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wrong,” Pamela quipped, trying to find a lighter side to an otherwise shitty
afternoon. Tony could appreciate the attempt to lighten the mood. “Good
looking out.”

“In far less dramatic fashion than the numerous times you’ve saved my life.”
“The point is, you trusted your instinct.”™

“Keeping you from eating poisoned eggs was the least I could do.”

“I'm grateful.”

“Stick with me, we’ll make it through this,” Pamela said, again finding a
moment amid the chaos. “If you don‘t mind me asking, where are your friends
in this fight?”

“They’re around.” His cell phone rang. The conversation would last thirty
seconds. “We have a location on Boyd Tibbs and Monroe Doyle.”
“Where?”

“Denver.”
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THIRTEEN

TIBBS® ENJOYED A NICE menage a trois almost as much as money and
power. He loved beautiful women. A year ago when he bought the seven
bedroom, $2.7 million estate, he put a non-negotiable offer on the table. The
agent that showed him the house didn’t exactly appreciate the terms outside
the standard contract. She had her integrity to consider. They ended up having
wild sex in two of the seven bedrooms. Buyer’s market. Hard to say when
she’d see that kind of commission again.

Angie, Tibbs, and Sai She, had been going at it for nearly an hour when a
call came in on the private line in the master bedroom. It had to be important.
He untangled himself and answered the phone. His playful mood took a
nosedive, followed by a barrage of expletives. He ordered the women to get
out. As soon as they scurried out of the room, Tibbs continued chewing the ass
of the person on the other end. “I want them fucking dead, you understand me!
I don’t want to hear anymore of this horseshit about this guy and some pretty
bitch playing this hero bullshit! You call me in forty-eight hours with the
gruesome details, and no more fucking excuses!™ Tibbs said, then slammed
the phone down.

No longer in the mood to call his play things back, instead he got up and
threw on a silk bathrobe. He stormed the hall and barged into the bedroom

Doyle was staying in. Doyle was not alone. He didn’t have quite the appetite
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as Tibbs when it came to multiple sex partners. One beautiful woman at a time
was more his style. What the two men did have in common were volatile
tempers. Only Tibbs had more of a tendency to go nuclear when things didn’t
go as planned. “We need to talk.” Tibbs said while making an effort to shy
away from staring at Doyle and his lady-friend shaking the sheets. Doyle
paused and gave Tibbs a hard look. then said to his companion, “Give us a
minute.” Tibbs stared at the leggy black goddess as she emerged from beneath
the covers. Maybe six feet, lean but shapely. In his most humble opinion, she
was fucking gorgeous. She slipped on a bathrobe and scooted to the left and
out of the room.

“If this is about the missed opportunity in the restaurant, I already heard,”
Doyle said. pulling on a pair of sweats.

“It’s been one fuck up after another dealing with these two.”

“Where are they now?”

“Don’t know. They disappeared after wiping out the hit on 82.” Tibbs said.
“What if this guy’s not some government asshole?”

“A cowboy?”

“Think about it, what government agency uses civilians in their operations?”
Doyle said.

“Theyre getting intelligence from somewhere. I think this guy’s DEA. The
girl could be a recruit, maybe even a decoy.”

Doyle picked up the phone and made a call. “Find out if Pamela Parris still
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works for Barrow & Associates.” he ordered the woman on the other end.

In the parking lot of the Brunsley All Suite Hotel in Denver, Tony and
Pamela pulled up and parked the Land Rover next to a red Corvette. Pamela
got out and went to the passenger side, and Tony got behind the wheel. Keys
were in the visor. Leaving the parking lot Tony looked over at Pamela. “Trust
me, I’'m ready.” she vowed.

“T know.™
“That look says what?”
“That I trust you,” he said.

“I won't let you down.”

Tibbs and Doyle were seated at the dining room table having a late lunch,
and discussing a mid-size shipment of high-grade cocaine set to arrive in two
days. It was coming in concealed in the spare fuel tank and floorboard of a bus
carrying the Quicksilver Soccer Team up from Corpus Christi, Texas.
Estimated street value, $30 million. The transaction was expected to take no
more than fifteen/twenty minutes. The point man in charge of handling the
exchange was a guy they called, Monster. A mean and nasty SOB.
Intimidating but professional. They spoke openly around the fiercely loyal
house staff, which included the cook, housekeeper, and butler. Good pay and a

fair amount of fear kept them blissfully ignorant about what they saw and
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heard.

Parked about fifty yards from Tibbs’s Cherry Creek estate, Tony and
Pamela monitored activity around the outside of the half-acre property. Tony
was surveying the grounds through a pair of binoculars, while Pamela
harnessed her courage. “There’s two patrolling the grounds,” Tony advised.
*No doubt armed.™
“With standing orders to shoot us on sight.”

Pamela did a quick gut check and said, “Ready when you are.”
“Keep it tight.”

“I didn’t come this far not to finish it.”

“And so well shall.”

They were about to exit the car when Tony spotted a black Mercedes pull
up to the front of the house. Through the binoculars he watched Tibbs and
Doyle come out and pile in the backseat. “They re leaving.”

*Now what?”

“We see what they’re up to.” Tibbs and Doyle were driven to the southern
edge of the Tech Center. Housed in the area were technological centers,
headquarters of several international and national companies. There were also
a handful of upscale hotels, mainly geared toward business travelers. The
Mercedes pulled in front of a thirty story high-rise. home to Global World

Financial Services. “What’s Global World?” asked Pamela.
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“A place to launder drug money.” Tony said while watching through the
binoculars as Doyle and Tibbs got out and went inside the Global World
building.

“Do we wait and stick with the original plan?”

“We may have to improvise.”

Back at Tibbs’s Cherry Creek estate was ground zero. Tony parked in the
same spot as before. Through the binoculars he surveyed the grounds. Security
was tight. “Once we get inside we put the help on lockdown. We have to
assume everyone’s a potential threat.”

“Great, | may have to shoot the housekeeper.” Pamela said while trying to
banish the thought. Tony put on a Yankees baseball cap and got out. Pamela
exited the other side.

At first glance they took on the appearance of a neighborhood couple out
for a casual walk. Once they got within ten feet of the private gate surrounding
Tibbs’s property, Tony looked at Pamela and said, “Oscar time.” She
produced her gun and tucked it inside of her down-vest with her finger on the
trigger. Tony picked her up and cradled her in his arms. Her body went limp.
He carried her up to the gate and pressed the button on the intercom. “Yeah.” a
gruff voice answered.

“A woman has been seriously injured by a hit-and-run driver. I need a phone
to call for help,” Tony said with a sense of urgency.

“I'll make the call.” the voice replied.
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“I'm a doctor. She’s in pretty bad shape. I need to explain the extent of her
injuries.” There was silence. “I'll bring a phone out,” the voice said after a
long pause.

