft had initially agreed, none of this would have happened. His only hope was to side with Martini and give up the American he knew increasingly less about.
“We can make things better,” Bergen said. And he went on to explain what was going down in a few hours at the Olympic Ice Stadium.
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Jake parked the Golf outside the Innsbruck Tirol Hotel and sat for a moment gazing at the large structure that looked out of place in that part of the city. The hotel was surrounded by older buildings and the train station was only a few blocks away.
OSI agent Jordan was in the passenger seat with a wondering look on his face. “I suppose we’re here for a reason?”
Jake broke his trance. “Sure as hell are,” he said. “Let’s go.” He got out carrying his laptop computer.
The two of them entered the wide, modern lobby of the hotel. There were large plants all around. A waterfall cascaded into a small pool where children had dropped shiny Shillings.
Jake walked immediately to the front counter, pulled out his computer and set it out in front of him.
A curious young woman dressed in a company suit approached him. It was the same woman who had gotten the phone records of Murdock’s room for Jake the day before. He hoped she had a poor memory.
There was a moment of hesitation as she studied Jake’s face. “May I help you?” she asked.
Jake thought for a moment, glancing at Jordan momentarily. “Maybe. Do you have rooms that I can use my computer?”
“Of course,” she said. “We are renovating so all of our rooms will have computer access. But for now, we’re limited to the sixth and seventh floors.”
That should narrow his search down, Jake thought. “Do you have any rooms available on those floors?”
She didn’t answer. Instead, she sat down at the computer and started clicking away.
Jake watched her carefully.
In a few seconds the woman smiled and said, “Much of the ski season is over for the year,” she apologized. “And the summer tourist season won’t start for a couple months.”
“So you have rooms?” Jake asked.
“Yes.” She smiled. “How many will you need?” She glanced at Jordan and then back to Jake.
Jordan still looked confused.
“Just one with two beds, if you have it.”
“That won’t be a problem.”
Jake thought for a moment. “Do you have a map of the floor plan so I can see which rooms are available?”
She swiveled the computer screen around so Jake could see it. “Those that are shaded are occupied. That’s the seventh floor.”
“Just a minute,” Jake said, planting the room numbers into his memory. “Okay.”
She clicked a few keys and the sixth floor appeared.
Jake memorized those as well. When he had finished repeating them in his mind, he turned to Jordan, who was still confused. “What do you think, guy? Sixth or seventh floor.”
Jordan shrugged. “I don’t care.”
“Make it the sixth,” Jake said. “In fact, we’ll take room 610 if it has two beds.” He already knew the answer, since it had been Murdock’s room, the one he had checked out the day before.
She checked the computer. “It does. It also has a cash bar and a splendid view of the mountains and the river.”
“You see, that’s what I was thinking,” Jake said.
Jake filled out some paperwork with bogus names, took the electronic key, and was off.
In the elevator, Jordan couldn’t stand it any longer. “What in the fuck is this all about?”
“You need a place to stay tonight don’t you?”
“Yeah. I suppose. But—”
“I’ll explain at the room.”
They walked down the hallway on the sixth floor, Jake noticing the rooms that were occupied as he passed them. The polizei must have caved in to the hotel manager to pull down the yellow tape across Murdock’s door. It was understandable since no crime had been committed in Murdock’s room. He had simply stayed there.
Inside their room, Jake immediately set up his computer. Jordan walked around checking the place over.
“This is a nice place,” Jordan said, looking out the window at the mountains. “Maybe a bit pricy for the Air Force.”
Jake laughed. “Who the hell you trying to bullshit, Jordan. Remember I was a captain traveling all the time. We were authorized to stay in places like this.”
Jordan took a seat next to Jake. “Yeah, those were the good old days before all the two hundred dollar toilet seats started showing up on 60 Minutes. Shit. We end up in the Budget Inn now.”
“That’s what happens when you get an unscrupulous liar in office who never served in the military.” Jake was plugged in and his computer up and running.
“You going to tell me what in the hell you’re doing now?” Jordan said, craning to see the screen.
“Remember the guy who’s been messing with me? Tried to set me up for Murdock’s death. Left a fake bomb under my car. Well he also made a big mistake. He left me an e-mail message that happened to flash on my screen last night while I was on the Web.”
“So.”
“So, I tracked his ass down. He sent the e-mail from this hotel. I have to assume he isn’t an employee. Therefore he must be staying here.”
“Sixth or seventh floor.”
“Right. I went with the odds. There were two rooms taken on the seventh and four on the sixth. So here we are.”
Jordan was thinking this over. “But what do you plan on doing, breaking into each room?”
Jake smiled. “Do you know anything about these things.”
“I know a little about computers.”
“Then you should know that nothing is sacred anymore. I’ll break into every one of those rooms with a few simple key strokes.”
Jordan moved a little closer. “You’re shitin’ me.”
“Afraid not.” Jake clicked in the access code he memorized from the woman at the front desk. He now had full access to the hotel computer. “There you go.”
“Mother fucker.”
“Don’t tell me the OSI doesn’t teach you this shit.”
“In theory, perhaps.” Jordan paused. “But how’d you get the access code.”
“That’s old school, pal. I watched the desk clerk type hers in.”
Jake first checked the two rooms on the seventh floor. One had an older couple from Vienna in it. Their phone had just one call on it, a return call to their home. Then he called up the next room, and when he saw the name he had to make a double take. He couldn’t believe what he saw. “Son of a bitch. When did he get out?”
Jordan looked at the name. “You know him?”
“Knew him,” Jake corrected. “I served in the Air Force with Marcus Quinn. And now things are starting to make sense. Quinn was also best friends with Allen Murdock. They hung out together. Worked together. They were pretty much inseparable until…” Jake thought about the court martial. How he had been forced to testify on what he had discovered.
“What’s the matter, Jake?”
“It’s a long story that I’d rather forget about. Let’s just say I know who killed Allen Murdock now. The question is why? And why mess with me in the meantime?”
“You must have pissed this guy off at some time,” Jordan said.
That was an understatement. “That’s the truth. But I’m not sure why he would take the time.” Jake thought it over in his mind. The sequence of events in the past few days. Bergen. How else had he known so much about him? Bergen had said Martini had told him about Jake, but he had doubted that from the beginning. But why in the hell would a seemingly respectable businessman get tied up with a guy like Marcus Quinn?
“You got something going on in that mind of yours,” Jordan said. “You wanna give me a clue?”
Jake ignored him for a moment, typing in some numbers on the computer and waiting for a response to his web search. “Here we go. You said you were investigating Richten Pharmaceuticals in Germany, suspecting them of shipping drugs to Europe.”
Jordan was thinking it over. “Yeah, that’s what I said.”
“And Richten is owned by a Providence Industries.”
“That’s right.”
“Aren’t they under investigation?”
Jordan hesitated. “Toni’s Agency counterparts are taking care of that from what I understand.”
“Makes sense. Well I just checked Marcus Quinn’s calls from his room. He’s made three calls to a 401 prefix in the States.”
“Shit! Let me guess. Providence Industries.”
“Better than that. They were to a private line. To an Andrew Talbot.”
Jordan looked confused.
“Talbot is the president and CEO of Providence Industries.”
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The rain was falling hard across Narragansett Bay. Even though it was early afternoon, the dark clouds and rain made it look like dusk.
The dark Cadillac wound slowly around the deserted road six miles north of Newport. A large man fought to see through wipers that were working overtime to clear the downpour. Varducci was in the front passenger seat, relaxed, but still straining his eyes for the sign to Prudence Point. Andrew Talbot, the president and CEO of Providence Industries had given Varducci directions over the phone to his second home, a sixty acre estate that had been in his family since the great depression. Varducci had dealt with the man for the past few years on other matters, but they had always met at other places. Talbot was a cautious man, not wanting to be seen in public with someone who had the least bit of suspicion about him. Varducci, although he had never been in jail more than a few hours until his vigilant lawyers arrived, was usually one piece of evidence away from a federal indictment.
Slumped in the back seat was Dr. James Winthrop. His eyes were glazed over following the drive down from Boston. He still wasn’t sure what he was doing there, yet he had enough sense to keep his mouth shut. After all, Varducci was a man he had no intention of crossing.
Strapped in behind his father in the back seat was Jonathan Varducci. In his mid-twenties, he was a slight man about half the size of his father. He wore thick glasses that were out of adjustment and kept sliding down his tiny nose. Dressed in a nice three-piece suit, the younger Varducci was the antithesis of his father. It had been obvious from his manner of speaking on the drive down that he had inherited a great intellect without the trappings of street savvy. His friends at prep school had nicknamed him J.V., and the reference had stuck at Harvard as well.
“Shit! There it is,” Varducci said. “We just passed the driveway.”
The driver pulled to a stop, put it in reverse and backed up.
Varducci turned to Winthrop. “This Talbot is a real shrewd motherfucker. Let me do the talking. You hear me, Johnny? That goes for you too.”
J.V. sunk further into his suit coat, like a turtle hiding in its shell.
The driver turned down the dirt lane. The place didn’t look like much until the road turned to pavement and a short while later opened up to a wide circular drive with a huge three-story brick colonial at the end. Down from the house was the bay, which was still taking a pounding by the rain. There was a large boathouse with a light on inside, and another building to the opposite side, which might have housed servants at one time.
“Nice place,” Varducci said. “I wonder if it’s for sale.” He laughed out loud. “What the fuck am I saying? Everything is for sale.”
The driver stayed put while the three of them got out and scurried to the front overhang. Immediately the large oak door was opened for them by an older woman who couldn’t have been five feet. She made them take off their shoes. Varducci was reluctant to do it, and when he did his big toe was sticking out of his right sock.
The old woman escorted them to a study, which had a blazing fireplace and walls of bookshelves. There were mounted heads of animals from Africa and Europe. Overall the place was furnished like something out of an African safari.
Varducci took a seat in a leather chair with wooden arms, and his son and Dr. Winthrop sat at the matching sofa.
A few seconds later Andrew Talbot entered wearing khakis and a green commando sweater with leather patches at the elbows. “I hope you found the place all right,” Talbot said, taking a seat behind a large oak desk. He was a tall, distinguished man with gray at the temples, as if placed there precisely for that purpose.
“No problem,” Varducci said. “This is a nice place. No neighbors. Road out front looks like shit, keeping most of the undesirables out. From the highway out there I’ll bet most people driving by don’t even know this place exists.”
“That’s the idea,” Talbot said, leaning back in his chair. “Can I offer you a drink?”
“I think you just did,” Varducci said. “Johnny get up and get us something.”
His son hesitated and then finally went to the wet bar against one wall.
“Why don’t you just make things simple,” Talbot offered. “Pour us all a glass of cognac.”
J.V. found the bottle and started pouring. Then he handed them all around and took his seat.
Talbot swirled the cognac in his glass and then took a sip. “I was wondering why you wanted to meet, Dominic,” he finally said.
Varducci glanced at his son as if to keep his mouth shut. “We’ve got a little proposition for you.”
Talbot smiled and cast his gaze on the doctor for a moment. “You must be the famous Dr. Winthrop. I’ve heard about you. You did bypass on one of my best friends. He’s back to playing tennis again. The son of a bitch is beating me again.”
Winthrop smiled and took a sip of his drink.
Talbot turned to Varducci. “What exactly do you have in mind, Dom?”
“I know about your German subsidiary, Richten Pharmaceuticals, and their newest interest in an Austrian company, Tirol Genetics.”
Talbot couldn’t hide his shock, but he recovered quickly, smiling. “That’s not exactly a trade secret.”
“No, but it hasn’t exactly gone out in press releases either,” Varducci explained.
The two men stared at each other.
Talbot blinked first. “What does this have to do with you?”
Varducci explained how he had gotten involved, leaving out the fact that he had his men working on stealing the solution as they spoke.
“So you want to invest?” Talbot asked. “Buy up some of our stock?”
