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Chapter 1




“Why she
died, I’ll give you a couple of reasons,” Station Manager Carl
Kraft told the police. “The night before Bev Pittman died she was
her usual self—brassy, over confident, and very opinionated. She
was also having what appeared to be a live on the air
meltdown.” 

Bev was a popular news
anchor and talk show host at KBLA in Los Angeles. It was a
well-known fact they didn’t get along.

Kraft wanted to make it
clear that Bev Pittman’s live editorial in no way reflected the
station’s policy of fair and unbiased news. It was a spur of the
moment tirade catching everyone in the studio completely off guard.
The rant directed at her colleagues accused them of being sellouts
and domestic terrorists. They feared a cabal of globalist bosses
determined to seize control of America with a New World Order
agenda. Bev called them compromised and engaged in a mainstream
media cover-up, which Kraft denied and considered her outburst
totally unprofessional.

“All of
it made up…absolute hogwash,” Kraft told the police, his face
frozen in pain and contempt. He had signaled to Bev in her
earpiece, “Cut the crap or I pull the plug and you’re off the air,”
forcing her to reconsider. 

***

Bev was a zealot with a
zealot’s heart and soul. She had a cause to
defend, and the victimization of innocent children to defend. No
one was going to deny her the right of free speech to fight for
them. Her facts, statistics, and
extraordinary insight into the worldwide child trafficking epidemic
were a work of brilliance. Why, she insisted, wasn’t real news, not
fake news and endless streams of propaganda, being reported by the
mainstream media?

“Over
fifty percent of the victims missing
this year and sold into sexual captivity are children, ages five to
twelve years old,” Bev cited her sources. “Look at the recent pedophile bust in Norway. And what about
the international Pedo-Gate cover-up? Doesn’t that bother
anyone?”

With high ratings from a
large right-wing conservative audience of over 1.2 million viewers,
the Bev Pittman Show was considered an anomaly among leftist
liberal Los Angeles. As for Bev, she seemed to smell death
everywhere in the air, and the fear of dying was pressing on her
heart and mind. Among the depths of a foul, bitter wind a voice
persisted, telling her she hadn’t long to live.

As a parting shot, she
hinted about a lack of business ethics among studio executives, but
fell a bit short of calling them cowards, criminals, and useful
puppets for a deep web of powerful elitists operating behind the
scenes.

At that point Bev Pittman
was forced off the air.

***

Depressed, grief-stricken,
Rona Gottlieb moped around her apartment for days after Bev’s
funeral. Rona, an engaging Jewish beauty, was as honest and
reliable as Miss Vickers, her first-grade teacher. Instead of
calling in sick, she insisted on using her paid vacation leave to
report off work until she could get herself together. She wept for
days, and cried harder at night. It was more difficult then,
because she lay alone in bed, struggling with her thoughts. In the
silence and darkness of the room, she felt lost and lonely,
agonizing over the death of her best friend, knowing she would
never see her again.

Bev Pittman had been shot
at point blank range a block away from her apartment the day after
her editorial.

“It’s a
tragedy,” one of Rona’s co-workers said a week after Rona returned
to work at KBLA. “Don’t you think Bev might have…please forgive
me…stepped on too many toes?” 

“Too many
toes?” Rona’s brow wrinkled. “We’re investigative reporters. We
take risks every day. But in the end, it’s all about them…the
people. We owe them the truth.” 

She wasn’t sorry to see
Carl Kraft resign and a new management team brought in to replace
the old guard. After hearing the news of her death, Bev Pittman’s
viewing audience flooded the station with phone calls of
condolence, detonating the switchboard, and thereafter Bev became a
sort of cult hero and martyr—a symbol of truth and honesty brought
to life in the pioneer spirit of the American people.

At the news of her
promotion an eerie chill stirred in Rona’s stomach. She knew the
Bev Pittman show would be a hard act to follow. However, she
remained energetic, optimistic, and fearless. Undaunted by the work
to be done, she moved forward, determined to travel the same road
Bev had traveled, spreading the truth daily through broadcast news.
She was totally committed to honoring the death of her
friend.

When Lester Fry heard the
news of Bev’s death and Rona’s subsequent promotion, he was on the
phone immediately calling Rona, consoling her on one hand and
congratulating her on the other.