Moments later a guy, medium build, came out and took his time walking
down the looping drive to the front gate. Tony made sure the cap was pulled
down over his eyes, and he kept Pamela’s face from clear view. Standing
inside the gate, the guy seemed to be looking for signs of blood and gore from
the accident. “Where's the emergency?” he said. Life leapt into Pamela’s body
as she produced her gun and pointed it at the guy with a steady aim. “Move
and you're all done,” she said. Tony put her down and drew his gun. “Open
the gate,” he ordered.

“You did good by coming here, save us the trouble of hunting you both
down.”

“Don’t make me ask twice,” Tony said, trying to be as discreet as possible
while pointing his gun at the man’s chest. Annoyed at being caught off guard,
the guy opened the panel to the right of the gate and hit the button to let them
in. Tony spun the guy around and patted him down. He relieved him of a 9mm
pistol. Pamela closed the gate. “Give me a reason, and I'll put you down,”
Tony said. then marched the guy up the drive toward the house. Pamela
followed while keeping watch. “How many are inside?” Tony said.

“You two are the walking dead.”

“Not the answer I‘'m looking for,” Tony said.
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The guy must’ve decided the odds had somehow shifted back in his favor
and made a move. He threw a right elbow into Tony’s chest, spun around and
followed up with a hard left hook that Tony managed to sidestep. Tony
whacked the guy in the forehead with the butt of his gun, got behind him and
snapped his neck like a pretzel. A bit shaken by the sudden outbreak of
violence, Pamela shook it off and stayed focused. Tony dragged the guy over
to a row of manicured hedges and hid the body. Pamela followed him up to
the front entrance.

He tried the handle and slowly pushed open the door and stepped inside.
Nearest he could tell the house seemed relatively quiet. A middle-aged
Hispanic housekeeper came out of the dining room and almost had a heart-
attack when she saw two strangers standing there pointing guns at her. Tony
put his index finger to his mouth, gesturing for her to keep quiet. He got to her
quickly and put his gun to her head. “How many are in the house?”

“You know whose home this is?" she said with a thick accent, thinking the
house was being robbed.

“Wrong answer.”

“Four, including me.”

“Employees?”

“There’s Rauol, the cook, and two personal assistants to Mr. Tibbs.”
“Where’s the cook?”

“The kitchen.”
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*What about upstairs?”
“No one.”
“What's your name?”
“Maria.”
“You're telling me the truth, right Maria?”
«gj
To test her veracity Tony took her by the arm and allowed her to lead the
way up the stairs. “Show me to a room hardly ever used.” Maria led them to
one of the bedrooms at the north end of the house. Pamela found some fresh
bed linen in the middle drawer of a huge dresser and shredded one of the
sheets. They bound and gagged Maria and put her inside the spacious closet.
Downstairs in the kitchen the cook was busy dicing tomatoes and onions
when he felt the barrel of Tony’s gun poking him in the side. “Don’t make a
sound.” Pamela kept watch at the door. “You picked the wrong house to steal
from.”
“We need to take a trip upstairs.” Out of the corner of his right eye the cook
saw the butcher knife lying on the counter. Tony moved the gun up to the left
side of the cook’s head. “It’s not worth dying for.” Any notion of going for the
butcher knife quickly faded from the cook’s consciousness. He was taken
upstairs to the same bedroom as the housekeeper, bound and gagged and
locked in the bathroom facedown in the bathtub. “The guy I saw earlier never

came back in,” Tony said.
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“Do we look for him?”
“Stay sharp.”

On the way back downstairs they heard the front door open. Tibbs, Doyle,
and the driver came in. “Before long, there won't be shit made in this country.
Everything we put our hands on is imported. Fucking assholes and their
bullshit patriotism,” Tibbs was overheard saying.

“We have to be smart and not lose sight of what this is about,” Doyle said.
“Trust me, I won’t. I'm looking forward to pissing on the front lawn of the
White House.”

“That‘s why they call it The Peoples” House,” Doyle joked as all three men
went into the great room.

“It’s only a matter of time before they start to wonder about the help,” Tony
said from their perch atop the stairs.

*Say when,” Pamela said. as ready as she’d ever be.

Sure enough the housekeeper’s presence started to be missed. “Where the
hell’s Maria?” Tibbs said. He yelled out to her from his favorite leather chair.
*Maybe she got tired of your arrogant ass and quit.” Doyle quipped.

“I fire people, they don’t quit,” Tibbs said, getting up to go look for Maria. He
got quite a surprise when he opened the double-doors leading to the foyer.
Tony shoved his gun in Tibbs’s face. forcing him back on his heels. Both
Doyle and the driver reached for their guns. “I blaze, he dies,” Tony said,

grabbing Tibbs by the collar and pressing his gun against his forehead. Pamela
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came in with her gun pointed at Doyle, who thought twice about drawing his
gun with the odds clearly not in Tibbs’s favor. Tony spun Tibbs around and
took a 9mm Beretta from a holster clipped to his left side. “No matter what
happens here, you two will be dead inside twenty-four hours, guaranteed,”
Tibbs said.

Tony ignored the chest-thumping. He grabbed the back of Tibbs’s jacket
collar and pressed the barrel of his gun to the back of his head. “Ask your
friends to stand up slowly, using left thumb and index finger, remove the
weapons and toss them on the sofa.” Tibbs struggled with the idea of giving
in. Pamela stood with her gun trained on Doyle. occasionally stealing a
glimpse in Tony’s direction while sweating out the most intense moment of
her life. “Gentlemen, as a favor to me.,” Tibbs said. The driver waited to
backup whatever Doyle decided. Doyle assumed mind-games were unlikely to
be effective on Tony, so he turned his focus instead to Pamela. He stared cold
and hard. Pamela fought back the fear and tightened her grip on the gun.
Doyle thought for a moment he might have seen something, maybe a split
second when Pamela may have appeared teary-eyed. He tried to stall for time,
thinking she might tip her hand. “Say when, Tony.” Pamela said. her voice
even, her hand steady.

Doyle turned his attention back to Tony. Playing it cautious he followed
instructions and removed his gun and tossed it on the sofa. The driver did the

same. “Move over by the fireplace,” Tony said.
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“Who do you work for?” Tibbs asked.

“Move.”

“I don’t think so,” Doyle said.

“We blaze, is that it.”

“You kill us, there won’t be a place on this earth for you and the pretty bitch to
hide,” Tibbs said.

“You won’t be around to find out?”” Tony guaranteed, sensing something
about to jump off.

“Terrible what happened to your sister and her husband,” the driver said to get
Pamela’s attention. “Best piece of ass I had in a long time. I almost hated to
slice her up.”  Pamela turned her gun on the driver. Anger took hold so fast
she had to stop herself from pulling the trigger. “Getting her blood on my new
shirt really pissed me off though.”

“If I blaze, it’ll be bad for you,” Pamela said, determined not to give him the
satisfaction of seeing tears in her eyes.