Varducci rose and went to the bar, pouring himself another glass of cognac. He turned toward Talbot. “You’re a lucky bastard you know that? In the old days I would have had your whole family killed. Then I’d simply have my lawyers draw up bogus paperwork turning everything you own over to me. I’d kind of like this nice house on Narrafuckingansett Bay.” He pointed a finger at Talbot, who was starting to look uncomfortable. “You must think you’re a big cock sucker shooting all these fucking animals. Well let me tell you something, dickwipe. Animals don’t shoot back.”
J.V. rose from the sofa. “Pop…”
Varducci turned on his son. “You sit your ass down.”
J.V. did as he was told. There was silence for a moment.
Finally, Talbot shrugged. “I don’t understand what you want.”
Varducci had calmed down some. He slowly walked back and took a seat. “Now you can talk,” he muttered to his son.
Looking somewhat reluctant, J.V. stood and stepped forward, as if he was preparing for a class presentation. He pushed his glasses up higher on his nose. “We’re talking about a thirty percent stake in your business. Not your entire Providence Industries, just the German company.” He pulled a piece of paper from his jacket and set it on the desk in front of Talbot.
The businessman looked over the paper. “You’re kidding, right?”
“Afraid not,” J.V. said. “You currently own fifty-five percent of the stock. We will buy up thirty percent available in the market at the price quoted there.”
“There isn’t thirty percent available,” Talbot said.
J.V. smiled. “There will be. Fifteen percent from you, and fifteen from another source.”
Talbot thought quickly who owned exactly fifteen percent. “My God, you’re talking about my ex-wife.” He shook his head. “She’ll never sell.”
Varducci jumped in. “I hear she’s living with your old gardener. That’s gotta hurt.”
Talbot was silent, considering his options.
J.V. started to say something, but his father stopped him. “Good job, son. Now this is more my bailiwick. You see, Talbot, she’s not gonna have much of a choice. My good friend the doctor here is going to make her an offer she can’t refuse. Of course, after a few of my men have had a little talk with her.”
Talbot was considering that. He wasn’t overly happy at the divorce settlement in the first place. This was a touch of sweet revenge falling right into his lap. He’d still have forty percent and control over his German company. He thought about his frequent trips to Germany and the American, Marcus Quinn, he had met on his last trip. He had not liked that man working for him, following his persuasive arguments in his favor. But what choice had he had really? And now this man, whom had actually helped him make so much money in the past with his connections in South America. At least Varducci made more sense. He was quasi-legitimate. “I’d still maintain control?”
Varducci shrugged. “You’d still have forty percent.” What he didn’t say was that he had already purchased fifteen percent through two other sources, giving he and the doctor forty-five percent total. And if his men got to the Dolomite Solution before Tirol Genetics, he’d cut the Austrian company out of the deal completely. Now that was shrewd business.
Talbot rose from behind his chair and shook hands with Varducci to seal the deal.
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Marcus Quinn gazed at himself in the bathroom mirror in room 710 at the Innsbruck Tirol Hotel. The radio out in the main room had the hardest thing Quinn could find blaring from a crackling speaker. Some techno shit that he tolerated only because there was no other alternative.
He had just given himself a sponge bath to clear away the dried blood from around his bandage on his shoulder in front. He turned away from the mirror and swiveled his head around, looking at his back and wishing he could reach and wash that as well.
He had sucked down a handful of Tylenol, but it had only taken away some of the pain from the shot that cleared his body. The stitches the researcher had given him would work fine, although the local anesthesia was wearing off now and they seemed to pull with each move he made. Which was just fine with Quinn. He didn’t mind pain. It made him feel alive.
Wearing only a pair of dark underwear, Quinn lowered his gaze to his crotch, wondering what it would take to make himself happy. He remembered becoming excited as he raced down the mountain after Murdock. Then again as he had watched his former partner screw the helpless maid over and over. And yet, Ute had teased him so frequently, playing with herself in front of him. Nothing. Is this what he had become?
He picked up his gun, raised it at his reflection, pulled back the hammer…
“Interesting idea,” Ute said, coming in from the other room and startling him.
He had flinched from embarrassment. He turned the gun on her, placing the muzzle against her forehead.
She raised her brows. “Is that any way to treat a girl?” Becoming a bit concerned, she swiveled her head toward the other room. “The music was so loud there was no way you could have heard me.”
He thought about that, knowing she was right. “Where in the hell have you been?” He lowered the gun and released the hammer.
“What happened to you?” She ran her finger along the bandage on his chest.
“Some fucker got in a lucky shot in the old town. Fortunately I was a far better shot. Could you clean around the bandage on the back?” He handed her a wash cloth and turned.
She dabbed around the white bandage. “Went clean through. That was a break. By the way, I got the disk from Jake Adams’ computer.” She slid her free hand inside his shorts to his tight butt.
He pulled away and went into the main room. “Why didn’t you say so?”
She followed him in and watched him set up his laptop computer and wait for it to warm up. He had his hand out waiting for the disk, which she quickly found in her purse and handed to him.
“You spend the night with him?” he asked, shoving the disk into the drive and glancing up at her.
“That was the plan.”
“You didn’t have to enjoy it so much.”
He went into the directory for the three and a half disk and checked for files. There were a few that he wasn’t familiar with.
“What in the hell is this? These aren’t text files. I fuckin’ told you text files, bitch.”
She looked confused. “I did just as you said. I used the shortcut command and zipped all the files to the disk. I swear.”
He was pissed off and she knew it. She had never seen him like this.
He mumbled something under his breath and opened the executable file. Almost instantly Mickey Mouse appeared on the screen in full color. Then the mouse pulled down his red shorts revealing a huge erection. He grabbed the erection and started playing with himself.
Ute started giggling out of control.
“You think that’s funny, bitch? Adams just fucked you over. He’s on to you. He must have caught you taking his files.”
She noticed the veins in his neck sticking out and his muscles tensing. Trying to calm herself, she said, “I’m sorry. He was down getting a bottle of wine. I’m sure he didn’t catch me.”
Suddenly he backhanded her across the right cheek sending her flying to her knees. Then he was on top of her, his hands clasped around her neck.
“It’s not funny. It’s not…”
Her eyes were bulging and her face turning a bluish tint. She tried to speak, but couldn’t.
“I do everything for you and you fuck me over.” His lips were barely moving. “I get rid of that useless husband of yours so you can collect all the insurance and his military retirement and fuck anyone you want, and what do you do? Fuck me!”
She was about to pass out, so he eased up slightly. He still needed her. He released his grip and she rubbed her neck trying to catch her breath.
He slid off of her onto his knees beside her.
She rose onto her elbows gazing up at him, noticed his erection. “Looks like Mickey’s not the only one excited,” she whispered. She sat up further and released his hard penis from his underwear, stroking it like the famous mouse had just done to himself on the computer. “So that’s what it takes for you,” she whispered, her throat still sore.
Within seconds she was holding a drooping noodle and Quinn turned away from her, embarrassed. She started to say something and he punched her in the mouth, knocking her out cold.
Quinn shook his head as he watched Ute in a ball on the carpet next to the bed. Adams had fucked him over for the last time. Now it was time to pump up the jams and take care of that fucking asshole.
* * *
“What in the hell is he doing up there?” Jake said to Jordan.
The OSI major shrugged. “Hell if I know.”
Seconds later the door slammed upstairs.
Jake swung on his jacket, shifted his gun under his arm, and went for the door. “Let’s check out his room.”
The hallway was clear as the two of them hurried toward the center stairway and then slowly worked their way up to the seventh floor. Jake considered pulling the gun, but decided against it. When they reached the seventh floor, Jake listened for any movement out in the hallway, heard nothing, and quietly crept out the door. As he came up on room 710, Jake took out his card-key and smiled at Jordan.
“That won’t work in there,” Jordan whispered.
Jake slid it into the slot and a small green light came on so he slid the lever down, opening the door.
“How the fu—”
Jake went into the room and immediately saw Ute on the floor. He hurried to her, checked her pulse, and found a strong beat. She had a bruise forming on her cheek, and red finger marks still indenting the side of her neck.
“Why’d that sick fucker do this?” Jordan asked.
Jake looked around, saw the computer disk on the table next to the laptop, and understood. “Can you go get a cold wash cloth?”
Jordan hurried into the bathroom. While he was gone Jake found a few cubes of ice in a bucket. Jordan handed him the wet wash cloth and Jake wrapped the ice inside and placed in on Ute’s cheek.
Jordan sat back on the bed, confused. Then he took a closer look at the woman on the floor. “Holy shit. You know who she is?”
“Afraid so. Murdock’s wife.”
“How the hell’d you know that?”
Jake considered that. “Let’s just say we’ve gotten kind of close in the last few days.”
Still not sure what was going on, Jordan cocked his head to one side, getting a better look at the pretty blonde. “She sure as hell is a looker.”
“Yeah. But not if Quinn keeps bashing her around.” Jake started shaking her lightly to wake her. With some difficulty he raised her head to his lap and pulled her hair back from her face. In a few seconds she started coming around. Her eyeballs rolled around within the sockets trying to focus on Jake.
“Jake what are you doing here?” She groggily rolled up onto her arms and then to a sitting position. Looking around the room, she settled her gaze on the black man sitting on the bed. “Who the hell is he?”
Jake explained briefly who Jordan was, leaving out the part about him investigating her husband’s dealings with Richten prior to his death. As far as she needed to know, the OSI was simply interested in who had killed her husband.
“I didn’t have anything to do with Allen’s death,” she said preemptively.
“We figured Marcus Quinn killed him,” Jake said. “But why?”
Jordan shifted closer to her.
She gazed at him and then back at Jake. “I don’t know why Quinn does anything. He’s crazy.”
“You came down here with him and not your husband,” Jake said. He handed the ice-pack to her so she could hold it against her own face.
“Well?” Jordan said.
“Allen wouldn’t let me come,” she finally forced out. “Quinn was staying with us in Frankfurt. He saw we had a good thing going, so he wanted in. He had just gotten out of prison.” She glanced at Jake when she revealed that.
“That’s right,” Jordan said. “You were screwing over all of your competition in Germany. Stealing trade secrets. The whole works. I know all about it.”
“I thought you were looking into Allen’s death?”
Jordan hesitated. “I am.”
“Let’s get back on track here,” Jake said. “Why were you helping Quinn set me up?”
She shook her head. “It wasn’t like that. I didn’t come here to hurt you. You’ve gotta believe me.” She looked away, tears forming in the sides of her eyes. Sniffling she said, “Allen and I had a different marriage. He didn’t mind if I was with other men as long as there was some economic gain or strategic significance involved.” She spit the words out like venom.
Jake glanced at Jordan, who had a knowing expression. “I understand that. So why did you come here?”
She wiped her tears away with the back of her hand, collecting herself. “I had been trying to…mess with Quinn in front of my husband in Germany. I was just teasing. But Allen didn’t like it. It was all right with strangers, but not someone he knew. Allen didn’t want me coming along on this trip because of that. Secretly Quinn told me he wanted me along. He said he and Allen really needed me. He also said that Allen didn’t want me along because he had told Quinn without me they could go to the bars and pick up someone else.”
Jordan broke in. “Why in the hell would he want to do that? My God, you’re gorgeous.”
She smiled. “I wish he would have thought so.”
Jake wasn’t buying all of this. “But still. Why were you setting me up?”
“Let me finish,” she said. “I didn’t know Quinn was going to kill Allen. He said they were going skiing to get my husband away from his room. While they were gone, I went to Allen’s room and took the papers working the deal between Richten and Tirol Genetics and brought them back here to Quinn. He had showed me a picture of you, and I was to go to the Jazz bar and keep you occupied.”
Jordan glared at Jake. “You didn’t say anything about bopping the dead guy’s wife, Jake.”
“It wasn’t relevant.”
She let out a quick breath.
“I didn’t mean it that way,” Jake said. “It was good, it was just irrelevant to his investigation.”
“I beg to differ,” Jordan said. “I hope Martini doesn’t find out you were screwing Murdock’s wife.”
“Can we get back to the point here?” Jake asked. “So while you and I were…occupied, Quinn was off killing your husband.”