“Thanks
for the kind words about my promotion,” Rona said, and mentioned a
favor she wanted done. “Listen. I’d like you to look into something
for me.” She spoke in a low voice, difficult to overhear. When
Lester asked what she wanted, she cut him off, “Not here…over the
phone. I don’t know who might be listening.” 

He believed the line was
fairly secure, let the remark go, and continued
listening.

“When you have time,” she said. “Yes, I know
how busy you are covering celebrity gossip and writing your weekly
column. I get that. But I hope you’ll do this
teensy favor for
me, Lester. In fact, I’m counting on you.”

“Can you
give me a hint about what you want?” He tried to coax more out of
her. 

“Wait….”
She paused. “I’m thinking. Let me think.” 

“Are you
all right, Rona?” 

“I’m
doing better. Thanks.” 

A longer pause
followed.

At last she said, “I’ll
Fed-Ex you the packet. It’s leaked information, but my sources are
reliable.”

He was aware of her
sources. They were some of the best in the business.

“It’s
important you get the envelope,” she insisted. “It’ll shake up the
world and open a lot of doors for you, career-wise.”


“I’ll
wait for Fed-Ex. You know what they say about
Fed-Ex.”

“Not now,
Lester. No jokes…please.” 

He shrugged, moving the
phone away from his ear.

“Lester,
I have to go,” she said finally. Her voice began to fade. “Bye…and
thanks.” 

The line went
dead.

The following afternoon
when the delivery arrived, Lester took the envelope out of the
sealed Fed-Ex packet and opened it.

He was shocked by what he
saw.


Chapter
2




It was past midnight when
they came and got the girl—two yakuza thugs used for their size,
brute force, and competence. They were heavy, thick,
stoop-shouldered men sent out by their Asian boss. She was a sick,
psychotic, ex-mama san who had sold her share of a hostess club in
Tokyo to her yakuza bosses, and went to work for them in America.
Slipups on the job enraged her. So the men were exact, methodical,
and careful not to upset her.

They tramped on.
Thick black boots crushed the ground. Roots, dry leaves, and short
spiked twigs squashed flat beneath their feet. The noise curled up
off the ground and shot back like a dog bark into the night.
Overhead, the dark, inquisitive shapes of night birds stirred and
ruffled among the trees.

A moon rose
higher, sprinkling the land with a soft golden
powder.

They hurried
through the underbrush. Dark balaclava masks covered their faces.
The masks were designed as a special order, cut with small,
circular eye slits and overlapping stitched seams. The tiny
openings allowed them to avoid sinkholes, clumps of tangled roots,
and sudden unexpected depressions in the rugged jungle terrain.
Animals prowled in the darkness around them. The night shivered
with the harsh, combative sounds of energy and
chaos.

Skirting past a
grove of palm trees, they entered a darker section choked with
thick, thorny bushes, the smell of rotten plants, and swirling
insects. They ducked under shoulder-high branches, batting back
insects and strings of loose, overhanging vines. The vines were
cluttered with jungle larvae, which stuck to their hands and formed
a wet, sticky paste on their fingers.

Marching stride
for stride, they exchanged glances. One man stopped and pointed
deep into the forest. A trailer lay hidden there in the moonlight.
The lead man whispered something to his partner, then forged on.
The other followed. One man had a tattooed neck, the other a ruby
earring in his left lobe.

At the side of the
trailer Tattoo Neck pulled back a screen and cracked open a window.
Both men gazed down at the teenage girl asleep on a small bed below
them. The girl’s grandmother slept quietly in another room. Tattoo
Neck climbed in, circling the bed on tiptoes, careful not to make a
sound. He clamped a large, hard knuckled hand around a handkerchief
containing chloroform, pressed it over the girl’s mouth, and
sedated her. Ruby Lobe pulled her through the open window. Tattoo
Neck climbed out after her. In and out in less than two
minutes.

They got the girl
to the van. Tattoo Neck pulled open a side door. Ruby Lobe tossed
her inside and slammed the door shut. The girl slumped on the floor
like a soft toy.

The engine was
running. The driver slammed the van into gear and drove through the
forest out to the highway, swung the vehicle around, and quickly
headed east. The van sped forward, rapidly picking up speed,
roaring down the road toward the laboratory on the other side of
the island. They were to bring the kidnapped girl to Emiko Saki and
Dr. Keno Tanaka.

