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The Adventures of Two-Fisted Todd
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A man with a mysterious past, “two-fisted” Todd Donovan now works as a freelance troubleshooter for whoever is willing to pay for his services, locating missing persons, rescuing hostages, repossessing stolen goods and tangling with drug lords, dictators, criminals and other lowlives all over the globe.

These high octane action stories are an homage to the men’s adventure magazines of the 1960s with their lurid covers and breathless prose. So buckle up, step back in time and enjoy an adventure with “two-fisted” Todd Donovan.
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“This was supposed to be an easy job.”

Todd Donovan, freelance troubleshooter had been repeating this sentence to himself over and over again these past seven hours. “Think of the money. This was supposed to be an easy job.”

Because it was. Lone Oak University had hired him to locate a biologist, one Dr. Pat Turner, who’d taken a sabbatical during the spring term of 1966 and promptly gone missing in the Latin American nation of San Jacinto, while researching rare specimens of something or other in Latin. The University had even helpfully provided Todd with a map of the exact area where Dr. Turner was supposed to be researching the rare specimens of whatever.

So Todd had flown down to San Jacinto on an ancient DC-4 and rented an equally ancient Jeep to take him to the area where Dr. Turner had been last seen, researching the rare whatevers. Easy, right?

Except that the area where Dr. Turner had been last seen turned out to a largely uncharted jungle with nothing in the way of roads. Todd drove the rickety Jeep as far as he could, then he continued on foot. For seven fucking hours, he hacked his way through a mosquito ridden jungle at approximately ninety-eight degrees Fahrenheit.

Okay, so it wasn’t an easy job. But the money was still pretty damn good.

He’d finally found Dr. Turner’s camp or rather what was left of it exactly where it was supposed to be. Because the camp had clearly been razed, equipment overturned, the radio smashed. And it didn’t look like a random animal attack either. No, this was the work of human hands.

Though Todd barely had the chance to investigate before he found himself staring into the barrel of a gun.

An easy job. Yeah, right.

Slowly, he raised his hands.
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The gunman, an ugly guy with a missing front tooth, took Todd’s gun, his machete and his knife, though he missed the back-up blade Todd kept in his boot.

Not that it helped much, for the gunman also bound his hands behind his back. Though at least it was rope and not cuffs. Ropes were easier to break than cuffs.

And then Todd was marched off, deeper into the jungle, most likely to meet the gunman’s boss, for his captor had “hired goon” written all over him.

By now it was pretty obvious to Todd what had happened. While researching the rare specimens of whatever, Dr. Turner had stumbled upon whatever nefarious activities the goon and his bosses were up to and had been promptly captured. And now the same thing had happened to Todd.

Fucking stupid that. He’d allowed to let himself be taken like a rank amateur. Stupid.

On the other hand, it also meant that he didn’t have to search for Dr. Turner anymore, since the goon was taking him right there. Provided Dr. Turner was still alive, that was…

The trek through the jungle lasted the better part of an hour — at least as far as Todd could tell, for his captor had taken his watch, too — until they reached a second camp. This one was considerably larger than the first, better organised and surrounded by a perimeter fence. A helicopter waited on a makeshift pad near the fence. There were several armed men milling about — Todd counted seven altogether. Plus at least twice as many unarmed men who seemed to be workers, harvesting leaves from what looked suspiciously like a plantation of coca plants.

A drug operation then. Well, it had to be either that or rebels plotting a coup. Or illegal mining, but then San Jacinto had nothing worth mining.

The goon who’d captured Todd nodded to one of the perimeter guards. “Caught another one,” he said in Spanish.

“Take him to the boss. He’ll want to question him.”

The goon marched Todd straight towards one of the larger tents and shoved him inside. Time to meet the boss then.

The inside of the tent was dimly lit. A man sat on a folding chair behind a card table that was covered in maps and documents.

The goon snapped to attention and even managed a sloppy salute. “Sir.”

The boss did not look up, but continued to study what were doubtlessly important documents. Apparently, he was determined to keep them waiting, which gave Todd the opportunity to study the man.

He was clad in army fatigues without insignia. His skin was tanned and leathery, his hair dark with sprinkles of grey. Gold teeth chomped down on a half-smoked cigar. A signet ring sat on one finger.

In short, he looked like any number of warlords and gangsters that Todd had come across in his travels. These men were usually dangerous and it paid to never underestimate them. On the other hand, men like these could usually be bargained with. And if Todd managed to convince the bossman that he had zero interest in his coca farming business and that the missing Dr. Turner was the only reason he’d come here, then maybe he and Dr. Turner could still walk away from this with a minimum of bloodshed.