“And the maid,” she said. “I didn’t know any of this until after the fact. Quinn was trying to find another angle to everything. He figured if he could steal the scientist’s solution then he could sell it to the highest bidder.”
“My God,” Jordan said. “Why’d he have to kill the poor maid? She didn’t do nothin’ to nobody.”
“For fun,” she said. “Quinn showed me pictures of Allen fucking the maid while she was tied up. I think Quinn gets off on stuff like that. He sure as hell doesn’t want me.”
“How do you know?” Jake asked.
She pulled the ice from her face. “Why do you think he did this? He got all pissed off when he saw Mickey Mouse beating off on the computer, so he starts strangling me. I thought he was going to kill me right here. I notice he’s got a hard on after slapping me around, and when I go for it, he whacks me. Next thing I know, you two are standing over me.”
“Mickey Mouse?” Jordan asked. “What the hell…”
“I’ll explain later,” Jake said.
“I guess I shouldn’t have laughed so hard at Mickey.”
“What did Quinn want from my computer?”
“Some leverage. Some advantage.”
“Where is he now?”
She shrugged. “I don’t know. Honestly. He’s going to kill you Jake. I’d stay clear. The man is nuts.”
Jake pulled her to her feet. “You better also. He’s just using you like he does everyone else. When he’s done fucking with you, he’ll kill you also. Maybe not today, but after you’ve gotten your insurance payoff. He’ll steal that, kill you, and then take off again. Did he tell you why he was in prison?”
“No. He said you stabbed him in the back. Testified against him in court.”
“Did you ask Allen about that?”
“He said Quinn got what he deserved. Even less. Allen said Quinn had killed at least two women in Germany while he was stationed there.”
“Jesus Christ,” Jordan said.
“Christ won’t help you with Quinn,” she said.
Jake started rifling through the room, looking for anything that he could use against Quinn. When he found nothing, he settled on the computer, folding it up and handing it to Jordan.
“We can’t take this,” Jordan said. “We don’t have a warrant or anything. No authority.”
“Quinn doesn’t play by the rules, Jordan. Neither should we. You think he’ll go back to prison? No fucking way.”
The three of them left and went down the elevator. Outside, they climbed into Jordan’s Ford and drove directly to the airport. Jake put her on the first flight to Frankfurt, waiting for her to board.
When they got back to Jordan’s car, he asked Jake, “One thing I don’t understand. How the hell did you use your card-key to open Quinn’s hotel door?”
“Computers. I simply went into the hotel security system and recoded room 710’s lock to match my card.”
They got into the car and drove off.
“What we going to do about her, Jake?”
“She’s got a two hour flight on that little plane,” Jake said. “Get on that cell phone of yours and have someone pick her up at Frankfurt. She may be clean for the murders, but I have a feeling she isn’t telling the whole story either.”
Jordan punched in a number and did what Jake said.
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It was completely dark outside the Olympic Ice Stadium in Innsbruck’s south side when Jake arrived in his Golf and found a parking spot between a Mercedes and a BMW. The lot was filling up fast. Many Innsbruckers skated early on Friday nights before going out to dinner, and then hit the bars later on in the evening.
He checked his watch. It was six thirty. He gazed at the stadium, wondering not so much if Marcus Quinn would be there, but when and where he would show. He got out and started walking toward the entrance, following a young couple with skates over their shoulders.
There was only a little snow on the ground, mostly in piles at the edges of the walk. Off to the south of the building was an outdoor rink used during the 1976 Olympic speed skating events. The rink was closed for the season and was melted into a slushy lake now.
Inside, Jake bought a ticket and worked his way around a wide passageway, following more skaters down an entrance and into the main skating rink. He went immediately to an area where parents were sitting, yelling instructions at their children, and took a spot behind them all. Toni was smart, that’s for sure. The place was already packed, and open skating had just begun. It would last until nine that evening.
Jake waved at a few people as they glided by, trying to appear as though he were with other people. Soon he’d leave and take a place higher up the stands so he could see the entire area. He had one advantage over everyone else. He knew what Toni would be wearing, so he could spot her easily when the time came. He leaned back and ran all the scenarios through his mind.
* * *
High up in the stands, Marcus Quinn sat in a darkened press booth scanning the area with binoculars. He stopped abruptly when he saw Jake Adams leaning back in the family section. Adams was waving at someone. Quinn panned the binoculars to the ice and noticed a young girl waving back. Who was that? He checked Adams again and he was sitting there with his arms crossed now. He laughed to himself. Nice try Adams.
* * *
Back at the entrance, the Germans came through the ticket turnstile together. Nicolaus Hahn wore a long wool coat. The woman, Ulrica, had her arm entwined in his, as if they were a couple. And Wolfgang straggled behind like a brotherly escort.
The three of them walked further down the passageway and entered the rink around center ice, taking seats among a large group of tourists from England.
* * *
Following the Germans was the Italian, Sappiamo. He stood in the entrance where he could see the trio clearly, yet stay out of the view of anyone other than those walking down the tunnel to enter. In a few minutes he watched Brachi and Gabbiano pop through a doorway immediately across the rink from him. They made their way to the edge of the ice, sat down to put on skates and then wobbled out onto the ice without much grace, holding each other up.
* * *
Quinn saw the Germans arrive and checked his watch. They were fifteen minutes early. That’s what he hated about Germans. They were too damn efficient. He moved the binoculars onto the ice and watched a beautiful blonde woman perform a perfect double-axle, before gliding along with her arms stretched outward. He shifted the glasses back to the stands to spot Adams. “What the fuck?” he whispered. Frantically he searched the stands. Nothing. Just like that, Adams had disappeared.
* * *
Fifteen minutes later Otto Bergen came through the gate by himself. He had tried to explain to the Germans where to sit, and only hoped Hahn had listened carefully. There were so many entrances, he wouldn’t blame them for getting confused. He went through the first tunnel he came to and walked down toward the ice, taking a spot along the boards at the edge of the rink. Glancing up to his left, he saw the Germans and tried not to acknowledge them yet.
There were so many people, he thought. How would he ever find the woman? He didn’t even know what she looked like.
Skaters swooped by him in all sizes and shapes in colorful outfits. Some wore blue jeans and others were poured into tight spandex outfits. There were grandparents and young children barely old enough to walk. There had to be a hundred or more people out there. He thought about the voice on the phone again, but couldn’t decide how the woman would look.
* * *
Jake, as planned, had gone up high and scanned the area. When he saw the Germans come in through the side, he had recognized them immediately from Jordan’s description. He had been right. They were an odd looking trio. The distinguished looking businessman, Hahn, with his wool jacket and thousand dollar suit. The bald man with the big nose was likely the muscle. And the woman at his arm, Hahn would never be caught dead with. She looked like a hooker, only more dangerous. How she fit in, he wasn’t sure.
When he had seen Otto Bergen arrive by himself and go to the edge of the ice, that was his cue to make his move. He went down to a booth in the outer entranceway, rented a pair of hockey skates, and casually blended in with a younger crowd putting on skates. Then he gracefully walked out onto the ice rink and glided off into the masses. Having grown up in Oregon, he had played hockey in his youth in one of the rare leagues there. He had continued to skate as an adult, but hadn’t done so in a few years. Consequently, he was a little shaky at first.
Jake skated up behind a woman with blonde hair and wrapped his arm around her. She was wearing the wig and tight suit from the waist down, with a bulky sweater that concealed her gun just below her left arm.
“I’ve forgotten how well you skate,” Jake said.
“You forgot Cortina?”
“I remembered skiing there, and of course our hotel room and the long nights. Oh yeah, the rink.” He smiled at her.
“Rockefeller Center as a child,” she reminded him.
They slipped around the rink arm in arm, avoiding all of those who had fallen.
“In the stands to your right,” Jake said. “The three Germans.”
She glanced over casually as they drifted by. “Got ‘em. What about Bergen?”
“Coming up on your right in the gray cardigan standing against the boards.”
They slipped by, Jake keeping behind Toni so Bergen wouldn’t see him yet.
“He looks nervous,” she said.
“That’s your fault. He said you sounded desperate on the phone.”
“Me?”
He nuzzled closer as they rounded the rink again, staying toward the middle. As they started approaching two men struggling to stay up, Jake pulled Toni to the left around them.
“Did you see that?” Jake said.
“You mean the shoulder holster when the guy’s jacket came up?”
“Exactly.”
“Who are they? Cops?”
“I don’t think so,” Jake said. He checked his watch. It was a few minutes before seven-thirty. “Let’s go by them one more time. A little slower, though.”
They rounded the large rink, weaving in and out of people, and when they caught up with the two men, they slowed down. There was an older man and a younger one, both wearing dark clothing. The younger guy in dark jeans, the older guy in casual slacks. The older one was saying how he hadn’t been on skates in twenty years.
“What do you think?” Jake asked.
“Americans. Definitely not cops.”
“Sounded like Boston to me,” Jake said.
“You’re right,” she agreed. “It’s been a long time since I’ve heard that accent.”
“It’s been ten years since you left Europe.”
“I think it’s time,” she said, changing the subject. “Let’s do it.” She broke away from him and sprinted off toward Bergen.
Jake slowed down and followed a couple along the boards. By the time he reached Bergen, Toni was already standing along the boards by him.
Bergen was about to say something to Toni when he recognized Jake. “Adams. What are you doing on the ice? You’re supposed to be—”
“Over the boards,” Jake demanded.
“What?” Bergen was confused.
Toni was keeping an eye on the Germans, who were carefully observing them.
“Let me help you over the boards.” Jake reached across and grabbed Bergen by the arm, and with the Austrian’s help, he flopped the man down onto the ice.
Bergen tried standing with great difficulty, but Jake and Toni pulled him to his feet and placed him between them as they escorted him to the center of the rink. They let him go once there, and he caught himself enough to stand still.
“I don’t understand, Jake,” Bergen said. “This isn’t what we had planned.”
“Well I didn’t think the Germans were in the plans either, but there they are.” Jake shifted his head toward the trio, who were looking around nervously unsure what to do.
“This is the Caruso woman I talked with on the phone this morning,” Bergen said. “What do you have to do with this whole thing? I get it. You two are working together.”
“Not really, Bergen,” she said, keeping her eyes open for those two from Boston.
“Please, call me Otto. Now what is it you want? And who do you work for.”
“Let’s just say I work for the government,” she said. “What I want is world peace, but that’s not gonna happen. So instead I’d like to keep Giovanni Scala alive long enough to see his work completed and for him to accept that Nobel Prize.”
“That’s what I want,” Bergen assured her. “I have a lot of money to lose if his work is not brought in.”
“You see what you just said. If his work is not brought in. You don’t give a shit about the man. You just want his work. Which makes me wonder how you might be involved with Leonhard Aldo’s death.”
“I had nothing to do with that,” Bergen said raising his voice and his hands with it.
“What about Murdock?” Jake chimed in.
The Austrian glanced up into the stands. “He was set to go to our meeting this morning with the two scientists. I think that had nothing to do with our deal.”
There was silence for a moment as Jake and Toni stared at each other.
Finally Bergen said, “Did you bring Scala with you?”
“He’s safe,” Toni said.
Jake was sure of one thing. Bergen wasn’t telling them the whole story. He was scared, though, standing out in the middle of the rink like that. “I think we should go somewhere else to talk,” Jake said. “We’ll bring you to Scala.”
Bergen looked somewhat relieved. “That’s great.”
Toni and Jake put Bergen between them again and started escorting him down the center of the rink. They had gotten just a short distance, when Jake saw the first flash to his left. He wasn’t sure what it was at first, but then there was another one from lower in the stands. It was a silenced gun again. There was a man running down the stadium shooting at them. Toni saw him now.
“You take Bergen, Toni,” Jake yelled, knowing who was behind the flashes. “I’ll stay back.”
She agreed with a nod, and Jake let go and skated off. He sprinted in the opposite direction the shots had been fired and then cornered sharply and picked up speed. He pulled his gun and chambered a round, moving closer to the edge of the rink. By now Quinn had reached the boards and was squaring up with his gun trying to track Jake. There were two more flashes and an older man dropped to the rink on the other side. Jake returned fire with two rounds, filling the air with the loud echo of his 9mm.