“There it is…up
ahead,” Tattoo Neck said to the driver. “Don’t miss the
turn.”

***

In a room inside
the laboratory the teenage girl was close to passing out. She had
recovered from the chloroform, but stood in a prolonged stupor. The
fumes of the sedative were alive and active, coursing through the
tiny tissues of her frail body.

Through a large
bay window at her back, a beam of yellow light could be seen
creeping across the ground outside. It reached the edge of an iron
bridge suspended over the dark murky waters of an ancient pond. The
pond surrounded Nippon Genetics Ltd., a modern, state of the art
genetic-engineering company.

The Japanese
owners had built a laboratory on the grounds of what once had been
an old army fort on Fort Drake Island. In a kennel at the rear of
the building, the voices of two huge German shepherds howled eerily
into the night. Five miles west of the laboratory, loud gusts of
raw wind roared in off the Pacific Ocean. Dark clouds and a
chilling rain swept across the island.

Tanaka looked at the girl.
Eve Hampton was a marvelous creation. What other way was there to
describe her? Her face was a mirror image of Ava Gardener’s. She
had Ava’s dazzling eyes. Eve’s black, glossy hair was the color of
the sea at night, and her skin was smooth and brown, as soft and
delicate as eiderdown. Even Ava’s quick iconic smile had been
practiced to perfection here in the lab after the cloning took
place and Eve was born.

“What happened?” Tanaka
spoke to her in a low, flat, almost toneless voice.

“They came.” Eve’s hands
shook. Her voice trembled. “They tricked me. They said I would die
if I didn’t tell them what was going on…here on the
island.”

“Who wanted to
know?”

“The lady cop. She was nice
at first. Then she changed. She told me I would go to jail for a
long, long time, and then I cried.”

“You were in
Hollywood?”

“Yes, at the Galaxy Mall.
The lady cop grabbed me. She took me downtown to the police station
and questioned me for a long time. I signed some papers. They took
my picture. Then they flew me back here to the island and let me
go.”

“I need to know about
Norman Hester. Where is he?”

“I don’t know. Norman is
bad. Norman does bad things. I don’t want to live there anymore.”
She began to cry. Violent spasms rocked her body. “Will I die? Are
you going to kill me? I want to talk to my grandmother. Please, let
me talk to her.” Tears streamed down her face. She wiped them away
with the back of her hand, then cried harder.

Tanaka stepped
aside. From the shadows a stout,
plus-sized woman, wearing a white lab coat and dark slacks,
appeared and stood before the girl. Inside a round melon face her
eyes were unmistakably Oriental—dark and set, and filled with an
intense, maniacal luster.

Within seconds her
expression changed. A deep line appeared between her brows. Eyes
the color of onyx ran up and down Eve’s tall, loose-limbed body
clothed in sleepwear. A hand shot out and wrenched Eve’s arm behind
her back. The other hand grabbed the back of her hair, pulling it
until Eve screamed.

Tanaka and two
nurses stood by silently watching, as cold and unresponsive as
leafless trees. In time one of the nurses broke the silence,
mumbling to the other one, telling her she’d never heard anyone
scream so loud.

Eve froze in a
sliver of pale light surrounded by the
darkness.

“Please, Emiko,”
she begged. “Please don’t kill me.”

Emiko dipped her
eyes onto her. “We don’t mention names. You know the
rules.”

Eve nodded
submissively.

“Come closer.”
Emiko curled a finger back and forth. “I want a better look at
you.”

Eve hesitated,
then inched forward, shaking in fear with each breath she took.
Large stiff fingers curled into a ball and squeezed Eve’s left
cheek, pinching the skin until she almost dropped to her knees
howling in pain.

Emiko jerked her
up straight, threatening to slap her. “Stop it. Stop acting like a
baby.” A cold, authoritative gaze
set deep in Emiko’s eyes as she glanced over her shoulder. “Is
everything ready, Doctor Tanaka?”

Tanaka didn’t answer,
preferring to brush her off with a nod of his head. Eve Hampton had
caved in. By confessing to the LA police, she had put their lives
in jeopardy. It was a matter of enforcing the rules. Eve had broken
the rules and must pay the price for her treachery.

