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T

he Kampala Animal Preservation Hospital and Research Center in Uganda was in the process of receiving a new guest. It was a baby African Bush elephant severely wounded by a lion attack.

The elephant, named Lucy, owed her life to the center’s veterinarian and administrator, Dr. Ginika Abebe, who was passing by when she saw a pride attack and kill the mother. She roared her jeep towards the group, blowing her horn, and scattering the beast before they could kill Lucy.

Her devoted husband, Dr. Chibuzo Abebe, was prepping the operating room while Lucy was being unloaded from the jeep. In the ten years that he had been the director of the facility, Chibuzo had performed thousands of these types of operations without losing a patient.

“How is she doing, Ginika?”

“It could have been worse, Chibuzo. We have to suture her right ear and repair her trunk so she can breathe more easily. The gash on her right flank is not that bad.”

“It was a miracle you passed by when you did, sweetheart. Let’s get started. Please tell Mr. Wray I’m ready to begin.”

Lawrence Wray was the only anesthesiologist and the only Caucasian working at the center. He was also the ears and eyes of the owner of the center, Habib Reza.

The Kampala Animal Preservation Hospital and Research Center was owned and funded by the Wirecom Pharmaceutical Corp. (WPC) in Berkeley, California. Habib needed a location that gave his researchers an unlimited supply of primates for their tests. With a little greasing of the Ugandan official’s palms, Habib established a pipeline from Africa to America.

It was already night when Chibuzo and Lawrence placed Lucy in a pen to heal.

“You do great work, Dr. Abebe,” Lawrence said. 

“Years of practice, my friend.”

“How is your wife doing, doc? Is the galantamine helping?”

“A lot better, Lawrence,” Chibuzo said, jotting notes down in a file.

Ginika was only 38 years old but had been suffering from early-onset of Alzheimer’s disease for the past two years. Chibuzo became aware of it one day before leaving home for work. She stepped into the jeep wearing only her shoes and carrying a pocketbook.

After a series of tests, she was placed on galantamine. Her symptoms disappeared for a few weeks. Then it resurfaced when she left something cooking on the stove and went to bed. Luckily, a neighbor saw the smoke coming from the kitchen and kicked in the door. After that, Chibuzo hired a woman to cook and clean for her.

“They’ve increased the dosage and she hasn’t had an incident since they found her wandering the streets of Entebbe.”

“Yes, I remembered how frantic you were when she was gone those two days, doc. I can’t believe she walked the 20 miles to get there. Where did they find her?”

“She walked into a cab company looking for Sheba. Once they realized where she thought she was, they called the police.”

“Speaking of Sheba, doctor, when are they going to transport her back to China?”

“I’ve been trying to get an answer from Mr. Reza. He said we’ve been cleared of any suspicion of smuggling the animal here. They just have to wait on paperwork from the zoo in China. They’ve never had an Amur tiger at their facility.”

“So, how is Ginika-C30 coming along, doc?”

Chibuzo dropped his pen and pad.

“How did you know about Ginika-C30, Lawrence? Have you been snooping on my laptop?”

“Hang on doc. It was nothing like that.”

“Then how was it that you know about something I’ve painstakingly kept secret from everyone including my wife?”

“It was the time that your assistant, Damilola, asked me to sedate that chimpanzee, Betty, in cage 16. As you know, I need to see the medical history of an animal before I can put it under. She came in with two files in her hand. She handed me the one marked GINIKA-C30 and walked out to take a call. When she realized she had given me the wrong file, she rushed back in and snatched it out of my hand.”

“Damilola, dammit,” Chibuzo said, pounding his desk.

“It’s not her fault, doc. I think it’s wonderful that you’re making such progress with the drug. Has the third injection shown any more improvement?”

“I can’t discuss any of the results with you, Lawrence. And I would appreciate it if you kept whatever you saw in the file to yourself. You did sign a non-disclosure agreement.”

“Yes, Dr. Abebe, I’m well aware of the agreement, and I promise I would never share this information outside of the company.”

“That’s good because if it ever got out that I was using an unauthorized drug on Betty, they might close down the research center.”

“How is Betty doing, doc?”

“She’s doing well so far.”

“I’ll say she is, doc. The other night I saw her swinging from the top bar in her cell. A month ago, when she celebrated her 40th birthday, she could barely climb up in the chair.”

“It’s still too early in the research to get excited, Lawrence,” Chibuzo said, putting his files into his briefcase. “Speaking of the time, why isn’t Ginika here yet.”