“Keep it tight, Pamela. You know what he’s trying to do,” Tony said.

“Each time I rammed my knife into your sister’s warm flesh, and hearing that
gurgling sound of her choking on her own blood, man, I got such a rush,” the
driver continued to taunt.

“Tony, I'm real close to shooting this guy.” Pamela said calmly.

“I know, just be cool. I have a feeling something’s about to jump off.”

“Can I help it if your slut sister gave her second to last piece of ass to me,” the
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driver said.

“You two, over by the fireplace, now.” Tony said. handling Tibbs more
aggressively.

“What are you doing playing this game? This is way out of your league,”
Doyle said to Pamela.

“I say fuck’em both,” the driver said.

“You want to try me?” Pamela said, almost daring the driver to make a move.
*You have three seconds to move over by the fireplace, or you try us both,”
Tony said, tired of all the stalling.

Doyle eyed his gun on the sofa. Rather than seeming worried or scared,
Tibbs appeared ready for an all out bloodbath. The driver also seemed anxious
for some sort of showdown. Less than ten feet away, and holding the 9mm
with both hands, Pamela had a steady bead on the driver. The security guy
who left the house earlier came in through the back and maneuvered around
the stairs and had an angle on Pamela. Before he could get off a shot, Tony
noticed something had suddenly caused the driver’s eyes to divert left. Ina
single motion he swung his gun to the right and fired once, hitting the security
guy in the chest. Tibbs turned and lunged toward him. They struggled. Pamela
took her eyes off Doyle and the driver following the shot and the ensuing
scuffle. Doyle lunged for his gun. So did the driver. Doyle got off a hurried
shot, barely grazing Pamela’s right shoulder. She returned fire, hitting Doyle

in the left side of his forehead. Tony had his hands full with Tibbs. The driver
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got to the other gun. To Pamela it all seemed to be happening in slow-motion.
Just as the driver raised the gun, she fired twice, hitting him in the upper chest
with both shots. After being knocked backwards by a solid left jab, Tibbs
picked up a small bronze statue off the end table and tried to bull-rush Tony.

He never made it. Tony put two rounds in his chest.
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FOURTEEN

SARAH’S HUSBAND WAS RIGHT about one thing, the moment she set
foot inside the magnificent home in Montgomery County, Maryland, and
stood on the handsome marble flooring, there had to be a deal made of some
sort. Banner Realtors, the local office handling the sale of the property, had it
listed at $759 thousand. Terry Armindale, the sales agent showing the house,
pointed out to Sarah the many features and amenities the house had to offer,
features and amenities her husband. Josh, had already seen and couldn‘t do
without. Sarah loved the soaring ceilings, the fine architecture of the columns
in the circular foyer, the huge fireplace in the living room, the master suite to
die for on the first level, and the well-appointed and spacious gourmet kitchen.

The guided tour of the four bedroom home wound its way to the hearth
room. “Can you give us a moment?” Josh said to Terry. She scooted into the
adjacent kitchen to afford them some privacy. “Well, is it everything I said it
was?”

“Sweetheart, I love this house.”

“I say we make an offer.”

“Even if the seller comes down on the asking price, we're still looking at
paying well over a half million dollars.”

“We can afford it,” Josh insisted. Sarah was not completely sold on the price

range, but she felt absolutely comfortable in the home, and somehow found a
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way to knockdown every single objection she could think of for not charging
ahead with the purchase. “Let’s do it,” she said with no regard for obstacles.
“Let’s start with an offer of $700 thousand and go from there,” Josh proposed.
With a half-serious grimace, Sarah agreed. Josh summoned Terry and put the

offer on the table.

High above the clouds aboard a Cessna jet, Pamela sat staring out of the
window at the serene white clouds. Tony walked up and sat next to her. “You
okay?” She turned away from the window and looked down at her surprisingly
steady hands. “How come I don’t feel terrible about what happened?”

“Hard to say. You did what you had to.”

“Hearing him talk about murdering my sister made pulling the trigger almost
easy,” Pamela said, not sure how she felt about not feeling guilty. Tony
thought it best not to try and over analyze what had happened. “What does that
say about me?” she wondered.

“That you’re human,” Tony pointed out.

Once again the scenic clouds drew Pamela’s attention toward deeper
thoughts. Tony realized she needed some time alone to try and come to terms
with a brutal reality, so he got up and went up front with the pilot.

The jet landed at Hewanorra International Airport in St. Lucia. Tony and
Pamela breezed through customs. They each purchased a St. Lucia driver’s

license at the car-rental kiosk, where a car had already been reserved. Tony
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took to driving on the left side of the road like it was second nature. “You
think he’s heard about Tibbs and Doyle?”” Pamela asked.
“Word travels fast.”
“You think he knows we're here?”
“He wouldn‘t be on top if he didn*t.” They drove eighteen miles to Anse
Chastanant, a premier dive resort and Caribbean Inn. Tony parked the car and
removed two medium-sized suitcases, along with a duffel bag already inside.
To reach their West Indies style plantation villa on the beach, they first had
to climb one hundred and three steps to the top of the forested hill, above
palm-fringed Anse Chastanet Beach. Surrounded by mangoes. papayas,
banana plants, breadfruit, and other trappings of paradise, Pamela thought
about taking off her sunglasses to take in the view, but bear in mind why they
were there. After checking in and locating their villa, Tony removed a .40
caliber Beretta, along with a small derringer from the duffel bag. He gave the
more easily concealed derringer to Pamela. “How soon do we move?”
“Danny is more of a pragmatist than the others. No less dangerous, but he
never allows himself to be put in situations he can’t control.”
“What if he figures out who I am?”
“Not likely,” Tony said, removing a short red wig and a small envelope from
the duffel bag. Pamela took the wig, her suitcase, and the envelope and went
inside the bathroom.

Ten minutes later she came out with short red hair, wearing dark glasses, a
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two-piece, white string bikini, and had a small fake mole on the left side of her
upper lip. “What do you think?”

“If I didn’t know better, I'd swear Pamela was still in the bathroom.” His
professional swagger wouldn’t allow him to mention how stunning she looked
in the bikini. Pamela wrapped the matching sash around her waist. “On the
surface, Danny’s very charming and polite, underneath, he has a real serious
dark-side. If he thinks for one minute you’re playing him, he‘ll bring the
drama.”

“Where will you be?”

“Always close by.”

“T hope I can pull this off without showing my contempt for everything he
represents.”

“If you don’t feel right about this we can come up with a different approach.”
“I'm okay. This is the best chance we have of nailing this guy.”

“You sure?”

“I can handle it.”

“We’re not sure how many bad guys are here on the island. If you find
yourself in a situation with a stranger, and only when absolutely necessary will
one of the good guys make direct contact, say to him or her, “What’s better
than a day at the beach?” to which he or she should reply. “I simply can’t
imagine.” Any deviation, you do one of two things, walk away, and if that's

not an option, you put him down.”
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“And if Danny invites me back to his villa?”
“Avoid situations where I can’t get to you if things start to go sideways.”