“Now I can save face.”
Emiko smacked her lips. “You know how important that is to an
Asian…especially a woman like me.”

Tanaka cracked a dry smile.
Emiko wasn’t thinking clearly, because he was also Asian, like her,
and clearly understood the importance of saving face. She would
save face when he performed his duty by killing Eve in front of her
and the two nurses, who were sworn to secrecy. Nothing left the
building, under the penalty of immediate reprisal.

Emiko’s callous voice shot
through the silence. “Use the knife. I want to be entertained. I
like to see the sight of blood splattered across the
floor.”

“As you wish,” said Tanaka.
“The girl’s been sedated. But she’s coming around in time to
witness her own murder.” Like the cold breath of winter, his words
cast a foreboding spell over the room. Tanaka waggled a finger.
“Come here.”

“Please…I’m sorry. I didn’t
mean to do it,” Eve begged, pleading for her life.

Tanaka remained
poker-faced, unmoved by her pleas. “You know the rules and what
happens to bad girls who break the rules.”

She hunkered down, unable
to speak. He removed the knife from his lab coat and brandished it
in the air. The blade would soon be awash in blood, he realized.
Emiko Saki would save face and be vindicated. Life in the lab would
go on as usual, but the power struggle which existed between them
would continue as before, unless circumstances were dramatically
altered.

How he loathed and hated
this woman, Emiko Saki.

Close by, she stood
watching him. The nurses awaited his next move. Light glinted off
the blade. As the knife plunged downward, Eve’s cries turned to
screams of horror, and then abruptly stopped.

In a sudden irony, Tanaka
reversed the knife’s course. He plunged the blade deep into Emiko’s
stomach, ripping her halfway off the floor in a violent sweeping
motion. She died instantly.

Tanaka wiped the blade
clean. Everything had gone as planned.

***

The intense worldwide
public outcry over human trafficking had reached an epidemic. As
for Tanaka, he was neither fazed nor bothered by the news. He fit
into the profitable niche of supplier, knowing what he supplied to
the crème de la crème of elite, multi-millionaire globalists was,
in his own words, “magnificent cargo.”

He cloned children. They
were not ordinary children, but were bright, specially designed,
and unusually profitable. He had taken the field of genetic
engineering to a dark and dangerous place where no other geneticist
had gone before, and in a cold sinister manner he was proud of his
achievements. What he cloned in his lab was the stuff of science
fiction. Through genetic material gathered over a half century ago
he was able to clone children who were mirror images of a string of
famous movie stars from the Golden Age of Hollywood.

Young girls with the grace
and beauty of Ava Gardner, Joan Crawford, Elizabeth Taylor, and
Lauren Bacall were cloned in his laboratory next to his other
creations—young boys, ages five to twelve years old, remarkable
lookalikes for Errol Flynn, James Dean, Marlon Brando, and Gregory
Peck.

Tanaka was a man who paid
keen attention to symbols. One child led to another in a steady
stream of unending profit. Child trafficking resulted in big
bucks—plenty of US dollars. In his twisted mind children were
symbols for money—the money which made him rich and powerful. It
hardly mattered if children all over the world were kidnapped and
enslaved by ruthless human traffickers. As long as these men bought
his product, he considered doing business with them as just part of
normal operations. Tanaka was the artist, the creator of life. He
had become God, operating in the dark nether regions of his
laboratory.

From his wallet he removed
a photo of Eve Hampton. He studied it and cracked a clever smile.
Eve’s uncanny resemblance to Ava Gardner was a tribute to his
genius. He brushed the photo over his lips, kissing it gently, and
marveled over her picture as if caught in a trance. In time,
however, he admitted to dawdling far too long and went back to
work.

Now that he had killed
Emiko Saki and taken control of the lab, he realized he had finally
reached the top of the mountain.

The day following Emiko’s
death, Tanaka received a call from a lobbyist in Washington DC, who
arranged “things” for the Belt Way political elite.

“What’s the hold up?” The
lobbyist listened, and then snapped at Tanaka. “It’s a big account.
Don’t screw it up. You know Senator Rouser. He doesn’t like
delays.”

Tanaka was on a tight
schedule. The clock was ticking. He had to make the
delivery.