Now there were screams everywhere and chaos on the ice. Everyone looked where the shots had come from, and scurried in the opposite direction.
Jake gained momentum, rounded the corner one hundred eighty degrees and swung back around toward the shooter. He saw two flashes to his left. Quinn was shooting at Toni and Bergen while running down the aisle along the boards. The rink was clearing off quickly, but now Jake saw the two men from Boston ahead on the ice. They had their weapons drawn and were trying to take aim at the shooter. The young one fired and the recoil knocked him to the ice. The older man started to pick his partner up when he suddenly fell to the ice. Jake saw the blood and knew the Boston man had been hit in the leg.
Closing in on the silent shooter, Jake stooped down and shot three times as he passed the man, his rounds smacking into the top of the wooden boards.
By now Toni and Bergen had made it to the far end of the rink and were jumping the boards.
Jake swung around again to give Toni more time to reach her car. He swept around the far end. The rink was completely clear now. There was the old man who had been shot in the crossfire still laying on the ice, and the Boston man who had been shot was being helped to the side by the younger man. Heading down the center of the ice, Jake noticed Quinn running toward the tunnel Toni and Bergen had scooted through. Jake had one chance now to draw the man’s fire, but before he could, he saw Quinn fall down behind the boards. Jake slid to a stop with ice spraying into the air. He was thirty feet from the boards, his gun pointing to where the man had been, but he couldn’t see a thing. Then two men rose from behind the boards, fighting. It was the shooter and the bald German with the big nose.
Skating forward slowly, Jake kept his gun on the two men. Neither had a gun. The larger German should have been winning the fight, but Quinn had gotten in some quick blows to the head and a straight kick to the chest. Quinn turned toward Jake and stared for a second, then stooped down. When he rose again, Jake fired twice. There were two flashes almost simultaneous to his shots. Then nothing.
Jake’s heart pounded out of control. He slowly skated backwards, circled to his right to the edge of the boards, and peaked over the side. When Quinn had glared at him, there had been a moment of recognition, like he remembered when he first saw Murdock in the dark alley, dead. Quinn had to know now that Jake had recognized him. The German was starting to get up, but there was no sign of Quinn anywhere. Jake scooted forward, his gun out in front. Then he stopped when he noticed the other German, Nicolaus Hahn, making his way down the aisle toward him.
“He’s gone,” the German yelled to Jake. He pointed off toward another side tunnel. “He crawled along the boards to here, and then snuck up along the bleachers wall.”
Jake still had his gun out, but at his side now. The German was directly across the boards from him. The bald one with the big nose was ten feet back trying to catch his breath. The woman that had been with them earlier was gone.
“You must be Jake Adams,” Hahn said, his voice echoing in the empty stadium. His English was nearly perfect.
The man reached his hand to shake, and it sat there by itself while Jake studied him.
Jake swung his head toward the tunnel. “Do you know who that was?”
“Afraid not,” the German said. “I’m guessing he’s the one who killed my man, Murdock. I understand you knew Allen?”
Sensing they were alone, Jake returned his gun to its holster. “Yeah, I knew him. You should have seen everything from where you were sitting. Who were those two men on the ice with guns?”
“Haven’t a clue. I thought they were with you.”
“Hardly.” Jake looked around, and noticed some men with rifles entering the stadium simultaneously from nearly every entrance. They were all wearing black.
Over the intercom, a voice said in German, “Do not move. This is the polizei. Put your hands against the boards.”
The voice was familiar to Jake. He smiled and did what he was told. The Germans did the same.
“Why did the woman take Otto Bergen with her?” Hahn asked Jake.
Jake didn’t answer. By now the Austrian polizei were upon them and had forced the Germans to the ground, checking them for weapons. Jake slid backwards further onto the ice. Two men aimed their rifles at him, telling him to come back. “I’ll talk with Herr Martini. Otherwise you come to me.”
The two men considered the option. Should they risk going out on the ice, or do as he says? They didn’t have to wait long. Martini came out through the nearest tunnel, storming down toward the ice. When he recognized Jake he had a disgusted look on his face.
“Jake Adams. Trouble seems to follow you wherever you go,” the criminal commissioner said.
Jake moved to within a few feet of the boards, where the Austrian was now standing. “I’m starting to think so myself.”
The Austrian furled his brows. “Are you all right, Jake? It looks like someone hit you in the shoulder.”
Checking both sides, Jake noticed a hole in his leather jacket on his right shoulder. He slid his hand inside and then felt a little pain where a bullet had glanced off his skin. “Shit. A perfectly good jacket. I’ve had this thing for six years.”
“I guess you have an explanation for all this,” Martini said.
He thought for a moment, knowing Toni had probably gotten away with Bergen. “How much time do you have?”
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Toni was in the back seat of Special Agent Jordan’s Ford unlacing her skates to replace them with shoes. She took off the blonde wig and fluffed out her own hair. Jordan was driving, Scala was in the front passenger seat, and Otto Bergen, still looking confused, was in the back with her. Moments ago the car had entered the onramp for autobahn twelve heading northeast toward Germany. Jordan punched it and the large engine roared to life, hitting a comfortable cruising speed that would not attract attention.
She introduced Bergen to Jordan.
“How did it go?” Jordan asked, looking at her in the rearview mirror.
“There were a few problems,” she said. She plopped one skate to the floor and then rubbed her foot. “Some guy started shooting the place up.”
“What about Adams?” Jordan asked.
She couldn’t stop wondering what had happened to Jake. They had been in many tight spots like this, so she knew he could handle himself. But when bullets start flying anything can happen. “We had to leave him behind. He’ll be okay.”
Jordan gazed at her in the mirror again.
Toni turned to Bergen. “Are you all right?”
“Yes, of course.”
She wondered about this man. He didn’t seemed overly shaken after just getting shot at. Maybe that was the problem, he knew he was in no danger. “Who was the man shooting at us?” she asked him.
Bergen was looking straight ahead. He turned to Toni and said, “What makes you think I know the man?”
“Do you get shot at every day?” she asked, her voice getting louder.
“No,” he muttered.
“And you weren’t afraid of getting shot?”
“I…” He let out a deep sigh and shook his head.
“You knew the shooter and also knew he wasn’t firing at you. Maybe you hired the man like you hired Jake Adams. Only this man was supposed to kill anyone who stood in your way of getting Scala. Which was me and Adams, as it turned out.” She smacked him with a backhand to the chest. “You gonna answer me, asshole?”
He looked shocked to have been struck by a woman. “It’s more complicated than that.”
“I’ve got a pretty good mind,” Toni assured him. “I’m certain I can understand.”
She waited, taking off the last skate and then rubbing life into her freed foot.
“The lady asked you to explain yourself, Bergen,” Jordan said over his shoulder. “You better answer her.”
Professor Scala, who had sat quietly in the front seat, turned around and cast his glare on Bergen. “If you want to ever get the Dolomite Solution, you’ll answer her.”
Toni hadn’t seen the professor so angry. She had a feeling he meant it. “Well?”
Otto Bergen watched as the car swished past a small village to his right. “He’ll kill me. I’m sure of it. He’s a crazy man.”
“Who is he?” Toni asked.
“An American. Marcus Quinn.” Each word came out as if it hurt him to speak. “He knows Jake Adams, and he knew Allen Murdock. Murdock was working for Richten Pharmaceuticals. This Quinn came to me a few weeks ago saying he and Murdock had a deal to take over the solution once Aldo and Scala brought in the final results. He told me that if I didn’t cooperate with him he’d still steal the solution, but he’d kill me as well. I didn’t know what to do.”
Toni pulled a pair of dark slacks over her tights and then slipped her shoes on. “So you agreed?”
“What else could I do?” Bergen pleaded.
She wanted to smack the man again. This time across his mouth. “Continue.”
“Murdock came to me a few days after Quinn and asked for money. He said he wanted a fee for working the deal with Richten. I said he was crazy. Then he played a tape with me agreeing to let Quinn acquire the solution and leave Richten out in the cold. He said he’d send a copy to his boss, Herr Kraft. I had to give it to him.”
“How much?” Jordan yelled.
“Ten thousand American dollars.”
“You got off cheap, buddy,” Jordan said with a laugh. “He could have stiffed you for a lot more.” He looked at Toni in the mirror. “So far his story jives with what Jake told me about Quinn.”
Bergen was confused. “You knew about Quinn?”
“Just found out from Jake Adams about an hour ago,” Toni said.
Scala glanced at Toni for further explanation, and then said to Bergen. “But I don’t understand. Why didn’t you just go to the police?”
Bergen sighed with a defeated look. “That’s where it gets difficult. This American, Quinn, had done his homework. A few years back I was desperate for money. My company was about to take off, but I needed capital to move it to the next level. I arranged one broker in Zurich to sell our stock short, had another in Frankfurt buy it up, and then announced a huge breakthrough with a major product. Our stock soared. We made money in Zurich, more than tripled our investment in Frankfurt, and made out in the long run with the new product and sustained stock price. We’ve been a hot pick worldwide ever since.”
“Naughty, naughty, Herr Bergen,” Jordan said.
“I know it was wrong,” Bergen said. “But I was desperate.”
“So, this Quinn blackmails you with the information,” Toni said. “Where in the hell did all this go crazy?”
Bergen let out a deep breath. “I didn’t know for sure if Murdock and Quinn were in on it together. I suspected, but wasn’t sure. I had never seen them together. A few days before Murdock shows up dead, Quinn comes to me and tells me he spotted someone else in Innsbruck who could make trouble for us.” He looked at Toni expecting her to fill in the name. When she didn’t, he said, “It was Jake Adams. Quinn said he knew Adams worked for the old CIA, and suspected he still worked for the new CIA. He said he had some unfinished business with Adams anyway, so he’d be glad to take care of him for me. I had never been involved with a man like him before. He was frightening.”
“Wait a minute,” Toni interrupted. “You mean to say this whole thing started because someone thought Jake Adams worked for the Agency?” She started laughing. “This is just great. Adams has never worked for the new CIA. He left the old CIA years ago.”
Jordan looked back through the mirror and nodded.
“Then Murdock was killed for nothing?” Bergen asked.
“Quinn killed Murdock?” Toni said, already knowing the answer.
Now Jordan broke in. “Wait a minute, Herr Bergenbutt. Murdock was a schemer and a con man for quite some time. I’ve got a better scenario. I’ll bet Murdock was playing both sides of the fence. Taking you for a bath, playing games with Quinn, and still trying to keep his real employer, Richten and Andreas Kraft happy. Quinn, if he’s as mean as you say, finds out and turns off the lights on him permanently. By doing that he kills two birds with one stone. He cuts out a fifty-fifty split on anything he can squeeze out of you, and he tries to implicate Jake in Murdock’s murder. Make that three birds. He also gets to keep any profit he gets from selling the Dolomite Solution to the highest bidder. Shrewd motherfucker.” It was useless at this point for him to bring up Quinn’s relationship with the president of Providence Industries, which was still unclear.
There was silence as the car zipped past another Tirolean town.
Something didn’t make sense to Toni. “That explains Murdock. But what about Leonhard Aldo’s murder? And his maid? And the two men who tried to kidnap Scala. How do they fit in?”
Bergen glanced at the two in the front and then settled on Toni. “I don’t know. They must be independent.”
Toni wasn’t satisfied. “You know something. What is it?”
He hesitated. “I don’t even know who you work for and I’ve been spilling my guts,” Bergen started. “Probably because I’ve lived with such guilt for the last week that it feels good to get it off my chest. How about a show of good faith on your part. Let me know who you’re with.”
She had anticipated this. “Jordan, pass back your I.D.”
Jordan slipped it over his shoulder to her, and then she reached up her sweater into a pouch in her bra and retrieved hers. Then she turned on the dome light and let Bergen look at them.