Pamela allowed herself to relax and said, “Ready.” Tony gave her a large
beach towel, a fashion magazine, and what appeared to be an ordinary iPod.
Before heading out beneath the hot Caribbean sun, Pamela went over and sat
on the bed and applied sunscreen to her legs, arms, and stomach. “You mind?”
she said, alluding to having Tony apply sunscreen to her back. She got a kick
out of watching his reaction. “I have a better idea,” Tony said.
“Oh?” she said with interest.
Tony walked over and sat next to her on the bed and said, “You were
wondering what to possibly say to Danny if all else fails, now you know.”
“If I don’t puke my guts out first,” Pamela said after realizing what Tony was
suggesting.
“If you’re having doubts...”
“Kidding.”
“The iPod also serves as a way for us to communicate. You can hear my voice
through the earphones, and I can hear whatever’s going on through the iPod.
This will allow you to talk to me,” Tony said, giving her a tiny mic he took
from the duffel bag. “Clip it to the inside of your bikini top.”

Pamela was all set to go after Danny. provided she had the nerve. Tony
looked at his watch. “Danny normally sunbathes on the beach around this

time.” One last gut-check and Pamela was ready. She got up and walked over
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to the door. “Remember, don’t seem obvious, and stay clear of secluded
areas,” Tony warned.

“Got it.”

“I’ll be there if you need me.”

“I’'m betting my life on it,” Pamela said in a sobering sense, then put her
sunglasses back on and left the villa

She strolled along the beach wearing the earphones, with the iPod attached
to her left bicep, carrying the beach towel, and magazine. “*Any sign of him?”
Tony said, his voice coming through the earphones.

“Not yet.” Scores of scantily clad sunbathers littered the beach. About thirty
feet in front of her. Pamela spotted a man stretched out on a folding chair.
wearing coral colored shorts and dark glasses. “I think I see him.”

“Is there a tough guy nearby?”

“Sitting just above him.” By his receding hairline, she was able to confirm the
man in the coral shorts was in fact Danny Hunter the closer she got. “It’s him.
I'm turning the music up a notch.”

On cue the sash slipped from around her waist in front of Danny*s chair.
No reaction from the man himself. Pamela stooped rather than bend over to
retrieve the fallen article. She pretended to pay Danny no mind and continued
down the beach. Danny lifted his glasses and sized her up from behind. “You
can’t dream’em up any better than that,” the tough guy above him said. She

was the most beautiful woman Danny had seen in the two weeks he’d been on
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the island. “I'm going for a walk,” he said, getting up and heading down the
beach.
“You need me?”
“Stay,” Danny ordered.
He caught up with Pamela further along the beach. She’d found an open

spot, and lay perfectly displayed on the beach towel, minus the sash,

earphones in, and her nose buried in the magazine. Danny stood over her
blocking the sun. “You mind?” she said, looking up at him through the dark
glasses.

“Not at all,” he replied, moving to his right so as not to hog the sun. Those
legs of hers had Danny slightly off his game. He didn’t usually stare. Pamela
turned the music down and pulled the earphones out and said, *Is there a
problem?”

He didn‘t mince words. “You’re beautiful.”

“Thanks, but I just want to enjoy the sun, listen to some music, and read my
magazine.”

Danny took his glasses off. “You here on the island alone?” he said, trying to
find his footing,.

“Not to be rude, but I'm really not looking for any distractions.”

“Ordinarily I"d take the hint, but you make it difficult to just walk away after
only one try.”

“Like I said. I have everything I need right here.” She left just enough of an
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opening for him to put out the flames. “What if I sat next to you and said
nothing? That way if you decide you want to talk, I'm here also.”

“You must be a car salesman. You certainly have trouble taking no for an
answer,” Pamela said, warming just a bit.

“A beautiful woman alone on a beautiful island, seems such a shame.”
“Who said I'm here alone?”

“Mind if [ sit?”

“It’s a public beach.”

“You‘re either here alone, or your boyfriend‘s crazy.” It was a chess game
now. She fed him a story about an ugly breakup with her boyfriend, and a need
to get away for a while. Danny was sympathetic. His story was less dramatic.
Every now and then he liked to get away by himself just to relax. “Name’s
Danny Hunter,” he said, offering his hand in polite greeting.

“Natalie Seaver,” Pamela said, reaching over and shaking his hand.

“How long have you been in St. Lucia?”

“This is only my second day.”

“Planning to stay long?”

“Only a week.”

“Would you consider having dinner with me this evening at Trou au Diable?”
“If nothing else you’'re persistent,” Pamela said, giving his proposal some
thought.

“Just dinner,” Danny said to sweeten the offer.
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“Just dinner is fine,” Pamela agreed.
“Where are you staying?”

“Why don’t [ meet you at the restaurant.”
“Say six o’clock.™

*Six is good.”

Danny got to his feet and dusted himself off. “See you at six,” he said, then
headed back down the beach. Pamela put the earphones back in. “How‘d 1
do?”

“You played it perfect.”

“You were right, he’s quite charming.”

“He give any indication he may have recognized you?”
“None.”

“So am | invited to dinner?”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Senator Harold excused himself ten minutes early from the Senate Foreign
Relations hearing and went back to his office. He telephoned his wife each day
around five o’clock to let her know what time she could expect him home.
After nearly thirty years of marriage, she had of course grown accustomed to
him putting in long hours. His only daughter, Christine, answered the phone.
Harold was more than delighted. “When did you arrive in town?”

“Just got in today. I have a conference in New York in a few days. so I thought
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I"d stop by and visit until then.”

“Glad to hear it. It’s not often your mother and I get to see you.”

“That may soon change if I get this promotion and have to move to New
York.”

“Jason’s okay with leaving California?”

“He’s okay with the huge increase in salary.”

“Be great if things were to work out.”

“I should know something within a couple weeks.™

“Great. Your mother around?”

*She’s on the other line talking to Judy.”

“Just tell her the hearing may run well into the late evening, so I’'ll be home
late.”

“T"ll give her the message.”

“See you soon.” An aide to the senator tapped on his office door and poked
her head inside. “Yes, Diane.”

“The hearing adjourned two minutes ago. I'll have the report finished by noon
tomorrow.”

“Excellent.”

“You need me for anything further?”

“Enjoy your son’s recital.”

“See you tomorrow.”

A text message came in on Senator Harold’s cell phone. The number 22.
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Harold buzzed his personal secretary’s phone to let her know that he was
calling it a day. He left his senate office accompanied by special agent, Hugh
Sizemore. He followed the senator to his home in Fairfax County, Virginia, in
a separate, unmarked black sedan like any normal day. Behind the wheel of
the lead black sedan, Marcus Conley. a longtime staffer to the senator, stopped
one hundred feet from the senator’s home. From the backseat, Senator Harold
lowered the window and signaled to agent Sizemore that everything was in
order. Sizemore pulled from behind the senator’s car and waved as he drove
past. Conley waited until agent Sizemore’s car turned off at the top of the
street, then drove past the senator’s home with Harold still a passenger in the
backseat. He drove the senator out to a house in the well-to-do suburb of
Rockville, Maryland. “How long, Senator?”

