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Chapter 1

“More wine, darling?”

Grayson’s voice reaches out to her from his large master bathroom. “By all means. Not every night we get to play at my house.”

Kiki eyes the closed bathroom door as she slides the crushed sleeping pill in a baggie out of her purse and pours it into his drink. “I’m absolutely loving this, darling. Your place puts the Ritz-Carlton to shame,” she replies as she stirs the drink to dissolve the powder. “You’ll have to send your wife away more often.”

Grayson pops out of the bathroom as she finishes mixing and joins her in bed. He leans over, kisses her passionately, and takes the offering.

“If only it were that easy.” They click glasses. “To tonight,” Grayson says, downing the entire drink while Kiki sips hers and smiles provocatively.

§

Kiki glances at the slumbering Grayson, her hands poised over the laptop. Let’s see what you’ve been up to, darling, what you know about Irina’s death.

Minutes fly by, coalescing into hours as Kiki searches Grayson’s laptop, left open when he went to the bathroom earlier. At last, her diligence is rewarded, her anger sparked. How could he have found all this out? Formulas, compounds we’re working on. She shakes her head. So much for feeling bad about using him... he must have found a way to use me to access our computers. But how?

Kiki skim reads pages upon pages of pilfered proprietary information, understanding little except for the extent of his espionage.

Nothing on Irina yet. Wait, what’s this... notes on us?

“Wooing Todd Zigler is central to shuttering Hyslop’s operations. Zigler is highly skilled and knowledgeable. His loss would devastate their operations. Assessment: competent, caring, loyal. Everyone’s best friend. Weakness: grew up poor. Burning desire for wealth, recognition.”

Kiki’s eyes scroll down, finding notes on herself!

“Widow, financially precarious situation. Friendly, well kempt. Average intelligence at best. Joined Hyslop’s staff nine months ago from one of his referring doctor’s offices. Presumably motivated by the hope Hyslop will find a cure for her arthritis before the disease destroys her livelihood.”

Kiki looks at the bed again. Smart enough to knock you out cold, asshole.

“Harold Hyslop: astute, creative scientist. True innovator. Poor people skills. Moody, condescending at times with staff, particularly Kiki Aloni. Will use that against him to turn her. Over-reliance on Todd Zigler is another weak point. Motivated by brother Phil’s desperate need for a heart transplant. When Hyslop is at his most vulnerable, will recruit him with the promise of...”

Kiki’s eyes grow wide as Grayson begins to stir. Shit! Should have been out longer than this.

She moves quickly, closing each file she accessed, then folding the screen down over the keyboard. She glides across the room and slips into bed as Grayson awakens. “Oh God, what happened? Head’s killing me,” he groans.

She rubs his temple. “Maybe it was the wine, darling. I’ve got a splitting headache too.” Slipping out of the covers, she heads to the bathroom. “Have any Tylenol or Advil?”

Grayson sits up in bed. “Second drawer on the right, in the vanity. Bring me three Advil, will you?”

“Of course, darling.”

Grayson slides over to the nightstand where Kiki put the two wine glasses, her jewelry, and two full glasses of water. His eyes scan the area as he downs the water. Never felt like this after wine. Like I’m – what the! He picks up the empty wine glass, noting a trace amount of white residue at the bottom. His eyes dart to the lipstick marks on the other glass, still two-thirds full, then the closed computer on his desk. Grinding his teeth, he curses under his breath as Kiki emerges from the bathroom.

He contorts his face into a wide grin. “Ah, my love. Always the cure for what ails me.” He kisses her softly.

She offers him the Advils and a glass of water, speaking to him in the cute, little voice usually reserved for children. “Drink up, darling. Time to make you all better.”


Chapter 2

So here we are again. Same drab, bombshell-bunker style procedure-room at Washington General. Same cast of characters: Jacobs, Dad, Kennedy, and me. The tension is thick, the mood a trace of hopefulness, yet subdued—as if we’re ready to call the funeral home but hoping we don’t have to. Gotta lighten things up before I suffocate.