Satisfied, Bergen said, “As long as we’re showing identification.” He pulled out a wallet from inside his jacket and handed it to Toni.
She looked it over and found the Interpol I.D. When she saw it she nearly choked. “Oh my God.”
“What?” Jordan said, looking into the mirror.
“Where did you get this?” she asked Bergen.
“Quinn shot the man just hours ago in the old town region,” Bergen explained. “He was following Quinn and he got nervous. That’s the way it was described to me. Quinn took a bullet in the shoulder. Clean through.”
Toni shook her head. There was no mistaking it, the I.D. was authentic. She had pistol-whipped two Interpol agents thinking they were kidnapers. No wonder they had been so surprised in Milan. But they had chased Leonhard Aldo and run him off the road. Had that simply been an accident? She didn’t think so. She wished Jake was here so she could bounce this off of him.
“What’s wrong?” Jordan asked.
She thought for a moment. “The man Quinn just killed in Innsbruck was with Interpol. He was one of the men who had tried picking up Professor Scala in Milan.”
Scala quickly became interested, craning his neck over the seat. “Then they were with Interpol?”
“I guess so,” she said with great reservation. “But it doesn’t make sense. I’ve never read two men so wrong in my entire life. I was sure they were Mafia hit men, or at least hired thugs. I couldn’t have been that far off.” Now she questioned in her mind if she had screwed up royally. She ran all the events of the past few days through her head like a movie, trying desperately to come up with something that made sense. Then she stopped on the two men her and Jake had nearly run over on the ice rink. The two men from Boston. She was sure about them. They were without a doubt hired guns. How did they fit in?
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Jake was standing out in the parking lot of the Olympic Ice Stadium, leaning against the Tirol criminal commissioner’s BMW. He was still trying to figure out what had just happened inside. Somehow Quinn had escaped through a collapsing circle of Austrian Polizei. Perhaps even more disturbing was how he had so easily handled that huge German. When they were both in the Air Force, Jake hadn’t even considered Quinn a worthy opponent physically or mentally. He was one of those officers whose nose might turn brown from following a superior too closely. Somehow, Jake knew, prison had changed the man.
Martini approached after sending his man, Jack Donicht, off with instructions. “By the time we arrived the parking lot was a chaotic mess,” Martini said. “You can imagine. Consequently we haven’t found Marcus Quinn, or those two men who had been out on the ice with you.”
“Have you checked all the cars in the lot?” Jake asked, looking around.
“Yes. Otto Bergen’s Mercedes is over there.” The polizei captain pointed off toward the outer edge where two men were looking over the car. “And of course your rental Golf right there. Other than that, my men have checked the names of everyone leaving the area and the license numbers of every car. They must have left some other way.”
“What about the Germans?”
“They were free to go,” Martini said. “You said yourself they were simply trying to stop the shooter.”
That’s true, Jake thought. But somehow he guessed they knew more than they were admitting. “I guess that’s it then.”
Martini smiled. “Not quite. I gave you your gun back with the understanding you’d try to keep a low profile and not go shooting up one of our city treasures.” He had his hand out.
“I fired in self defense,” Jake said. “You can’t expect me to stand by and let some guy fill me full of lead.”
The man’s hand was still out.
“If I promise not to shoot it again, I can keep it right?”
Martini didn’t budge.
“You know I could get another one in two seconds. Which is not to say your fair city is a great haven of crime and gun play. Although things have been getting pretty intense here lately.”
“Because of you,” Martini shot back. “We had only one murder in Innsbruck last year.”
“I’m an innocent victim of circumstances,” Jake said, looking at the man’s mitt out there like a panhandler.
Finally the captain pulled back his hand. “You’re lucky, Mr. Adams. Lucky I happen to like you and believe you. And also lucky I’ve found out something about the man who has been killing people in my city. It’s only because of this information that I’m allowing you to keep your weapon. You have a right to defend yourself against this man.”
“You mean you already knew about Marcus Quinn?” Jake asked.
Martini nodded. “Afraid so. I found out only hours ago. You want to tell me why Quinn has a hard-on for you?”
“He was in my Air Force unit. The same squadron as Murdock. In fact, he and Murdock worked closely together.”
“There’s more to this isn’t there?” the polizei captain asked. “Something personal?”
“You could say that.” Jake thought back through the years. “I testified against Captain Marcus Quinn at his General Court Martial. Quinn was sent away to Leavenworth for five years. He obviously got out.”
“And hasn’t forgotten your role in his downfall,” Martini added.
Jake checked his watch. It was closing in on nine o’clock. He didn’t have much time. If he was going to work in this town, he realized, then he needed a friend like Franz Martini on his side. With that on his mind, he discussed what he had planned.
* * *
Nikolaus Hahn answered his cell phone on the second ring. He was parked five blocks from the Olympic Ice Stadium on a one-block lane next to the Stadt Park.
“You got them?” he asked. He listened for a moment and then said, “Stick with them. Let me know where they go.”
He flipped the phone off and turned to Wolfgang behind the wheel who was ready to start the engine.
“Take it easy, Wolfgang,” Hahn said. “I have a feeling they won’t go far. Not without Adams.”
Wolfgang settled back in his seat. “Why don’t we just kill Bergen as well?” he asked. “Then you cut out the middle man.”
The man may not have been the brightest born on this earth, Hahn knew, but he had a point. They could take the solution and simply start producing it and marketing it in Europe. Later, with the help of Providence, they would have the lucrative U.S. market as well. “We need to have a little patience, Wolfgang. That’s still a possibility, but don’t do anything without my approval. We have my boss to think about. And the Americans.”
Wolfgang nodded with understanding.
* * *
A block away, parked back behind some bushes watching the rear of the German’s car, was Sappiamo, Gabbiano and Brachi, who had stopped the bleeding from the shot he took to the leg. The bullet had shattered part of his knee cap and then glanced off and probably gone into the side of the boards at the ice rink. He had felt worse pain. He was more pissed off than anything, since he had listened to Gabbiano and rented the damn skates. He should have been directly across from Sappiamo like he had wanted. From now on he’d say what was right, even though Dominic had made it clear that Sappiamo was in charge.
“They’re just sitting there,” Gabbiano said, getting impatient. “Why don’t they do something?”
Brachi was in the back seat. He smacked the younger man across the back of the head. “Shut up ya fuck. If we hadn’t been on those Goddamn skates we would have kept up with the bitch and that Bergen, instead of having to wait for these bastards.”
Sappiamo shook his head. “My partner is killed tonight, and all you two can do is squabble like a couple a bambini.” He pulled his pistol and pointed it directly at Gabbiano’s head. “I ought to pop you right here you little fuckhead. I’d do it too, but I don’t feel like scraping your stupid brains off the interior.”
Gabbiano tried not to look scared, but was failing miserably.
“Put it away,” Brachi said. “I don’t want to have to go back to Boston and tell Dom you fucked up his nephew.”
Sappiamo laughed and put the gun inside his jacket. “Nephew or not, he screws the pooch again and he’ll answer to my ass.”
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The Ford turned off at an exit thirty kilometers east of Innsbruck, and Jordan stopped at the top of the ramp before turning left and driving over the autobahn.
“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Jordan asked Toni.
“It’s our only choice,” she said. “If we simply leave these two alone and let them work a deal with Richten, who knows what will happen. Quinn is still out there. We’ve got to stop him now. Don’t forget those two on the ice from Boston. And the partner from Interpol. I still can’t figure out what they’re up to. Besides, Jake is expecting us.”
Jordan crossed the autobahn and turned back toward Innsbruck powering up to cruising speed again.
“I’m glad you think you know what you’re doing, because we’ve definitely got company.” He nodded at the rearview mirror.
Toni turned and noticed a car coming down the on-ramp after them. “Are you sure?”
“Came off the A-12 with us,” Jordan said. “Wasn’t sure then. But now I am. Want me to lose ‘em? Damn I’ve always wanted to say that.”
“No. Just pretend they’re not there. I’d rather know where at least someone is.”
* * *
Nickolas Hahn’s cell phone rang again. He picked up on the first ring. “Yeah?” He listened carefully. “Stay with them. Give me a call as soon as they exit the autobahn.”
He hung up and smiled at Wolfgang. “I told you they wouldn’t go far. They’re coming back to Innsbruck. I hope she’s as good as you say she is.”
“I’d trust her with my life,” Wolfgang said. “In fact I have.”
“She looks like a nice piece of ass, too.”
Wolfgang laughed. “That goes without saying.”
Hahn opened the glove box and retrieved a small .32 caliber automatic that nearly fit in the palm of his large hand. He extracted the clip and looked at the first round, a Teflon-coated hollow point that made the little bullet act more like a 9mm or .38 caliber. He shoved the clip into the butt and cycled a round into the chamber. Then he de-cocked it and dropped it into his right pocket.
Wolfgang watched his boss carefully. “I thought that’s why you hired us.”
Hahn raised his brows and smiled. “One can never be too careful. Sometimes you have to take control of things yourself.”
* * *
Fifteen minutes later Jordan exited at Innsbruck East and made his way to Amraser Seestrasse, before turning north onto Andechsstrasse. Since it was past nine thirty, the traffic was light.
“I’d like to come along with you to back you up,” Jordan said to Toni.
“I need you to keep track of Scala,” she said. She retrieved her gun from under her sweater, checked it over quickly, and returned it to its holster. “Drop us off and bring him to the place we discussed. And don’t let anyone follow you this time.”
Jordan glared at her in the mirror. “What if Jake was hit and doesn’t show? You’ll be out there by yourself.”
“You obviously don’t know Jake,” she said. “He’ll be there even if he was hit.”
“I had a feeling.”
The car wound around the street along the river.
* * *
Hahn got the call that they were traveling along the river. He stuck on the line and listened to where they were heading until the Ford pulled into a parking lot.
“Time to get moving, Wolfgang.
Wolfgang already had the car started, and he pulled out toward the old town, concerned only with what was ahead.
* * *
Pulling out after the Germans, Sappiamo kept well behind them. He had no idea where they were going. For all he knew, they could be heading off for a beer. But he had a feeling otherwise.
“Time to kick some Aryan ass,” Sappiamo said. “Except for the bitch who took Scala. She’s mine.”
Brachi said, “I hope they know where they’re going.”
Sappiamo kept a safe distance back.
* * *
Jordan parked the Ford along the Inn River a few blocks from the Golden Roof.
Toni and Otto Bergen got out of the car as soon as it stopped, hoping whoever was following them would think they were the only two in the car. Jordan and Scala scrunched down and waited for the other two to draw those following them away.
She and Bergen crossed the street quickly, noticed the other car park and then heard a door open. “I think they’re taking the bait, Otto. Stick close to me.”
Bergen did exactly that, skittering alongside her trying to keep up with her pace.
Back at the car, Jordan peeked over the seat. When he was sure that Toni and Bergen had been followed, he started the car and pulled away. Jordan wanted to play a bigger role, but he also knew that someone had to make sure Scala was safe. He was the only key to the Dolomite Solution.
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Sitting back in darkness, Jake peered out the second floor window at the alley below. A few seconds ago a young man had pushed his way out the back door of the Kublatz Restaurant and thrown a load of garbage into the dumpster. Jake tried desperately to remember the events of a few nights ago, when he had crouched down behind that very dumpster while being shot at by the man with the silenced gun. To find out he had known the man, was a revelation that was hard to accept. In the military, officers stood up for one another. They didn’t shoot at each other. Perhaps deep down he had felt some guilt testifying against a fellow officer years ago, but that guilt was quickly squelched by the knowledge that he had helped put away a man who had deceived, cheated, embezzled, intimidated and coerced his fellow airmen. Loyalty to the officer corps was one thing, standing by to see its good name destroyed by the likes of Marcus Quinn quite another.
Jake checked his watch. It was a few minutes to ten. Things should start happening soon, he thought.
It was perhaps a bit ironic that he had chosen the same alley where he had been set up, yet it was also a perfect place. The entrance from the river side was a problem, but the other direction, back through the maze of narrow passageways, provided an ideal situation for what he had planned. He only hoped that his plans would not get snagged by some unseen force.