“Pick me up in three hours.” Harold said. then exited the car under a full-
moon sky. Conley watched the senator walk up to the front door and ring the
bell. The door opened and Harold disappeared into the warm glow coming

from inside.
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FIFTEEN

WAITING IN FRONT OF THE beachside restaurant, Trou au Diable,
Pamela was in full disguise, and wearing a loose-fitting pastel dress. She
checked her watch. Five after six. “He’s late,” she said, barely parting her lips.
Tony was listening by way of a wire concealed inside Pamela’s bra. She was
at a slight disadvantage and couldn’t hear him. They both decided not to risk
her wearing an earpiece. “I don‘t like this,” she said. Danny walked up just as
Pamela glanced at her watch a third time. “I was beginning to think you stood
me up.”

“Please accept my apology. | got sidetracked by an important business call.”
“Treat me to a nice dinner, all’s forgiven.”

“Fair enough.” They went inside. On several occasions during dinner, Pamela
noticed him staring at her. “You have very beautiful eyes.”

“I thought we agreed no pressure,” Pamela reminded him while slicing her
chicken satays with peanut sauce.

“Pressure comes later.”

“I didn’t realize dinner came with a price.”

“I'm teasing.”

“I"d hate to think of you as less than a gentleman.”

“Would it come as a shock me wanting to sleep with you?” Danny said

without reservation, then shoved a forkful of beef satays in his mouth.
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“Should I be flattered?”

“I don’t know. Are you?”

“You supply dinner. I provide sex. is that the plan for the evening?”
“We’re both adults, right?”

“And what if I decide not to hold up my end?”

“You’re saying you’'re not attracted to me?”

“I’m saying I don’t see making the leap from dinner to having sex.”
“How about dinner, a nice walk on the beach, then sex?”

“Wow. Subtlety is not your strong suit.”

“I believe in being honest.”

“Apparently.” Pamela said, giving him permissive looks with her eyes.

An elderly couple, perhaps in their early to mid sixties, sat three tables
over. There seemed to be very little in the way of conversation between them.
In his right ear, the gray-haired man was wearing what look to be an ordinary
hearing aide.

After dinner Danny suggested a walk along the beach. Pamela greeted the
idea with skepticism. Only after Danny agreed to behave himself did she
agree. While strolling along the beach they stopped to admire the island’s
trademark sunset. “I’'m curious how you think this evening should end,”
Danny sort of wondered out loud.

“I"ll let you know once we get back to my villa,” Pamela said, not to be out-

flanked.
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“My villa’s just a short walk from here.”
“Too easy.”
“I’ve prepared something special for the two of us.”
“My point exactly.”
“Let’s not quibble over details. Let’s go back to my villa, and you'll see what
a perfect gentleman I can be.”
“This is the same problem I had with my ex-boyfriend, he always had to have
things go his way. Sorry, but this is way too familiar,” Pamela said, not
missing a beat improvising.
“You’re comparing me to your ex-boyfriend?” Danny said, crowding her,
showing flashes of anger.
“I don’t need some guy I just met getting in my face like this,” Pamela said,
turning to walk away.

In less time it took for her to take a step, Danny grabbed her by the arm and
said, “Don’t ever walk away from me.”
“One dinner, and you think you have the right to control me,” Pamela said,
showing no sign of being intimidated.
“Let’s try and stay calm,” Danny said, with passersby paying attention to the
mild commotion.
“Start by taking your hand off me.”
Danny backed off and let go of her arm. *I apologize. I didn’t mean to upset

you. Your villa’s fine.”
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“Not now. The evening’s gotten off track.”
“I understand. I’ll walk you back, then be on my way.”
*“That won’t be necessary.”

Dialing up the charm. Danny gave her the soft eyes and said, “What do you
say we get back on track, starting tomorrow. You plan the evening.”
“Maybe.”

“If you decide to give me another chance, I’ll be on the terrace of the Pitons
Bar & Restaurant around three tomorrow afternoon.” She didn’t want to give
the impression that things between them were too far gone, so Pamela decided
not to commit one way or the other. “Good-night,” Danny said, walked away
and headed down the beach. Pamela breathed a little easier.

Slightly hunched over, with a gray beard and wearing a straw hat and
bifocals, the elderly guy from inside the restaurant appeared out of nowhere.
*“You okay, Miss?” he said with a Creole accent.

“I’m fine. thanks.”

“That young man harassin’ ya?”

*“Nothing I couldn’t handle.”

“If all’s well, have a good evenin’” the man said, and went on his way.

“You hear that? Chivalry is not dead,” Pamela said, knowing Tony was
listening nearby.

On the way back to the villa, she suddenly realized she walked out and left her

purse back at the restaurant.
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When she opened the door to the second bedroom after going back for her
belongings, Tony had a towel wrapped around his waist having just finished
showering. *You were taking a shower, while | was out there fending off that
asshole,” Pamela said in disbelief. “Were you even listening?” she said,
throwing the purse down on the cushioned wicker chair.

“I heard every word,” Tony said, removing a pair of sweats and a tee shirt
from his suitcase. In the midst of becoming angry she noticed what a great
body Tony had, but that was beside the point. “Wait a second. What am |
missing? There’s no way you would leave me out there all alone. Were you at
the restaurant?”

Tony placed his gun on the table next to the bed. “I'm not bashful.” With a
roll of her eyes, Pamela turned around while Tony dropped the towel and
slipped on the sweats and tee shirt. “You enjoy the chicken satays?” he said.
Flirting with a smirk Pamela turned back. I didn’t see you.”

“Sure you did,” Tony said, grabbing the pillow and sitting on the bed, resting
his back against the headboard. Pamela walked over and stood at the foot of
the bed. “Where were you?” With his arms folded looking up at her, he gave
her time to mull it over. Looking back on the evening, the only person that
stuck out in Pamela’s mind was Danny. with the only possible exception being
the waiter. Then it hit her. “The old guy on the beach.”

“Never walk out of a restaurant and leave your purse,” Tony said in the Creole

accent.
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“I had no idea.”

“I had your back, right up to the moment things started to go south between
you and Danny.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Should I meet him tomorrow?* Pamela said, taking off the wig and sitting at
the foot of the bed.

“There was something odd about Danny’s behavior.”

“Like what?”

“You carry yourself like an educated, classy lady. yet he treated you almost
like a $10 hooker.”

“And when I told him the evening had gotten off track. he became charming
again.”

“He was testing you. If you hadn’t changed your mind about inviting him back
here after he made a point of being an asshole...”