“Hey Kev, you know this doesn’t count as our guys night out?”

He smirks and jabs a thumb toward Jacobs. “Oh no? So how come Doctor Jacobs said he’s got the first round?”

Dad rolls his eyes and shakes his head.

Jacobs, surprised by our irreverence, almost cracks a smile. Almost. Back to deadly serious, he looks me in the eye. “Chris, this reformulation can help you tremendously, but it will take three minutes for its efficacy to kick in. Before that you may experience a roller coaster ride of adverse effects as your body adjusts to it.” Jacobs pulls off his glasses, rubs his eyes and temples, and sighs. “No matter what happens, we need you to ride it out. If I intervene at all in the first three minutes, the medicine’s positive effects will never be felt and we’ll have lost our chance for a cure.” He nods. “Do you understand?”

I swallow and nod back. Time to find out if Hyslop has it out for me.

Kennedy interjects. “How rough a ride we talking about, Doc?”

“Ever been on the Cyclone at Coney Island, Detective?”

“Shit,” Kennedy says, under his breath.

Dad turns away, his face filled with worry.

Jacobs replaces his glasses and signals to his nurse, who stands poised over two trays filled with medications. “Ready?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

“Make note of the time I begin the injection and update me every thirty seconds.”

Jacobs pierces my IV tubing with the tip of his needle. “I want you to tell me everything you’re feeling, Chris.”

I hold on tight and nod my assent.

The green-tinged fluid fills my IV, then dissipates as it flows through my bloodstream.

“Thirty seconds, Doctor.”

“So far, so good,” I say. “A warm feeling. Definitely bet—”

My arms and legs go rigid. Waves of uncontrolled spasms ripple through my body as my eyes roll back in my head. Bodily fluids flow out of all of my orifices.

Jacobs: “Intubation tube, airway kit ready. He’s seizing! Carnexiv STAT.”

The nurse slaps a syringe of the antiepileptic in his palm. Jacobs’ hand hovers near my IV as I bounce all over the stretcher.

“BP holding at 110/64, Doctor. Pulse is 130 and climbing.” Concern seeps into her voice. “O2 sat is dropping: 90, now 86, 80 percent.” She glances at her watch. “One minute, Doctor.”

My lips turn blue.

Jacobs’ eyes hold steady on the monitors. His hand creeps closer to the IV. Beads of sweat build on his brow and trickle down the sides of his face.

Kennedy, frantic, says, “Do something, Doc....”

Light-headed, dizzy. Struggling to hold on.

“One minute, thirty seconds, Doctor! O2 down to 74 percent, pulse 150 and irregular!”

Jacobs talks under his breath. “C’mon, damn it, just a little more time!”

The blue hue spreads out across my cheeks, a sea of oxygen deprivation washing over me. Not sure I can hold on much longer.

“Two minutes, Doctor.”

Jacobs, frozen in place. His eyes break free of the monitors. They run quickly along my cold, clammy body, assessing my condition as I careen uncontrollably. Dad, terror in his eyes, implores him, “Please, don’t lose him.”

“Two and a half minutes, Doctor.” Wringing her hands. “He’s in a fib now! O2 sat plummeting.”

Jacobs’ eyes dart to the monitors, to me. Turning to the nurse, he drops his syringe on the tray. “Laryngoscope!” Jacobs lunges onto the stretcher, flailing his arms in a desperate effort to control me. Kennedy rushes over. “I got it, Doc.” In one motion he brushes Jacobs aside, grabs my arms with his gigantic hands, and forces me to be still. “Do what ya gotta do, quick.”

Jacobs is panic stricken. “His mouth.” Kennedy release his grip and lunges forward, using his chest to pin my body down. He grabs my face in his meaty, oversized hands, straining against my jawbone. With a scream he pries my teeth open as Jacobs rams the laryngoscope’s metal guide in. “Can’t hold him long...” A plastic tube, then an attachment follows.

“Three minutes, Doctor.”

“O2 at 15 liters!”

Sweet Jesus, at last! Oxygen pouring into me
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