* * *
Toni and Otto Bergen rounded the corner through a dark, narrow alley and she immediately saw the lights at the front door and the sign that read Kublatz Restaurant. If she hadn’t been given directions, she would have never known the place existed.
The two of them went inside and were seated, by Toni’s request, in a large corner booth.
“We’re expecting company,” she explained to the maitre de. “Could you bring me a glass of Chianti?”
“I’d like schnapps,” Bergen chimed in.
In a few minutes they got their drinks. Bergen’s hand was shaking, Toni noticed. “Relax,” she said. “This is going to work. When Jake sets something up, he leaves nothing to chance.”
Bergen sipped his drink. “How have things gotten so complicated?”
She smiled. “This is an important solution. There are a lot of people who’d rather you didn’t find an answer to heart disease.”
“That’s absurd.”
“Perhaps. But true.”
He thought that over. “What makes you think they’ll show?”
“They will. If they don’t, we’ll call them and invite them to our little gathering.” She laughed.
He was starting to feel a little better with the warmth of the schnapps. He leaned back and finished the glass, and then ordered another.
Toni ran through her mind where Jake should be right now. She felt her gun with her arm where it was hidden by her bulky sweater. She had to believe that Jake was all right and would be there for her.
* * *
Out in the front of the building, Ulrica was on the phone with Hahn, telling him where Toni and Bergen had gone. Standing next to her, off in the shadows a bit, was Marcus Quinn.
“Wait for us there,” Hahn said. “Are you sure there’s no sign of Scala?”
“Absolutely,” she said. “They were in a Ford and parked in the lot out by the river. You should be able to see the car now.”
“I see your car,” Hahn said, becoming irritated. “But there’s no Ford here. Just wait there. Don’t go inside without us. We’ll be there in five minutes.”
“I understand. Our friend will go around back, if that’s all right with you.”
“Good idea,” Hahn said, and then hung up.
Ulrica smiled at the American. “I’ll see you on the other side,” she whispered, as Quinn slipped off through the darkness.
* * *
Parked a few rows from the Germans, Sappiamo checked over his partners. “You guys ready?” he whispered, as he started to get out of the car.
Gabbiano shrugged. “Yeah, sure.” He checked his 9mm Beretta, even though he had already replaced the bullets he had fired at the rink and knew it was ready to go. “Let’s do it.”
“Just a minute,” Brachi said, “pop the trunk.”
Sappiamo did as he said and Brachi removed a bag from the trunk. “I don’t go nowhere without this shit.” He slung the strap over his shoulder and the three of them strutted off after the Germans, who were now over a block ahead of them.
Brachi’s leg was hurting badly. He was having a hard time keeping up with the younger men.
“They turned down that alley ahead,” Sappiamo said. He was anxious now, knowing his partner had died only hours ago following the man down these narrow passageways. Now he was just as determined to get the guy who had shot his friend as he was to get the solution from Scala.
* * *
Jake saw the shadow of a man enter the alley from the river side. He was about the right height and weight of the man with the silencer. The man he had once served with, Marcus Quinn. Staying back from the window, Jake watched the man take up a position between the two dumpsters.
He waited for a few minutes to make sure Quinn had not been followed, and then he left the apartment and went downstairs. It took Jake almost five minutes to make his way around the block and up through the skinny alleyway to the corner where Quinn had held him at bay only a few nights ago. He smiled to himself thinking how things had changed. He was in charge now, with Quinn the pawn with no place to move.
Jake leaned against the wall, feeling the cool brick against his face. He had his gun out, his hand against his chest.
The alley behind the restaurant was dark, with only the one light by the back entrance illuminating a small area. If anyone came from the river side, he would see them coming from the lamp posts out along that street. In the darkness he finally saw how completely Quinn had set him up. He listened for any movement, since he could not see if Quinn was still between the dumpsters. Time to wait now and hope that Toni and Bergen could make the plan work.
* * *
Hahn showed up with Wolfgang in front of the restaurant. Ulrica was finishing a cigarette, which she promptly stamped out.
“Quinn’s around back?” Hahn whispered.
She nodded.
“Good. Then let’s go see what Bergen has to say.”
The three of them entered the restaurant.
* * *
Toni watched the three come through the front door. “Look surprised now,” Toni whispered to Bergen.
Bergen tried on a smile. He stood slightly, waving the three Germans to his table.
Hahn approached slowly. “Otto, good evening. I heard this place had great food. Now I know it must be true.”
“Why don’t you join us,” Bergen said.
The Germans didn’t hesitate sitting down.
“I’m glad to see you’re all right after that crazy man was shooting in the ice stadium,” Hahn said, glancing at Toni. “Otto. You haven’t introduced your pretty lady.”
“Sorry. This is Maria Francesco Caruso. She works with Giovanni Scala at the University of Milan.”
Toni nodded and smiled.
“That’s a beautiful name,” Hahn said. Keeping an eye on Toni, he said, “These are a few of my associates. Wolfgang is my assistant, and Ulrica is…in marketing.”
Looking at the Turk, Toni noticed she had been staring at her since they walked through the door.
“So, signorina Caruso, is the professor going to join us this evening?” Hahn asked.
“I don’t think so.”
There was tension in the air now as the five of them shifted stares from one to the next.
Finally, Hahn asked Bergen, “We do still have a deal, don’t we?”
Bergen thought for a moment, glancing sideways at Toni. “Of course. It’s just that Scala is frightened. His partner was killed. His partner’s maid murdered. He was almost kidnapped himself. You can understand.”
“It’s a dangerous world we live in,” Hahn said. He touched his right pocket, feeling the outline of his gun. “That became even more apparent earlier tonight at the Olympic Ice Stadium. I even understand that another man was killed in the old town late this afternoon moments after we talked. And, if I’m not mistaken, wasn’t Allen Murdock killed in the alley right behind this restaurant?”
“I believe so,” Bergen said.
“No wonder the place is so empty.”
There was another lull. Toni checked her watch. She was about to suggest they discuss how to bring in Scala and his research, when she saw the man come through the front door and stare directly at them. He was one of the men she had stopped from kidnapping Scala. He also looked mad as hell as he took a seat by himself near the door. How had he found them? The only person missing was the one they were looking for, Marcus Quinn.
“I suggest we talk about how to assure Professor Scala that he will be safe,” Toni said.
Hahn looked unsure. “I don’t see how that applies to me. Anything I can do to help, just ask. It’s in our best interest to bring this solution to the marketplace as soon as possible. We have advertising set to go with plans to blitz Europe within weeks. I also suspect that Scala’s winning the Nobel will have great marketing potential.”
Bergen jumped in. “I’d like to know what Allen Murdock was trying to do for you?”
“What do you mean?”
Toni kicked Bergen. This wasn’t what they were to discuss.
He ignored her. “I mean Murdock was squeezing me for money, along with his friend, Marcus Quinn.”
With that name, Nicolaus Hahn’s face shifted from his normal smirk to more grave. “I don’t understand. Who is this Quinn?”
Bergen finished off his second schnapps and slammed the glass to the table. “You know exactly who I’m talking about,” he said, raising his voice so others in the place turned toward them.
Wolfgang, imposing as he was, seemed to inflate further. The Turkish woman leaned back in her chair and glanced toward the front door.
* * *
Jake watched the two men walk down the alley from the river road. One walked with a certain ease, as if he owned the cobblestones. The other, a bag over his shoulder, was limping badly. They had to be the Boston boys, Jake realized. This was a bonus.
The men got within ten feet of the first dumpster and stopped. They were whispering, but not softly enough.
“Why the fuck did he get to go inside,” Gabbiano said, lighting a cigarette. “While we get stuck out in the fuckin’ cold alley. You know I hate fuckin’ rats. Shit was that one there.”
“Rats,” Brachi said. “That’s all I hear from you. Jesus Christ. You outweigh the motherfuckers by two hundred pounds and you’re afraid of the little bastards.” He dug down into his bag and pulled out one of his special fire bombs. He continued, “You got enough fire power on you to blast every last one of the fuckers in Innsbruck. If that doesn’t do it, this baby will.”
“I still don’t get why we gotta go around back,” Gabbiano complained. “He’s sitting in that nice warm restaurant, probably checking out that nice babe who walked off with Scala. Lucky motherfucker.”
“Shut the fuck up and help me with these.”
The two of them were at the base of the back entrance to the restaurant, hitching a wire across the door and setting delays.
“Are you gonna set these or make them automatic?” Gabbiano asked.
“I’m…. Hey who the fuck are you?”
Quinn had risen from between the two dumpsters with his gun pointing at the Boston boys.
Jake readied himself. This wasn’t planned, but it could still work. He slowly moved forward.
“The question is, who are you?” Quinn finally said, moving closer to the two of them. “And what in the fuck are you doing in my alley?”
“Hey, you can have this fuckin’ alley,” Gabbiano said, backing up a step.
Brachi set his stance a little wider. “You’re the man from the ice rink.” He had noticed the silencer.
Looking around behind him, Quinn backed up a few feet and turned so he could see in both directions with his peripheral vision. “Who do you two work for?”
“None of your fuckin’ business,” Gabbiano yelled.
Without saying a thing, Quinn shot the younger one in the stomach.
Gabbiano dropped to his knees and moaned, holding his gut. Then he rolled to his side begging his partner to help him.
“You shouldn’t have done that,” Brachi said, leaning down to try to help his young partner. “That’s Dominic Varducci’s nephew. He’ll hunt you down like a dog and start by killing you. Then he’ll kill every one of your relatives. When he’s done doing that, he’ll kill anyone you ever remotely liked. Which in your case might be a damn short list. But you get the picture.”
“Yeah, well, I’m fuckin’ scared,” Quinn said, leveling his gun on the older man now. “You can see I’m shaking.”
It was now or never, Jake realized. He had to move. Then he remembered the small device in his pocket that Martini had given him. He pressed the button and then slowly snuck out from the shadows.
“Drop it Quinn,” Jake yelled.
The man froze momentarily. Then he turned his head toward Jake. “Don’t tell me you work with these morons.”
“I think I told you to do something.” Jake moved closer, his gun leveled on Quinn’s back.
Shifting his upper body around, Quinn took in a full view of Jake. His eyes flicked down toward the CZ-75 in Jake’s hand as if begging it to go off. “Is that an order Captain Adams?”
The younger Boston man was moaning again from the pain, and the older guy had his hand on the wound trying to keep his guts from seeping out. “He needs to get to the hospital right now,” Brachi said.
“Not gonna happen,” Quinn said.
“You fucker. You’re dead.”
Quinn lowered his gun toward the older man.
“I said to drop the fucking gun, Quinn,” Jake yelled again.
* * *
Inside, the discussion at the table was getting nowhere. Hahn would suggest one thing, only to have Otto Bergen shoot his plan down.
“Why don’t we just go to the office right now,” Bergen suggested. “Then we can send for Scala.”
“Finally,” Hahn said, “You’re making sense. Let’s go then.” He rose and Wolfgang and Ulrica got up as well.
Toni and Bergen got up, her keeping an eye on the Italian near the door. She whispered, “I didn’t want to mention this, but the man at the door was one of the men who tried to kidnap Scala the other day.”
Hahn caught the man in the corner of his eye. “Is there a back exit?”
Bergen nodded. “Back through the kitchen.”
The five of them walked off through swinging doors and into the kitchen area.
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Jake and Quinn were still at a standoff. Quinn refused to drop his gun, as if daring Jake to shoot him. When Jake saw the door open and the dark-haired woman coming through it, he froze, unable to think. But in a split second he yelled, “No!”
The explosion was not great, but the flash from the fuel mixture was tremendous, and the percussion sent Jake flying to the cold cobblestone.
The fuel was set to shoot outward toward the door and instantaneously ignite. The woman was immediately a ball of fire and screaming and flailing her arms.
By the time Jake recovered, she was on the ground trying desperately to put out the flames.