*...he would’ve become suspicious.”

“He has to think you’ve lost interest.”

“By not showing up at Pitons tomorrow?”

“Right. You have to make him come to you.”

Just after ten p.m., Conley pulled up in front of Senator Harold’s home in

Georgetown. Harold got out, walked up and unlocked the front door and went
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inside. His twenty-five year old daughter, Christine, met him in the foyer.
They exchanged hugs. “Still trying to save the world?* Christine said.

“Or at least try and make it a better place,” Harold said with his arm around
his daughter, as the two walked into the family room. His wife Elizabeth, or
Beth, as he affectionately referred to her, came in from the kitchen. Christine
still saw the same love and adoration between her parents when they kissed
and embraced as when she was a child, something she hoped to live up to in
her own marriage. “l admire the work you do for your country, but I must
admit I look forward to you retiring. That way I can have you all to myself,”
Beth said with sincere fondness.

“You're seriously thinking about ending your crusade in the senate?” Christine
said.

“I haven’t made up my mind as of yet, but I am considering it.”” Harold said,
taking a seat on the antique leather sofa.

“If you do decide to call it quits, I assume you guys will sell this place and
have the one home in California?” Christine said.

“I"d like to sell this place and divide our time between California, and maybe
buy a nice farm in the Midwest,” Beth said.

“Will that be possible with the hit you guys took in the market?” Christine
questioned.

“Hopefully by the time your father retires, if he retires, we will have bounced

back from the huge financial setback,” Beth said.
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“We have plenty of time for things to be decided.” Harold said, caressing his

wife’s shoulder with little worry.
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SIXTEEN

ON THE WIND-COOLED TERRACE of the Pitons Bar & Restaurant,
Danny sat sipping a margarita, waiting to see if the woman he knew as Natalie
would show up. His watch had 3:07 in the afternoon. He considered perhaps
she was paying him back for being late the other evening, so he continued to
wait. By 3:35 he’d finished his drink, and still no sign of Natalie. Rather than
being upset, he smiled. When it became apparent she was not going to show,
Danny paid the tab and left the bar. He made it his business to find Natalie,
and later caught up with her getting off a small sailboat, following an
enjoyable time on the water with a nice couple she had met earlier. She saw
Danny standing at a distance. and turned and thanked the friendly couple for
allowing her to tag along.

Considering it was their honeymoon, she still could not figure out why they
invited her to impose on their time together. By happenstance she found
herself standing between Danny and the young couple. Suddenly she felt
exposed to danger. She looked at the now apathetic faces of the man and
woman who had introduced themselves as Allan and Nancy Kramer, then
across the way at Danny, who stood with both hands tucked in the pockets of
his Polo shorts. If ever she hoped Tony was listening from somewhere nearby
it was at that moment. Again she turned toward the stoic couple and said,

“What’s better than a day at the beach?”” Rather tense moments followed.



152

“I simply can’t imagine.” Allan said.

Relief on Pamela’s face spread quickly. The couple went about the
business of turning in the boat. Pamela picked up her towel, but avoided
looking in Danny’s direction. Figuring she was still upset about the other
evening, Danny took the initiative. Casually he walked down to where she was
gathering her things. “I see your plans for the evening didn’t include me.”
“I’'m not interested in having someone control my life,” Pamela said, taking
the iPod, her towel, and bottled water and going on her way.

“Again [ apologize for yesterday. I was totally out of line. Please give me a
chance to redeem myself,” Danny said while keeping pace along side of her.
“I think we should chalk it up as something that was not meant to be.”

“A mistake small, but fatal,” Danny acknowledged, seeming to admit defeat.
“Enjoy the rest of your vacation, Danny,” Pamela said, pretending he no
longer mattered.

Not ready to give up just yet, Danny crossed in front of her to try and
slowdown a moving train barreling out of his life. “In my line of work, I have
to be very careful about the people I allow to get close to me.”

“Guess that explains why you behaved like a jerk.”

“I did what I did to elicit your reaction.”

“Why?”

“I needed to be sure you were being up front with me.”

“Sounds like you have a complicated life, one I would just as well not be a
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part of.” Pamela said, attempting to go around him. With a purely innocuous
gesture, Danny held both hands up and stepped again in front of her. “You're
right, my life is somewhat complicated, but now that I know everything’s on
the up-and-up. there won’t be a problem.”

By not overplaying it, Pamela came off as being moved by his charm
offensive. “I just want the chance to get to know you. Please. have dinner with
me again.”

“Only if you promise to explain this complicated life of yours,” Pamela said,
figuring the timing was right.

“Deal.”

“Say when.”

“Tonight, say seven?”

“Fine.”

“Trou au Diable, or would you like to find a place we can do some dancing
afterwards?”

“Same restaurant’s fine.”

*Shall I meet you there?”

“Don’t be late.”

Pleased with himself, Danny took off in the opposite direction. Pamela put
the earphones in. “What an asshole.”

“He was so determined not to have you slip through his fingers, our boy

Danny probably humbled himself for the first time in his life.”
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“You were right, he was testing me the other evening.”

“The final’s tonight.”

Danny was nearing his villa when a portly woman with chubby red cheeks,
maybe in her mid-forties, approached him. “Sorry to bother you, but I was
wondering, was that Pamela Parris you were having dinner with the other
evening?”

“Who?”

“Pamela Parris, from Chicago. My husband says I need my eyes checked, but
except for the short red hair, I could swear it was her. She did some work for
my husband‘s company about a year ago.”

“No offense. but your husband’s eyesight was a little sharper,” Danny said
politely.

“] was sure it was her, but they say we all have a look-alike somewhere. Sorry
to bother you,” the woman said, then disappeared down the beach. Danny was
not unlike a man who had just found out his winning lottery ticket was a fake

after-all. He harnessed a quiet anger and went inside his villa.

Right before dinner, having missed his morning workout, Senator Tennison
made it a point to log twenty minutes on the treadmill. When his low intensity
jog was over, his gray sweats showing the results from his effort, Tennison

took several drinks from his bottled water, as his heart rate gradually returned
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to normal. He’d converted what was once considered a den into a workout
room. Besides the treadmill the room contained a weight bench, recumbent
bike, free weights, and a weight machine. After injuring his right knee a few
years ago playing a recreational game of basketball, and with memories of his
father’s high blood pressure and cholesterol, Tennison became interested in
physical fitness while rehabbing the knee. He swears that staying in shape has
taken ten years off his age. While bending at the waist trying to stretch his
hamstrings, his Blackberry sitting on the instrument panel of the treadmill
rang. Tennison heaved a heavy sigh into the phone. “Hello Senator,” the
distorted voice said.

He had come to recognize the caller’s method of concealing his identity.
“What can I do for you?” he said as if speaking to one of his constituents.
“Time to choose between darkness and light.”

“Have you thought this through? Extortion is a very serious matter.”