And in the meantime, Todd kept working on his bonds just in case…

After keeping Todd and the squirming goon waiting for a minute or so, the boss finally deigned to look up. His left cheek, Todd noted, was marred by a long scar, souvenir of a knife fight he’d lost some time ago.

“What is it, Cortez?” the boss demanded.

“Caught another gringo, Mr. Durango, sir,” Cortez replied, “This one was even armed.” To prove his point, he laid out Todd’s gun, machete and knife in a neat row on Durango’s desk.

Durango examined the weapons, picked up the gun and tested the edge of the knife on his calloused fingertips, before using the tip to remove dirt from underneath his fingernails.

“Did he have any ID on him?” Durango wanted to know.

Cortez snapped to attention. “No, sir.”

Durango finally shifted his attention to Todd and regarded him through narrowed eyes.

“All right then, gringo, who are you? Green Berets, Army Rangers, Navy SEALs, CIA, Federal Bureau of Narcotics…?”

Todd shook his head. “None of the above. I’m a freelancer.”

“A mercenary then. Wonderful.” The boss steepled his hands. “So who sent you, merc? Pandano, Cabeza, Gutierrez, Restrepo? Or maybe Chavez?”

Half the names meant nothing to Todd and those that did he recognised as a crime kingpin and a drug lord. Durango’s professional rivals, most probably.

Apparently, Durango thought that Todd was here to interrupt his business operations. Time to show him that wasn’t the case.

“Would you believe, Lone Oak University,” he answered truthfully, “One of their researchers, Dr. Pat Turner, went missing hereabouts. The university would really like Dr. Turner back and they’re willing to pay quite handsomely for the privilege.”

Yeah right. See if you can bait him with money.

Durango’s ugly visage twisted into an unpleasant smile that displayed his gold teeth.

“Ah yes, the lady doctor.” He nodded to his subordinate. “Cortez, bring the dame here, will you?”

Cortez left, so Todd renewed his efforts to get rid of his bonds. The rope cut into his wrists and every attempt to wriggle free took some skin with it. It hurt, too, but Todd bit down the pain.

Okay, so Cortez might not be the sharpest knife in Durango’s drawer, but he knew how to tie up someone.

Talking of which, here was Cortez again, shoving a struggling woman into the tent. So here was the missing Dr. Turner.

The photo the university had given him, printed on the back of the dustjacket of an infinitely boring tome full of technobabble and indigestible Latin, did not do her justice. The woman on the photo was a severe blonde with a topknot and thick horn-rimmed glasses, dressed in a buttoned up blouse that even her grandmother would have rejected as too conservative.

The real Dr. Turner, on the other hand, was a striking beauty with full lips and lush curves in all the right places. Instead of the buttoned up blouse, she was wearing a blue batik top and denim shorts that showed off a pair of shapely legs. The ugly glasses were gone. Her hair had come free from the severe topknot and was tumbling to her shoulders in golden waves.

Her hands were bound, too, the wrists chafed raw, because she’d tried to free herself. But otherwise she looked little worse for wear.

Todd nodded politely to her, as she was brought in, as if they’d just met at a faculty party rather than in the jungle camp of a drug lord. “Dr. Turner.”

“Señorita Doctor,” Durango addressed her, “Do you know this man?”

“Him?” Dr. Turner shot a brief dismissive glance at Todd, before focussing on Durango again. “I’ve never seen him before in my life.”

Todd turned to the beautiful scientist. “My name is Todd Donovan, Dr. Turner. The university sent me here to rescue you.”

“Well, you didn’t do a very good job then,” Dr. Turner snapped, sea-green eyes flashing.

She turned back to Durango. “Anyway, I don’t know this man. But as I told you, the university knows where I am. They sent this man and they will send others, unless you let me go.”

Okay, so that was not good. Never threaten the man with the gun and all the advantages.

“Listen, Durango, we’re all businesspeople here,” Todd said smoothly, “I have no intention of interfering with your business and I’m sure neither has Dr. Turner…”

“Actually, I have every intention of interfering with his business,” Dr. Turner, who really didn’t know when to keep her lush mouth shut, piped in, “After all, he’s trading in poison and misery and…”

“She doesn’t mean it,” Todd said quickly, “Dr. Turner is just upset about her captivity, that’s all.” He shrugged. “You know what women are like.”

“Great,” Dr. Turner exclaimed, “Just great. Not only does the university send me an incompetent rescuer, no, he has to be a chauvinist pig as well.”

By now, Todd was beginning to wish that Durango’s goons had not just bound her hands, but gagged her as well.

“Look, why don’t we all discuss this like reasonable adults?” Todd
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