Chapter 3




Fort Drake Island, a trendy
tourist trap in the Pacific Ocean off Baja, California, was a
two-hour flight from the bright shiny lights of big city Los
Angeles. Lester, a street-smart journalist, mulled over his plan in
minute detail, and when he was satisfied, he caught a morning
flight from LAX to the island.

Lester was a dichotomy of
raw emotion. One moment he was polite and civil, giving people the
impression he was a good listener—that he truly heard what they had
to say and understood them. The next moment he was quick, abrasive,
and short-tempered. His penchant for using sarcasm as a weapon of
choice was well known. Most people saw his quirky personality and
labeled him an enigma—a code never to be broken, much less
attempted. His two ex-wives had tried to break the code, but failed
miserably.

Rona Gottlieb had given him
a series of small black and white photographs. They were old and
grainy, worn along the edges. The figures inside were a mixed bag.
Some were barely recognizable, like silhouettes smudged and faded
away over decades of time. Others were better cared for,
hand-wrapped in plastic foil, or hidden in folders out of the
sunlight at the bottom of old trunks. The pictures carried the same
scenario…older men with young children. The children sat on the
laps of the older men, and the men seemed caught up in amorous
embraces, hugging and touching the children
inappropriately.

The pictures had come to
Rona through an anonymous source, and were leaked to him because
Rona knew he wouldn’t sit on his haunches when there was
investigative reporting to be done. He would check out the pictures
to see how authentic they were, and get back to her. Rona was
reliable and trustworthy. He would stake his life on her
reputation. She could help his fledgling career as a journalist. If
the information she gave him was true, he had a prize-winning story
right there in the palm of his hand.

On the flight over, he
refused on board snacks and a light chicken bisque dinner as he
huddled alone in a seat by the window, studying the pictures.
Immediately he was drawn into a depth of intense concentration,
unaware of the voices and sporadic bits of laughter going on around
him as his attention focused on the photographs.

After a period of time it
became clear to him what he was seeing.

A little girl with the face
of Ava Gardener cocked her head to the side and stared at him. A
little boy—he could not have been more than age seven—wore a little
boy’s business suit. His young face was as clear to Lester as fish
inside an aquarium. It was the face of the legendary actor Errol
Flynn.

There were other pictures,
but Lester forced them back into the envelope. What kind of a man
was this Keno Tanaka? The leaked information had him cloning
children as movie star lookalikes, and selling them through a
sophisticated child trafficking network. The thought left Lester
feeling nauseous, as if he’d eaten spoiled food and wanted it
immediately expelled from his stomach.

A second bit of leaked
information told him another story—a tragic tale of violent
exploitation. Lucrative movie contracts led to childhood stardom,
but few people were aware of the mental and physical abuse the
young budding stars suffered, shut off in the sprawling
multi-million-dollar Hollywood mansions of the rich and famous. The
world was a sick, evil place, Lester lamented. Men and women who
liked young children pulled his insides apart, and left him feeling
sad and revolted.

He squeezed his eyes shut,
then opened them. He stared at the ocean far below. Huge waves
swept across the sea savaged by a foul blustery wind, one matching
his mood.

Two hours later, on the
island, Lester mulled over every possibility and decided tonight
was the night to make a move.

“Paulo,” he informed his
friend inside the hotel room. “We’re going over
tonight.”

“Going where?” Paulo asked
him, a bit confused.

“Nippon Genetics. The place
seems spooky. But I need to learn on the fly all I can about
Tanaka’s operation. He’s a crook, and needs to see the end of a
rope.”

“Have you forgotten, my
friend?” Paulo, a little Brazilian half Lester’s size, frowned in
amazement. “They have security. How are you going to get past the
front gate?”

Lester looked straight at
him. “You. They
know you. You know Tanaka. I’m worried about the children. What’s
he doing to them? I smell something diabolical going on over
there.”

“Let me arrange a meeting
with Tanaka,” said Paulo in a calm voice. “I know where you’re
going with this, and I want to help.”

“I’d suggest doing a PR
article,” Lester said. “That way we can access the lab and the
archive room while I snoop around the grounds. Come to think of it,
I like the idea better than breaking and entering. I might have to
do that later on, but for now let’s go with the
article.”

Lester watched Paulo punch
numbers into his cell phone. The phone buzzed in a faint light, and
then the screen went dark. Tanaka came on, and he and Paulo began
talking. Paulo told him about the PR piece Lester had in
mind.