“Would you rather we end the conversation, and see how it all plays out?”
Such a vague threat was something Tennison had to think about for a moment.
“So how do we do this? I give you what you‘re asking for, and you promise to
go away, is that the way it’s supposed to work?”

“Sarcasm to try and deflate the moment is not very useful, Senator. Expect a
phone call tomorrow with instructions on how to deliver the money. After
that, you'll have two days to satisfy your end of the deal.”

“How do I know you won’t be back in six months with yet another demand?”
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“Fifty million is a lot of money. It’1] take a lifetime to spend it all. By then
you’ll be out of the senate, a footnote in history. Tomorrow, Senator.” the
caller said, then hung up.

Since the first phone call demanding money, Tennison had been
considering his options. “Dad. dinner’s ready.” his daughter Tori yelled from
the kitchen down the hall. Preoccupied with sorting out his thoughts, Tennison
allowed his daughter’s voice get past him. Moments later his doting wife,
Kathleen, came in and said, “Hurry and shower, dinner‘s ready.”

“Yes,” Tennison said, still aloof behind the phone call.
“Everything all right?”
“Fine. I'll run up and shower,” Tennison said, then scooted past Kathleen and

out of the room.

Danny was waiting in front of Trou au Diable when Pamela arrived. “Right
on time,” he said with a certain appreciation.
“So far, I'm equally impressed.”
“The evening’s just getting started,” Danny said as he escorted her inside.
Seated across from one another by the maitre d*, Danny gave off a quiet,
almost pensive mood. “You seem much more relaxed,” Pamela said.
“You look very lovely this evening.”
“Thank you.”

Early on Pamela got the sense there was something different about him.
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She couldn’t quite figure out if he was simply trying to show another side of
himself, or what exactly, but something was definitely out of sorts. “Maybe
I’ll try something exotic,” Pamela said.

“By all means.” Danny agreed, sitting with both hands folded in his lap. She
realized he was doing a lot of staring at her. Only not with the same sense of
hoping to get lucky like the other evening. It was almost as if she*d suddenly
become fascinating to watch. “What are you having?” she asked.

“Whatever you‘re having,” he said, again staring.

The waiter appeared. “Ready to order?” Pamela had just about sized up the
menu, but Danny said to the waiter, “Give us a few more minutes.”
“Thought you were following my lead,” Pamela said.

“Why don’t we skip dinner.”

“I'm not sure [ follow.”

“Let’s go back to your place and fuck our brains out,” Danny said, his eyes
cold and penetrating.

“What?" Pamela said, stunned.

“My appetite’s not for food.”

Put off by such crude table manner, and fearing something was definitely
wrong, Pamela grabbed her purse off the table and said, “Obviously this was a
mistake.” She got to her feet.

“Don’t even think about walking out. Pamela. You’ll be dead before you take

two steps. Sit down,” Danny ordered. Her every instinct leaned toward panic,
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something crazy like calling out for help, but Pamela kept her head and sat
back down. “Why did you call me Pamela?”

“The red wig’s a nice touch. Twenty bucks says the mole comes off just as
easily.”

How exactly her cover was blown was unclear, so she decided to keep
quiet. “You’re probably wired, which means your spy buddy is listening from
somewhere close by. So here’s the deal, you and me are going to get up and
walk out together, if anyone tries to stop us, you'll die instantly. I don’t know
where all of my enemies are, and neither do you. If a bullet happens to find
me, you'll get one in return,” Danny promised, then got up and crossed to
Pamela’s side of the table. He planted a firm grip on her left arm as she stood
up from the table. “I have no problem with turning this into an all out
bloodbath, so unless you're willing to do the same, don’t test me.” On the way
out Pamela noticed a man wearing a straw hat, full beard and mustache, sitting
not far away. Her eyes let go of him quickly. “Stay calm, and we both get to
see another day,” Danny said. Once they were outside the restaurant, Pamela
looked around at the many faces moving about and standing around,
wondering who, if any, were on her side. Danny led her away from the
restaurant and toward his villa. Along the way Pamela surprised Danny by
stopping a young couple and asking about a fun place to do some dancing. The
guy mentioned a club a short drive down the road, but had trouble coming up

with the name. Pamela had all the time in the world as he and his girlfriend
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put their heads together to recall the island hot spot. *“We’ll find it,” Danny
interrupted, then gave Pamela’s arm a harmless tug.

“Maybe we’ll see you guys there,” the girlfriend said. Danny ushered Pamela
past the couple. “Learn that from your spy buddy?” he said.

Inside Danny’s villa, he marched Pamela over to the sofa, yanked off the
red wig and shoved her down. *“You’'re one gorgeous pain-in-the-ass,” he said,
and threw the wig back in her face. He took her purse and found the derringer
inside. “A gun on a dinner date,” he admired, sticking the derringer in the left
pocket of his trousers. “I'd love to look for the wire myself,” Danny said,
hinting for Pamela to make a decision. With barely a notice of hesitation,
Pamela unbuttoned the top of her blouse and removed the tiny wire from the
inside of her bra. Danny crushed it beneath the heel of his shoe. At the same
time he slipped his right hand inside the right pocket of his trousers and
produced a knife. Pamela got a look at a wicked blade. As best she could she
kept her cool. *“You‘re one helluva good looking woman,” Danny said,
reaching to stroke the side of her face. Pamela shifted slightly to avoid having
him touch her. “We never got around to having any fun.” he said.

“I’d rather slit my own throat,” Pamela shot back. That angered Danny. He
folded the knife and put it away. “Since you’d rather die than fuck, I think

we’ll fuck first,” he said while unbuttoning his shirt.

Pamela lurched from the sofa with not much chance of getting away.

Danny shoved her back down with hardly any effort at all. He flung his shirt in
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the adjacent chair and grabbed hold of Pamela’s arms. He forced her back on
the sofa and ripped open her blouse. She showed some toughness. For
resisting, Danny smacked her twice across the face. He forced a kiss. She bit
his lip and snarled at him. Out came the knife, followed by threats of never
being able to look at herself in the mirror, ever again.

Paralyzed by fear of having her face sliced up, Pamela could barely breath.
Danny again put the knife away. He tried for another kiss, and got instead his
face spat in. Rather calmly he wiped saliva from his left eye and cheek. At that
moment he decided she was going to die, violently. He’d attack quickly and
without remorse. As he went for the knife the phone rang. He got up and
dragged her over to the phone and yanked up the receiver. On the other end
was Victor Steele. Danny filled him in on what had gone down with Pamela.
“Don’t kill her. Not yet any anyway. Take her and leave the island, tonight.
We can use her to flush out the other cockroaches.” Steele said.

“We'll leave as soon as possible. I'll be in contact to let you know where,”
Danny agreed.