Jake pulled off his jacket, threw it on the woman, and then patted her down. Seconds later the flames on the woman were out, but she was barely breathing. Jake rolled her over and almost lost it. Her face was bubbled black. “Toni?” Jake said softly.
There was movement in the kitchen. Toni was the first to emerge, her gun drawn and leading the way. “Are you all right, Jake?” she asked.
When Jake saw her, his heart rose up with him. He quickly embraced her.
Ulrica, the burned woman, gasped for a last breath and then died.
Toni scanned the scene, focusing for a moment on the two men from Boston. “You sure know how to make a mess, Jake.”
“I didn’t even fire my gun,” Jake pleaded.
Bergen and Hahn came out from the safety of the kitchen reluctantly. Wolfgang saw his partner burned beyond recognition and went to his knees, crying, his hands sunk into Jake’s scorched jacket on her body.
Then the area exploded with activity. The same men who had stormed the ice rink only hours ago, appeared from every direction. They were all in black, with Styer automatics and their faces painted.
From inside the restaurant came the Italian who had been watching the front door, followed closely by Franz Martini.
Toni turned her gun on the man, who laughed and shook his head.
Martini pushed her gun to the side. “He’s with Interpol. He was working under cover with the Mafia in northern Italy.”
“But he killed Leonhard Aldo,” she said. “I saw him.”
Sappiamo shook his head. “It was an accident. We were following him and he panicked.”
“You were shooting at him.”
“You’re mistaken. We were trying to make sure he made it to Innsbruck unharmed. Herr Aldo was a little paranoid I guess.”
She wasn’t buying it, but what could she do? She looked at Jake for help.
“I’m sure it was just a misunderstanding,” Jake assured her, letting her know he believed her with his expression.
Through all the activity Jake had forgotten about Marcus Quinn. He scanned the entire area, but he wasn’t there. He turned to the Austrian polizei captain and said, “What happened to Marcus Quinn?”
Martini turned to his assistant, Jack Donicht, who was on a radio with one of his men. “Did our men stop him?”
Donicht listened for a moment and then shook his head. “A couple of our men spotted him running down one of the back alleys. They followed him into the Hofgarten. One of our men was shot in the leg.” He thought for a moment. “I’m afraid he got away.”
“Damn it. I want the road and airports sealed,” Martini demanded. “Do it!”
Donicht gathered some of his men and hurried off.
“You won’t catch him,” Jake said to Martini.
“Maybe not. But we have to try.”
* * *
When the alley had been cleared out, Jake and Toni stood against a railing in the parking lot overlooking the river. Martini had said he wanted to talk with both of them in the morning. They agreed to meet him in his office at nine.
Otto Bergen walked up to them slowly and said, “What about Scala? Is he safe?”
Jake nodded. “We’ll bring him by at eight tomorrow morning.”
Bergen thanked them and shuffled off to a waiting polizei car.
“Are you planning on telling Martini about Bergen’s part in this thing?” Toni asked, nuzzling closer to him.
“I have a feeling Martini already knows.” He kissed her on the lips, and she pulled him even closer.
She was giving him a knowing smirk when she said, “You know something again that you don’t want to tell me. And I’m guessing it has to do with Marcus Quinn. Am I right?”
“Knock that shit off. I’m supposed to be able to bullshit with the best of them.”
“You can still do that with other people, but not me.” She looked right through him. “Well?”
“Let’s just say I know where he’s heading.”
“And you plan on going after him.”
“You’d expect less?”
They walked off to Jake’s car and drove to his room in Hungerburg.
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Jake and Toni got up early, walked down to a bakery for coffee and rolls, and then brought some extras back for Jordan and Scala at their gasthof in Hungerburg. The four of them had stayed up rather late, with Jake and Toni explaining what had happened. Not everything had gone as planned, but then things rarely do, Jake knew. He couldn’t help wondering how the events of the past few days might have been different if Marcus Quinn had not started screwing with him. He guessed, though, that Toni would have probably dragged him into the case anyway. He was a great believer in fate.
The four of them drove down the mountain to Tirol Genetics, Scala and Jordan in the OSI agents Ford, and Jake and Toni in her Alfa Romeo.
Otto Bergen ushered them into a conference room adjacent to his office. He looked more relieved than Jake had ever seen him. He must have been under an extreme amount of pressure from Quinn. They took seats around the long wooden table, all but Professor Scala, who was determined to give the presentation he and Leonhard Aldo had planned.
Scala opened his metal briefcase on the end of the table, withdrew a stack of papers, and began.
Fifteen minutes later, Bergen sat in astonished wonder. He had known the discovery of the Dolomite Solution would revolutionize the world in which they lived, but the scope of its importance had somehow escaped even his own expectations.
Jake and Jordan were equally stunned. Toni had this knowing smile on her face, for she had already heard the presentation the afternoon she and Scala had spent at the gasthof in Tulfes.
When they were done, Bergen told Scala he could stay in his guest house while they worked out the final deal with the Germans. Bergen had called Andreas Kraft the night before to say he would only deal with him personally. Kraft, after hearing what had happened the night before and sounding totally surprised at the actions of his people, agreed to fly down from Frankfurt later that afternoon.
Bergen had an envelope for Jake, which he handed him prior to his leaving. “I don’t know how to thank you, Jake. I feel somewhat strange. I had initially hired you because Quinn told me to. He wanted you closer. I guess he underestimated you a little bit.”
Jake felt the thick envelope, peeked inside to see that it was in fact money, and then shook hands with Bergen. “I don’t hold you responsible for all that happened to me. I know that Quinn could be a persuasive guy. While he was in the Air Force, he had blackmailed and manipulated so many people he had it down to a science.”
“I’m glad that you’ll be staying in Innsbruck,” Bergen said. “I hope you’ll stay in touch. And if you need a reference for your work, please give my name.”
“Thanks.”
Toni and Professor Scala hugged and kissed on each cheek and said their goodbyes. Jordan shook hands with the professor as well.
“Let’s get together soon for a glass of wine or a beer,” Jake said.
“I’d like that,” Scala said.
Jordan, Toni and Jake went out to the parking lot. Jordan had said the night before that he’d leave for Germany as soon as Scala was safely at Tirol Genetics.
Jake shook the OSI agent’s hand. “Have a good drive.”
“I will,” Jordan said. “Make sure you look me up when you come to Germany.”
“I’ll do that. And say hello to Deshia for me. She’s a good person, so treat her right.”
The major nodded, got into the Ford, and drove off.
Jake and Toni got into her Alfa Romeo and sat for a moment. He pulled out the money and immediately saw that something wasn’t right. It was Austrian Shillings, but instead of a hundred and forty thousand there was two hundred thousand. Then he found the note which read, “A little extra for the extra effort.”
“That’s a nice piece of change,” Toni said. “I might have to take you up on that partnership like we discussed.”
“I wish you would.”
* * *
Toni drove directly to polizei headquarters. The criminal commissioner’s office was open, and Herr Martini met them both in the center of the room to shake their hands. They all took seats. Martini offered coffee, which they declined.
“I’ve been trying all night to figure out all that went down last night,” Martini said. “But I still have a few questions.”
“Shoot,” Jake said.
“First of all, those two men from Boston. What was their stake in this thing?”
“I wasn’t sure until I got back to my room last night and we made a few calls. It turns out Gabbiano and Brachi worked for Dominic Varducci, a mob boss from Boston. Varducci had apparently sent them to steal the Dolomite Solution and kill anyone else with firsthand knowledge of the research. They were working with Sappiamo and his partner, who had been working undercover for Interpol in northern Italy. The two of them had been planted with mafia backgrounds that had led to a number of great arrests. But it turns out, after talking with Interpol, that the head office knew nothing about the solution. Sappiamo has been working both sides.”
“That bastard,” Martini said. “And I let him go.”
“You had to,” Jake explained. “He is an agent with Interpol. But after what I told one of the assistant directors, I don’t think Sappiamo will last long.”
Martini turned to Toni. “And how did you get involved with this thing?”
She shrugged. “The Agency wanted to know more about the solution. So I was sent to check into it. I had been watching Aldo and Scala for weeks.”
“What about the Germans?” Martini asked.
“That’s where it gets tricky,” Jake said. “Hahn was working for Kraft, but I’m not sure how much he knew about Hahn’s actions. Hahn hired Wolfgang and Ulrica as muscle, but he also hired Marcus Quinn. Quinn and Allen Murdock had been partners. Murdock was taking money from anyone he could get it from, and Quinn was used as an enforcer and additional manipulator. Which is exactly what Otto Bergen had told you after some time, I understand.”
“That’s right,” Martini said. “Bergen and I have been friends for years. We do a lot of skiing together. I could tell when he contacted me that something wasn’t right. My hunch was correct.”
Jake checked his watch. It was nine thirty. “We better get going.” The two of them took turns shaking the criminal commissioner’s hand and then started for the door.
“I hope things calm down to normal in Innsbruck,” Martini said, hopefully.
Jake turned. “I told you before that bad shit seems to follow me around.” Now Jake had his hand out. “It would be nice to get my passport back,” Jake said.
Martini smiled and opened his top desk drawer, where he rummaged through the mess. “It’s here somewhere.”
Jake pulled his passport from inside his jacket. “You mean this?”
Martini clenched his jaw. “I see this is going to be an interesting relationship, Jake.”
“Isn’t that the best kind?” Jake asked as he left the office.
The two of them went downstairs and sat in Toni’s car for a moment. “What time is your flight?” Toni asked.
“Who said I was going anywhere?”
“I heard you on the phone this morning when you thought I was sleeping.”
“I leave in an hour.”
She looked away. “Figures. We finally get together and you leave again.”
“I’ll be back in a few days. Besides, that’s not what’s bothering you.”
She ran her fingers through her hair. “I haven’t told you everything.” She hesitated for a few seconds, looking at him. “I made copies of everything in Scala’s briefcase. The computer discs, the research papers, the notes. Everything.”
“That sounds like it was a good idea,” he said.
“You don’t understand. I was supposed to send all the copies back to the Vienna office.”
“They wanted to look everything over, I guess.”
“I meant everything,” she explained. “They wanted everything. Not just a copy. All copies.”
“What?” Jake yelled.
She looked away. “I was sent to steal everything. The U.S. government wanted the information.”
Jake thought about that. “Of course. They didn’t want to use the Dolomite Solution, they wanted it killed. They couldn’t have all those people living that long. Hell the social security system is already taxed to the limit now and nearly bankrupt. Could you imagine all those baby boomers living to ninety?”
“That’s what I thought,” she said. “I started thinking about all of us. Our entire generation, and those to follow. It was too much for me to take on by myself. Who was I to decide? I think we should take technology as far as we can.”
Jake gave her a knowing glare. “You didn’t do it, did you?”
“I couldn’t hand it over,” she said. “I’ve got it saved away in a safe place, just in case someone decides to bomb Tirol Genetics.”
He smiled at her. “Your station chief is going to chew your ass. Maybe even reprimand you. Hell, I’d fire you.”
She laughed. “I saved them the pleasure. I quit.”
“You’re kidding, right?”
“I’ve never been more serious about anything in my life. I only hope you weren’t kidding about taking me on as your partner. I think I could like living in the Alps.”
“You wouldn’t miss Rome?”
“We could always visit.” She stretched over and kissed him. “I think we make a good team.”
“I agree.” He clasped his hand behind her head and kissed her.
She smiled at him. “Maybe we could go back and share a shower before your flight.”
She started the car and drove off toward the gasthof in Hungerburg.
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Surprisingly Jake had managed to sleep for much of the flight from Europe to Boston. Waiting for him at Logan International, was Dominic Varducci, looking like he himself had not slept in days. Varducci was escorted by a humungous guy in a dark suit introduced as his driver, but obviously more than that. After the normal pleasantries, the three of them climbed into a large Cadillac and sped off.
It was seven in the evening and starting to get dark. Light rain danced across the windshield. The driver headed across town, entering the southbound freeway.
“How’s my nephew?” Varducci asked Jake.
“When I visited him prior to leaving he was a few hours out of surgery,” Jake said. “Very talkative. In fact the nurses couldn’t keep his mouth shut.”