“It’s good advertising,”
Paulo said, and then tensed up. “Oh, really. It’s not a good time.
You’ve been under the gun with deadlines and a brutal schedule. I
was hoping this wasn’t the case. You sure you couldn’t give us less
than an hour on the property? We’d be in and out in no time, and no
bother to you.” Paulo paused, biting his lower lip. “You’ll do it?
Oh, thank you, Keno. I really appreciate it.”

Then his voice changed and
became skittish and hesitant. “The dogs! Don’t forget about the
dogs. I want them out of the way. They scare me to death.” A pause
came over the line. Paulo switched the phone to his other ear.
“You’ll do what? Kennel them. Okay, Keno. Great. What time?” He
looked at Lester, got a time, and turned away. “About eight,
eight-fifteen. And the guards? You’ll tell them we’re coming?
Excellent!” He paused. “I won’t forget this, Keno. No, he just
wants to use the archives to research the company. I know a quick
tour is out of the question, but that’s okay. He’s a good writer.
Yes, yes. I know his work. He promises a great feature article.
We’ll be in and out quickly. No more than an hour, I
promise.”

Paulo rang off.

“Dogs?” Lester said. “What
kind?”

“Two German shepherds,”
Paulo said. “One is ferocious, the other’s a follower.”

“I won’t dare ask the
difference.”

Paulo shivered. “Both can
tear you apart in a heartbeat.”

Lester analyzed what had
taken place. There were two dogs and the guards. Lester’s mind
worked quickly. Doing a business article was the excuse he needed
to get inside the laboratory. There was more going on behind the
scenes at Nippon Genetics than met the eye.

How was Tanaka doing it…how
was he able to perform this type of cloning? He thought about his
breakout story, a story to end all stories if he solved the riddle.
A feature article blowing the company’s criminal activities wide
open.

News about cloning was
always intriguing, drawing immediate public interest. Throw in
child trafficking—not just in Hollywood, but worldwide—and you had
material worthy of a Pulitzer Prize. The real story waiting behind
the scenes would send his career soaring into the stratosphere. His
life would never be the same again.

Writing the articles was
worth the risk.

***

At five Lester walked a
block from the hotel room, took out a credit card, and in less than
fifteen minutes had a tan colored Toyota Corolla waiting outside in
the lot at Alliance Car Rentals. He drove
back to the hotel and parked in an obscure corner of the
underground garage. He went up to the room on the third floor,
rapped twice on the door, waited, then rapped twice more as part of
a prearranged signal. Paulo opened the door and stepped aside as
Lester entered.

“I fixed you a sandwich.
Tuna,” said Paulo, opening the small courtesy refrigerator inside
the room. “I already ate while you were gone.” He handed the
sandwich to Lester. Lester wolfed it down and chased down the
remaining food particles with bottled water.

“Tanaka has a busy
schedule,” said Paulo, “and can’t spare much time.”

Tanaka wasn’t the only one
overloaded. Lester’s own workload was hectic. He would interview
Tanaka, and promised the same kind of PR article on Margot Krause
to his editor and boss, Artie Friedman. He had yet to interview
Margot, the aging transgender movie star who was still in mourning
after the death of her adopted daughter, Emiko. A month before the
death she had gone public about her sexuality, and had hinted to
the media about doing an interview.

“I hope you’re up for going
over tonight,” said Paulo.

Lester blinked his eyes and
returned back to reality. “Are you kidding?” he said. “I can’t wait
to get over there. Tanaka’s going down like a mallet to the back of
the head. You know how I feel about him. If he were French fried in
a vat of oil, I wouldn’t shed a tear.”

The television was on.
Paulo watched Master Chef,
a popular cooking show on the island, while Lester
went over his workload. He would write Tanaka’s PR article and send
it as a Word attachment to Artie Friedman in Los Angeles. By
tomorrow evening, no later, he’d break into the lab to photograph
the children and spread their story to the world. It was a good
plan. If all the pieces fell into place, he might come out
unscathed. But that was a big “If,” and an even bigger life
altering gamble.

Lester was forty years old,
a thick, muscular redhead with dark blue eyes and built like a
bantam rooster. As a journalist, he was a classic underachiever.
Career underachievers were a dime a dozen in the field of
journalism. His career paled by comparison to the success he had
years ago as a California state high school wrestling champion. His
luck had to change. In spite of his downward cycle, nonetheless,
his instincts were good. They told him to move forward quickly and
not to look back.