For now, his business with Pamela would have to wait. He grabbed the cell
phone from his belt-clip and made a call. “Get the jet ready, we’re leaving,
right now.” Another call was made to his second in charge. Plans had changed
to include leaving the island ahead of schedule, and to make sure the boys
were ready for anything. “Our dance will come later,” Danny said, going over

and putting his shirt back on.
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“Where are you taking me?” Pamela fumed, standing there clutching her torn
blouse.

Danny removed a holstered 9mm from underneath the sofa cushion. If only
she’d known. Someone knocked at the door. Danny drew his gun. The
moment his back was turned Pamela went for the letter opener lying on the
table next to the phone. “Don’t think I won’t shoot you in the fucking head,”
Danny said. Pamela backed off. Two of Danny’s men, Murk and Ian, were
waiting outside the door. Both were dressed to blend in with the islanders.
“Watch her,” Danny ordered, then went upstairs to pack. They’d heard that
Pamela was quite a looker, but in person she was not what they expected.
“How bout giving us a quick ride on the Pamela express?” Murk said.
“Bastards.”

Danny came down after throwing his things in a suitcase. “Hotel tab taken
care of?”

“Done,” Ian said.

Danny threw a souvenir tee shirt at Pamela and gave the suitcase to lan and
said, “Let’s go.” Pamela put the tee shirt on quickly.

Danny yanked her up by the arm and walked her over to the door. “Better
hope your spy buddy plays it smart.”

Flanked by Murk and lan they left the villa. All three men were armed, lan
and Murk, heavily. Somewhat surprised, they made it to the car with no sign

of anyone looking to stop them. *Maybe your friend gave you up for dead,”
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Danny taunted.
“If you really believed that, I'd be dead too0.”
“Your time’s coming.” Somehow Pamela had to believe Tony would find her

before then.
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SEVENTEEN

MANNING THE COPILOT SEAT aboard the Cessna jet riding the night
sky, Tony kept an eye on the moving blip on a hand-held tracking device.
From the moment it became clear that Pamela’s cover had been blown, he
assumed they’d keep her alive to try and flush him out. Also anticipating
Danny’s sudden urge to leave St. Lucia, a small tracking device had been
planted on his private jet. Tony and the pilot tracked the Citation Sovereign
back to the states, where the pilot of the private jet was reported to have made
contact with Chicago Midway Airport, requesting clearance to land. The jet
carrying Tony touched down twenty-five minutes after Danny’s jet landed. A
car was waiting.

As soon as he got behind the wheel his cell phone rang. He received
information that Danny and Pamela had gotten into a black Mercedes headed
north-east toward the Lake Shore Drive area. He was also advised to check the
glove box. Inside he found a brown envelope, and took off headed toward

Lake Shore Drive.

A black Mercedes pulled up in front of Danny’s townhouse in the well-
heeled Gold Coast area of Chicago. A thick, six-two guy with a surly attitude
and his hair slicked back came out and met them at the car. “Take her inside,”

Danny ordered. Amrik grabbed Pamela by the arm and muscled her inside.
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“How does it feel to be back in Chicago?” Danny said.

“Never knew I lived so close to vermin,” Pamela smarted off. Amrik yanked
her by the arm. She grimaced.

“With everything that’s happened, your dead sister, you being shot at, you've
held up surprisingly well. You‘ve even had your first taste at killing,” Danny
said, standing at the solid brass liquor cart pouring himself a glass of cognac.
With Amrik still holding her by the arm, Pamela bit her tongue and wished
him dead with her eyes. Danny gestured to turn her loose. “You
sonofabitch...” Pamela said before Amrik hushed her up by grabbing her by
the throat.

Danny chuckled. I like you, I really do. That reminds me, you and me
have some unfinished business to get to.” Even with her throat in Amrik‘s
meaty claw, Pamela gave notice she’d put up one helluva fight if he tried to
touch her. Danny sipped cognac and said. “Give her the phone.” Amrik let her
go and produced a cell phone. “Call your spy buddy, tell him if he wants to see
you alive again, be at Discovery Park in Seattle, near the Daybreak Star Indian
Cultural Center, tomorrow at noon, Seattle time.”

“Have him walk into a setup, I don’t think so.”

“If you don’t, my associate and I will...”

“Kill me.”

“Take turns sending the big train into your love tunnel,” Danny threatened.

Pamela felt like throwing up. She looked at Amrik. “Mine"s a super train, big
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as they come,” he bragged. Tough decision. She either put Tony’s life in
danger, or deal with Danny and Amrik. “By the way, we’re in the process of
locating your parents. You have to be careful just opening the mail these
days.” Pamela’s only reaction was a clenched jaw and a hard stare. I see that
got your attention. Make the call.” Tony was right, this ain’t the movies.

She took the phone and dialed. Amrik drew his gun. It was good to hear
Tony's voice. “It’s me.”
“You okay?”
“I"ve been better.” Amrik poked her in the side with the barrel of the gun. “If
you want to see me alive again, be at Discovery Park, near the Daybreak Star

Indian Cultural Center in Seattle, noon tomorrow.”

*You're in Seattle?”

Danny grabbed the phone before she could answer. “You don’t show, bad

things will happen to our Pamela.”
“I"ll be there.”

He shut the phone off. “I'm tired. I'm going up to get some sleep.”
“What about her?”

A call came in on the land line. Amrik picked up. Business call for Danny.
Big drug deal. Lots of code words and jargon. “Take her upstairs,” Danny
ordered.

Pamela found herself alone with Amrik in one of the upstairs bedrooms.

Danny had other phone calls to make to set the drug transaction in motion.
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Half-hour on the phone, minimum. With the boss preoccupied, Amrik had
ideas about making a move on Pamela. “I see why Danny kept you alive a
while longer,” he said, grabbing hold of Pamela‘s breast from behind.

“If you do this he’ll kill you,” Pamela said while trying to fend him off. She
had a point. Danny wanted her first. Amrik thought twice about pissing him
off. The moment Pamela felt he'd come to his senses, Amrik back-handed her
across the face. She fell back on the bed somewhat dazed.

Amrik pounced and began kissing and pawing at her. By the time she
shook the cobwebs, he seemed almost intoxicated by the way she tasted and
smelled. It was no secrete he was too big and too strong to try and struggle
with. Instead she began to give into his need to have her. Amrik couldn’t
explain what made her decide not to resist, nor did he care to. He wanted sex.
Pamela managed to work both arms free and put them around his bulky
shoulders. All the kissing seemed to short-circuit his brain. At the moment all
he cared about was getting laid. “Fuck me,” Pamela whispered. Amrik was
human after all. He wrestled off his jacket and gun holster, and all but ripped
off his shirt. Pamela kissed his neck and chest. The un-coerced affection had
convinced him that she wanted him.

Pamela was able to maneuver her way on top. Amrik offered only token
resistance. Either way it worked for him. He was expecting the best sex he’d
ever had. His hands were busy, but Pamela teased him into keeping his arms

sprawled on the bed. The hardest part was all the kissing, but it kept his mind




