

[image: Cover]



Table of Contents


By William Rubin

FORBIDDEN CURE 4

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


 

BY WILLIAM RUBIN

FORBIDDEN BEGINNINGS: JACQUELINE’S TRAGEDY

FORBIDDEN BIRTH

FORBIDDEN CURE

MICHELLE’S CAPTIVITY


 

FORBIDDEN CURE 4

HESITANT HOPE

 

WILLIAM RUBIN

A Chris Ravello Medical Thriller

Crystal Vision 
Publishing


 

Forbidden Cure is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

No part of this book may be used or reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the author. You can contact William Rubin at werubin67@gmail.com.

This book is also available in print. 

 

ISBN: 978-0-9975949-5-9      

All rights reserved.

Copyright 2018 William Rubin

Published by Crystal Vision Publishing

Cover Design by Carl Graves – Extended Imagery

Formatted by Christine Keleny – CKBooks Publishing


Chapter 1

Perfunctory greetings behind us, McGowan stares through the oculars of her powerful electron microscope. My assessment of the dead woman’s scar lifted my spirits, but we need proof to push the investigation forward. On the left side of the slide, both of Michelle’s X chromosomes, painstakingly extracted from a sample I provided from her hairbrush. On the right, the same chromosomes taken from the corpse’s hair.

I tread lightly. “What do you see, Doctor McGowan?”

Her head still, eyes darting between the samples. “Nothing definitive, I’m afraid.”

Kennedy: “How could that be? Durand said the clone’s X chromosome; it’d be longer than Michelle’s, right?”

“By only about one-hundred base pairs I’m afraid,” she replies. “An X chromosome is about one-hundred fifty-five million base pairs long. Even at this resolution, that small a difference is hard to discern.”

Kennedy shakes his head. “Shit.”

McGowan, undeterred, lifts her head from the scope. “Not a problem. The high rate of crime in our city makes rapid sequencing of DNA a priority.” She looks at the large clock on the wall. “And I started that processing almost an hour ago.” McGowan offers the rarest of her facial expressions—a smile. “It should be done by now. Let’s have a look at the reading.”

I hold my breath as McGowan, her smile already gone, strides confidently across her lab and presses a series of buttons on the sequencer. “We won’t need a complete printout of each sample, just a summary of base pairs per strand and the sequencing of any differences between the two.”

Tension fills the space between us as she grabs the printout and looks it over, checking it against the sequence information Durand provided us for his clone.

The smile again. “The decreased is a clone, Chris, not your Michelle.”

I fall forward, hands catching me on her lab bench. A sweet, intoxicating warmth spreads throughout my body, culminating in my face. Leaning back, Kennedy embraces me as I call out to McGowan, “Oh my God, thank you, Doctor! Thank you so much.”

§

“Twice Durand’s made us think he killed Michelle. This doesn’t prove she’s still alive, but at least we’ve got hope now,” I say as I regain my composure and fill McGowan in on our conversation with Durand and his most unusual request. “We’ve got some heavy lifting ahead of us. DNA results are definitive to you and me, Doctor, but we need something else to support it, something tangible the DA’s office will find irrefutable.”

McGowan nods, the smile more subdued, controlled now. “I’ll see what I can find with the autopsy.”

I turn to Kennedy, ready to charge out the door toward the precinct, but McGowan’s words halt us. “So, does this mean you’re back with the NYPD, Doctor Ravello?”

A broad smile fills my face, then spreads to Kennedy’s as well. I give a quick nod. “Damn straight, Doctor.” Then I explode through the door.


Chapter 2

Heading north on First Avenue, I make a quick left at 29th Street, then another to put us on Second Avenue heading south.

“What’re you doing, bud? Precinct’s the other way.”

“I know. But I’ve got someone to see first about getting my old job back.”

Kennedy smiles. “That you do, my friend. What are you waiting for? Step on it!”

§

Diana D’s face fills with a sincere smile as I approach her desk. I respond in kind. “How are you, Diana? Is Commissioner Kelly in?”

She glances at Kennedy with a knowing smile, then offers me a wink. “Why yes, Chris, and he’s expecting you.”

I give Kennedy a look of feigned annoyance. “Oh really?”

He shrugs, then plants himself on the corner of her desk. While Kennedy and Diana flirt, I head through the door, entering the office of one of the most powerful men in The City.

John Kelly, a tough, crewcut man in his fifties, sits behind his desk, tapping his fingertips lightly against each other. Business-like, he says, “Have a seat, Chris. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

Sitting down, I get right to it. “I want my old job back, sir.”

His eyes are like liquid steel, his jaw a block of concrete. “Really? I don’t think we can accommodate your request. The position’s already been filled.”

I pull my head back and blink my eyes a few times, then point my thumb behind me. “Detective Kennedy’s right outside. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.”

“That may be, Chris, but it’s not Chief Kennedy’s call, it’s mine.” His steely eyes bear down on me as he leans forward. “And we can’t have detectives going off the deep end, resigning one minute, only to come back a few weeks later, begging for their jobs back.”

“Er, I’m not begging, sir, and I understand if this raises some issues for the department. I just thought...”

Kelly pulls his drawer open and in one motion grabs something and tosses it my way. What the hell?

He leans back, laughing deeply as my detective shield lands in front of me. “You need to sharpen your people-reading skills, Chief Ravello.” He slides my gun and ID across the table as well.

“Knew you’d be back, Chris. That’s why I never even filed your resignation papers.” A faint smile appears on his face as he winks at me. “You’ve been on unpaid administrative leave these last few weeks.”

I smile self-consciously as I reach for my gun. “Thank you very much, sir.”

Kelly moves forward, blocking my hand. “Not so fast. There’s one condition for reinstatement.”

“Oh. What’s that, sir?”

His eyes are piercing, the humor nowhere to be seen. “Your ass is mine, Chris. They’ll be no more heartfelt speeches about how tough it is, no more resigning when the going gets rough, just damn fine police work and unwavering dedication.” He extends a hand to me. “Agreed?”

A smile engulfs my face as I shake his hand heartily. “Agreed, sir.”

Kelly releases his grip and nods his head. A beat goes by in silence, then two. “Well, what are you waiting for, Detective? The criminals don’t catch themselves.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll get right on it.”
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