At seven Lester checked the
street below. In the early June evening the street lights were
already on. Traffic rolled by in a line of red taillights. Far out
on the horizon the crimson glow of a setting sun sank into the dark
blue waters of the Pacific Ocean.

Lester waited another half
hour. Then he and Paulo went over.


Chapter 4


Twelve hours earlier on a
warm, sunny morning, Eve Hampton packed her suitcase. She had been
staying in a room inside the lab, and Tanaka had no intentions of
sending her back to Norman Hester. Screw him, and his millions. The
girl stayed here.

Tanaka waited for her in
the main lobby of the laboratory, and they walked outside to the
parking lot. A taxi waited to take her to the airport. A tall
Sicilian with nut-brown eyes more serious than the look on his
serious face held the door open for Eve, and then slipped into the
back seat next to her.

The window was cracked
open. Tanaka gave him last minute instructions. “Don’t forget the
briefcase coming back. The briefcase is how we make our money.” He
chuckled at his words, as if to make a joke. The Sicilian’s face
remained sober. “Tell Rouser’s lobbyist the rest of the delivery
will take place shortly, maybe tomorrow. Make sure he understands
this. I don’t want him calling back hounding me. I’ve got enough
things on my mind. Make sure he understands.”

The Sicilian
nodded.

“As for the girl,” Tanaka
pointed to Eve. “She’s a down payment. Once they see her, they’ll
know I’m a serious player. I can get them what they want…and
more.”

Eve’s face creased in
anguish as she clutched the strap of her suede tote bag.

Tanaka stood back from the
window. His tall, skeletal body and distended chin snapped into a
stiff military posture. He wore a soft dark jacket covered by a
white lab coat and gray slacks. The lab coat looked whiter in the
morning sunlight creeping between a stand of tamarind trees on the
east side of the pond. He signaled to the driver and the taxi
pulled out of the parking lot, crossed an iron bridge, and headed
east toward the airport.

He stood for a minute
watching as the taxi drove onto the highway, then checked his
watch—seven-forty-five in the morning—and hurried inside the
building.

I’m amazed at what she
didn’t know. Tanaka was referring to Emiko
Saki. Emiko had wanted Eve dead. What a mistake that would have
been. You don’t kill your prized possession. How insane was this woman? He wasn’t
sure how much information Eve had leaked to the police. Still, he
was confident enough in his ability to handle the cops with the
yakuza having his back. Eve was a marvelous creation, and such a
creation you didn’t kill. Eve’s beauty alone could open a lot of
doors for him in Washington DC.

Wait till they see
her, he thought, those white privileged, protected assholes. I’ll take their
money any day of the week. Those greedy, power hungry senators and
congressmen—all of them blood suckers feeding from the public
trough. They have their fun after hours, at private parties in
luxury five-star hotels.

He met one of his nurses in
the lab, a short, full-figured woman in her early forties. “Holm,”
he said. The woman turned to him. “What’s the status on the
children?”

“Not good.”

Tanaka shook his head. “How
long?”

“Another couple of days,
hopefully,” the nurse said. “These things…take time.”

“I don’t have time. I need
them ready for delivery yesterday. And now you’re telling me more
delays.”

“I’m sorry, Doctor Tanaka,”
the nurse said. “There’s a flaw in the cloning process. Every child
from our current reproduction cycle, we have discovered, has
Fanconi anemia. It mainly affects the bone marrow, and results in
decreased production of all types of blood cells. There is
unexplained fatigue. Thus, the children are tired, and not at full
strength. The median lifespan for people with this disease is
twenty-nine years. Not a long life really, when you think about
it.”

“How soon?” Tanaka shook
his head, annoyed and edgy. “I need a day, a time. Give me
one.”

“Hopefully
tomorrow.”

“Not hopefully.
Get them ready,” Tanaka snapped. “I need them on a
plane no later than tomorrow.”

The woman cowered. “Okay,
Doctor.”

***

All planes on Fort Drake
Island were turbo-prop aircraft. The airport was not large enough
to accommodate jet airliners.