Varducci shook his head. “Stupid bastard. This Marcus Quinn you told me about on the phone…maybe he should have finished the job.” Varducci was in the front passenger seat watching Boston’s downtown pass by to his right. “I didn’t mean that. It’s just that the boy is a few rounds short of a full clip. If you know what I mean.”
“Yeah, he sure didn’t take much time to piss off Quinn,” Jake said.
“What do you suppose the Austrians will do to him and Brachi?” Varducci asked, turning to see Jake directly.
Jake shrugged. “A polizei friend told me they’d both be charged with murdering that German woman with the fire bomb. On a positive note, Austria doesn’t have the death penalty. And their jails are much nicer than anything in America. They’ll probably learn a few languages while there.”
“Hell of a consolation,” Varducci said with a laugh. “This Quinn fucker. You say you want to deal with him. I understand when things get personal. But he did shoot my flesh and blood, so I guess that makes it personal for me also. What do you have in mind?”
That’s what Jake had been thinking about since he left Austria. Problem was, he still wasn’t sure. He only knew that he had to deal with him. He could have simply called ahead and had the Agency waiting for him when his plane landed a few hours ago, but that wasn’t how Jake operated. “If we had let the U.S. government pick him up, we’d never learn for sure what Quinn’s involvement had been with Providence Industries. Since you have a stake in that company now, I think you must want to know that as well.”
“Damn right,” Varducci said. “Otherwise I would have picked the bastard up myself and rung his fuckin’ neck with my bare hands.”
“Did your men follow him without a problem?”
“Yeah, and as you thought he’d do, he went directly to Andrew Talbot’s place on Narragansett Bay. I have two men standing by right now out on the road. Quinn has been there for about an hour now. It looks like you were right about him working for Talbot. Give it a little more gas there, Poco.”
The car lurched forward with the sound of the engine powering up.
* * *
An hour later they were winding along the narrow road leading to Talbot’s estate. It was completely dark now, and the rain that had been light in Boston was coming down hard now. They pulled up behind a Ford Taurus and shut down the engine and lights. A man in his mid twenties got out of the driver’s side of the Ford and walked up to Varducci’s open window.
“He’s still there?” Varducci asked.
“Yes, sir,” the young man said. “He was in a rental Toyota Camry. I’m sure he didn’t see us follow him.”
“Good job. Go back and wait for instructions.”
The young man strutted back and got behind the wheel.
Varducci turned to Jake. “This is your show, Jake. How you want to play it?”
Jake thought about it. “I could use a weapon.”
Varducci opened the glove box and pulled out two hand guns. “Take your pick.”
One was a Smith and Wesson revolver in .38 caliber with six rounds, and the other a Sig Sauer 226 9mm automatic with a fifteen round clip plus one in the chamber. “I’ll take the Sig,” Jake said taking hold of the gun wrapped in a leather shoulder holster. “That’s a damn fine piece. I can snap off half a dozen rounds before the other guy cocks the hammer.”
“Good choice. Now how you wanna do this?”
Jake strapped the holster and gun over his left shoulder and covered it with a maroon wind breaker. “I’d rather go in alone. You could block the road so he can’t get out this way.”
“Sounds good. Here take this.” Varducci handed Jake a small cellular flip phone. “Any problems you hit the speed dial number one. I’ll get the call here on this other phone and we’ll come and give you a hand.”
“Thanks.” Jake dropped the phone into his left pocket and started out the door.
“You going to whack this guy Quinn?” Varducci asked. “I’m only asking because I need to know what kind of damage control to expect when you’re done.”
Jake hesitated. “That depends on him. Shooting might be the easy way out for him. I’d rather see him suffer in prison for a helluva long time. We’ll see what happens.”
* * *
Outside, the rain was getting worse. Jake pulled up his collar, but it was useless. He was going to be completely drenched by the time he reached the estate. It wasn’t until Jake reached the end of the driveway and stood for a moment looking at the huge house lit up like electricity was free, that he realized how he would approach Quinn. Varducci had given him the layout of the house, so he made his way around back along the right side.
There were perfectly trimmed trees close to the house, making it easy for him to stay in the shadows. Finally he reached a flagstone patio that stretched out from double French doors. There was a light on inside and Jake could see a distinguished-looking man wearing khakis and a dark sweater. Talbot, he guessed. Sitting in a leather chair across from a blazing fire was Marcus Quinn. They were talking but Jake couldn’t hear what they were saying.
Jake looked down at his shoes, which were soaked, and decided to take them off, along with the socks. Then he drew his gun and tried the handle. It wasn’t locked.
Slowly he started to open the door and stopped. The wind was blowing so hard they would hear him enter almost immediately. He’d have to dash in quickly.
With one fluid motion, Jake flung himself into the room. “Freeze,” he screamed, pointing his gun at Quinn.
Talbot nearly jumped out of his pants, spilling his drink on the bearskin rug. “My God. Who the hell are you?”
Marcus Quinn still had not turned around. “That would be Jake Adams.” He swiveled his head to look directly into the gun’s barrel a few feet from his head. “A little wet out, Jake? Come closer to the fire and dry off.” He raised his right hand slightly.
“Don’t even think about it, asshole.”
“Lighten up, Jake. It’s my cognac. You wouldn’t want to shoot me without my getting a last drink. Would you?” He raised his glass and took a long sip.
Jake moved around the chair, backing Talbot to the far side of the fireplace.
“I thought you said Adams has no status with the government anymore,” Talbot said to Quinn.
“Yes. It’s a pity I didn’t find that out sooner. Right Jake? Then perhaps I wouldn’t have felt the need to fuck with you so much in Innsbruck. On second thought…it was just too much fun. If you can’t have fun on this earth, then why go on living?”
Jake fought the urge to start shooting and not quit until all sixteen rounds found their mark cutting through his flesh. Struggling harder within him was his conscience telling him that he couldn’t do it. He would be no better than Quinn. “You’re going to live a long time, Quinn. This time it won’t be a military prison. It’ll be an Austrian jail. Now I understand they are a little more plush than those in America, but I think my friend Franz Martini can arrange for you to serve in the same place as those two men you met in the Innsbruck alley. Your fellow Americans from Boston? They’ll both live, by the way. And I think they’re going to be a little angry with you.”
Talbot started to reach for the phone. “I’ll have to call the police. Let them sort this out.”
“Go ahead,” Jake said.
“Don’t even think about it, Talbot,” Quinn said, giving the man an angry glare. He reached into his pocket.
“Keep your hands on the arms of the chair,” Jake demanded.
“Or what? You’ll shoot me? I hope you do.” He continued his hands inside his pocket and retrieved a stack of photographs. “Pictures,” Quinn said, smiling. “You’re gonna love this, Adams. You remember my good friend Allen Murdock. Look at what he did to that poor scientist’s maid.” He flipped a few photos toward Jake and they landed at his feet.
Keeping his gun trained on Quinn, Jake lowered himself and scooped up a couple photos. They showed Allen Murdock screwing the woman tied to the scientist’s bed. “I think the Austrians will probably frown on the maid’s death even more than that of Murdock.” He dropped the photos, reached inside his left pocket, and found the speed dial. He guessed Varducci was on the other end by now. “I don’t need any help,” he said for Varducci’s sake. “Understanding your motivation in all of this, Quinn. You’re a greedy bastard and sold yourself to the highest bidder. Which in this case was Andreas Kraft, through Nicolaus Hahn, for Richten Pharmaceuticals. Then you tried to squeeze money out of Otto Bergen. But even that wasn’t good enough for you. You wanted more money, so you contacted Andrew Talbot.”
“This is ludicrous,” Talbot said. “I met Mr. Quinn on my last trip to Germany. He was at a party with Allen Murdock and his wife. The man was blackmailing me.”
“Shut the fuck up,” Quinn yelled to Talbot.
“This is interesting,” Jake said. “Go ahead, Talbot. Continue.”
Talbot drank the last of his cognac and poured himself another. “The bastard set me up. This woman comes on to me, hauls me up to her bedroom in the middle of this party and strips down. My God she was beautiful. How could I resist? When I get back here I get a package with photographs of me and the woman.”
“Wait a minute,” Jake said. “I thought you were divorced. Why would you care about photos of you and another woman?”
Talbot took another drink. “Quinn here told me if I didn’t hire him to secure the deal with Tirol Genetics he’d give his good friend Allen Murdock the photos. He said Murdock was extremely jealous and would kill me.”
“I said shut up, Talbot,” Quinn said.
“So you hire Quinn,” Jake said. “It makes no sense, since Tirol Genetics was already set to deal with your German company.” Jake thought for a moment and all of a sudden things became clear. “You were going to cut Tirol Genetics out of the deal.”
Talbot sunk into a chair alongside the fireplace. “It wasn’t my idea. Quinn set up the entire mess. As it turned out, his plan would have been perfect.”
“Why’s that?” Jake asked.
“Because of that fucking goon Varducci who took over majority stock of my German company,” Talbot said, and then drank down the last of his drink.
“This is interesting. I’d like to hear more,” Jake said.
“What? Varducci? He’s a fucking mob asshole from Boston. Comes to me and forces me to sell my stock to him and this doctor. I’ll show him how cutthroat I can be in business.”
Just then the hall door flew open and Varducci entered with his driver. He was holding the cell phone against his ear.
Talbot turned pale seeing Varducci.
Jake pulled his phone from his pocket. “Wonderful little devices these cell phones.”
“You’ll show me hey you fuckin’ little puke,” Varducci yelled at Talbot, looming over the man in his chair. “You’re lucky I didn’t really conduct a fucking hostile takeover.” Varducci backhanded Talbot, snapping his head back against the wall, knocking him out. Then Varducci turned on Quinn, who had sat up in his chair straighter. “And you…you cock sucker. You’re the bastard who shot my nephew. I ought to fuckin’ pop you right here. Only reason I don’t is because I made a promise to Jake here that I wouldn’t. I always keep my promises.”
With one quick motion, Quinn pulled his gun and aimed it at Varducci. Then he rose from his chair moving his gun within a few inches of the man’s face. Varducci didn’t budge. “You’re pretty tough when you have your goon standing by here.”
“Jake, shoot this motherfucker,” Varducci said.
Jake had his gun aimed right at Quinn’s head. He wasn’t sure what to do. He wanted the man in jail, not dead.
Suddenly there was a single shot from Jake’s left. Quinn dropped instantly to the bearskin rug, a bullet hole in his temple.
Jake turned to see the young man from outside. The driver of the Ford. He was shaking now, his gun dangling from his right hand.
* * *
Back in Innsbruck, Jake slung his bag over his shoulder as he came down the arrivals ramp. He checked over the crowd, searching for her. Finally he saw Toni standing against a pillar smiling at him. They embraced for a long time and finally kissed.
They started walking toward the exit, when she said, “You’re going to love this place I found. It’s close to the river with a wonderful view of the mountains to the north.”
“Sounds great. Now all we need is another job.”

EPILOGUE

It was a warm afternoon in the Italian Dolomites. The two young girls ran through the field of high grass and wildflowers. The sisters were wearing Sunday dresses, had just come from church, and were allowed by their parents to take a shortcut from their tiny village of Pico Forno to their country home that sat along the Avisio River.
As the girls got closer to their home, they met up with a path used by cattle along the edge of the river. They followed the trail singing songs.
When they could see their house, they slowed and started throwing sticks into the water.
Anna, the older girl, saw it first. Light shimmered from under the brush when the sun’s rays hit it just right. She pointed it out to her younger sister.
The older girl broke a stick and reached as far as she could, finally catching the handle and pulling the silver box toward them. She reached down and raised the heavy box from the cold mountain stream and set it at her feet in the grass.
“What is it?” her little sister asked.
“I don’t know. But I’m keeping it.” She picked up the briefcase and skipped along toward her house, her sister right on her heels.
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“This topical tale of DNA research
and a possible cure for heart disease
falls more in the James Bond tradition
of fancy cars and fast women.”
—Publishers Weekly