Nippon Genetics had spared
no expense when it came to providing Tanaka with the best in a
turbo-prop airplane. The Beechcraft King Air 350i was efficient,
versatile, and comfortable. At a cost of seven million dollars, the
plane carried up to eleven passengers and reached speeds of 360
mph. Its maximum range was well over 1,360 miles.

Special FBI Agent Art McCoy
watched the Beechcraft roll out of the terminal hangar. At a
diagonal angle to the hangar from where he sat in his dark brown
sedan, he could see the Sicilian and the girl. The taxi nosed in
close to the plane’s flight deck as the door of the plane swung
open. McCoy pressed his brawny shoulders against the back seat,
gave last minute instructions to his Swat team, and made his
move.

A black Swat team vehicle
zoomed up to the plane just at the moment McCoy screeched the dark
brown sedan to a stop inches from the taxi and bolted from the car.
He pulled the Sicilian out of the car by his collar, took him to
the ground, and cuffed him. His female partner looked after Eve
Hampton, who got out of the taxi and finally stopped screaming. The
pilot sat in the front seat of the plane looking down, stunned and
shocked at the sudden commotion.

McCoy waved up to him.
“FBI.” Then he told the pilot they were coming on board. They
entered and took seats in the middle of the plane. “Everything goes
according to plan,” he said to the pilot. “Only we’re the new
occupants.” He pointed to his partner and the girl.

The pilot shrugged. “Yeah,
okay.” McCoy knew he was a commercial pilot, so the change in plan
for the two-hour flight to Los Angeles didn’t matter to him. He was
going to get paid no matter who the passengers were.

Meantime, in a room inside
the terminal, the Sicilian entered into a plea bargain. Immunity
granted…if he cooperated.

“You go back to the island
tomorrow, say nothing. Is that clear?” A federal prosecutor told
him.

The Sicilian nodded as the
jaws of a trap slammed shut. Suddenly his taciturn demeanor
changed, and he began to talk. He told the lawyer and a federal
agent about children being shipped cross country to Washington DC
tomorrow. He was linked to a lobbyist who arranged child
trafficking for a select group of US Senators and Congressmen. The
lobbyist was waiting for the teenager in a secluded five-star
hotel. He was also waiting for the additional shipment of younger
children to arrive in Washington later.

On the other side of the
terminal an airplane roared down the runway and lifted its nose
into the morning sky. The plane would arrive in Los Angeles in two
hours, and McCoy, Eve, and his partner—agent Liz Hoover—would board
a private jet airliner for the five-hour flight to Dulles
International Airport in Washington DC.

The plane contained two
seats to a row. McCoy sat and spoke to the girl, while agent
Hoover—a slim, dark eyed, blonde wearing a black uniform and a
confident swagger—sat in another seat behind them. A veteran FBI
agent, McCoy stretched his compact body out on the seat, turned,
and faced the girl.

“I need to bring you up to
speed,” he told her. “Things will happen very quickly once we get
to Washington.” McCoy told Eve about the lobbyist. “I’ll delay the
meeting. He doesn’t know who I am. All he knows is that you are to
arrive in Washington, but I’m not about to turn you over to him,
not before the second shipment of children arrives late tomorrow
evening. My boss from our Washington bureau has informed me about
the drop off. I know the lobbyist. His reputation as a political
facilitator and dirt-bag is well known.”

McCoy shifted in the seat
and straightened his tie. “Anyway, you’ll stay with Ms. Hoover in a
safehouse until the children arrive tomorrow. Then I’ll take you to
the hotel to meet the lobbyist. Your safety is my concern. You
should be okay for a while out of contact with us.” He motioned to
Agent Hoover. “We’ll move in to complete the sting operation once
the children have arrived and are in position. I need you to be
brave. Can you do that?” Eve nodded her head. “Good,” said McCoy,
his kind fatherly eyes focused on her. “You might want to get some
sleep after we eat lunch. I’m as hungry as an ox,” he teased. “It
feels like I haven’t eaten for a solid week.”

A flight attendant moved
down the aisle with trays of food



















































tmp_a300d9cc9afba26c3caaa74082399f69_fnC6FW_html_m5ee93f9.jpg





tmp_a300d9cc9afba26c3caaa74082399f69_fnC6FW_html_73bd2e92.jpg





cover.jpg
MIKBSULLIVAN