“Oh, I saw her coming out of the pharmacy. She had picked up some medicine and was heading toward the lion rehab facility.”

“Why was she going over there?”

“She said she had to give Sheba his pill.”

“Sheba!”

“Yes, she said you did an operation on him, and he had an infection.”

“Oh my god, Lawrence! No one has been in that cage since he’s been here. Get the tranq gun. Hurry!”

Chibuzo ran as fast as he could to the lion facility. The look of panic on his face caused several other workers to run behind him. When he entered the door the sight he saw made his skin turn pale.

Sheba was in a low crouch with his fangs bared and backing away from Ginika. Ginika was walking slowly toward the massive cat with her hand out.

“Come on, be a nice kitty cat and take your pill, Jingles,” she said. “It’ll cure your worms.”

“Ginika, listen to me,” Chibuzo said quietly.

“Oh, hi husband. I’m just going to give Jingles her medicine.”

“Ginika...listen to me carefully. Jingles died a year ago. You’re in the cage with Sheba.”

“Oh, Chibuzo, don’t be silly,” Ginika said turning back to face Sheba. “Don’t you think I know...”

Ginika brought her hand up to her quivering lip as she watched Sheba wiggle his rump.

“Don’t scream, Ginika!”

It was too late. As clarity returned and the reality of where she was sunk in, Ginika let out a spine-chilling scream. The 400-pound cat leaped in the air and sank his fangs into her right shoulder. The sound of her shoulder blade cracking made the helpless onlookers sick to their stomachs.

Chibuzo grabbed a chair and struck Sheba on the head with it. The distraction worked because now the cat was slowly walking towards him.

“Here, Sheba!” Chibuzo shouted, shoving the chair in the tiger’s face. “Over here. That’s it. Come here.”

Every powerful swat of Sheba’s razor-sharp paws knocked Chibuzo off balance. He knew if the tiger jumped, there was no way he could stop being knocked down by his weight. He had to keep the cat distracted as the workers dragged Ginika out of the enclosure.

Sheba’s last swipe slapped the chair out of Chibuzo’s hands. As the cat jumped, a gunshot was heard. The bullet from the high-powered rifle changed the direction of the cat’s momentum, but not before the side of Chibuzo’s face was slashed open. 

The rest of Sheba’s body knocked Chibuzo off his feet and landed on top of him. Chibuzo’s vision started to fade as he saw Lawrence enter the enclosure pointing the rifle. The last thing he heard was a second shot before he lost consciousness.
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The following morning the boardroom of the Wirecom Pharmaceutical Corporation was having an unscheduled board meeting. It was convened after news of the attack on the Abebe’s were reported by Lawrence. But the meeting wasn’t to discuss the unfortunate injuries suffered by Chibuzo and Ginika. It was about Betty.

Habib Reza was standing on the other side of the expansive boardroom playing miniature golf while his executives waited for him to finish. No one knew exactly where the 50-year-old Habib hailed from. Some suspected he was a Saudi prince because of his frequent trips to the Middle East.

The mountain of a man standing near him was Paul Grillo. He was Habib’s personal bodyguard and head of security. Paul had been with WPC since its inception 15 years prior and has never left Habib’s side. Rumors abounded about him being with the IRA. Still, others say he was an enforcer with a Chicago crime family. One thing was certain, everyone was afraid of him.

“Good morning ladies and gentlemen,” said Habib walking over to the head of the conference table. “The reason why I have called you here today is that...”

Vanessa Brook, Habib’s assistant, hurriedly removed her cell phone from her pocket and silenced it. Habib walked over and held out his hand.

“Sorry, Mr. Reza. I thought I had placed it on silence.”

Habib walked over to his putting green and placed Vanessa’s cell phone on top of the golf ball. He bent over and measured the phone with his golf club and began his swing as the executives gasped.

“No, this isn’t right,” he said, tossing the golf club to Paul. “I need a nine-iron.”

Paul tossed Habib the golf club, which he caught, and in one continuous motion, smashed the phone across the room. The parts of the phone that didn’t explode slammed against the wall and fell into a wastebasket.

“A hole in one! Damn, I’m good.”

Habib walked back over to the head of the table and lifted Vanessa’s chin with his middle finger.

“Vanessa, now you know why I insist that everyone who attends my meetings turn off their goddamn phones, not silence them. Got it?”

“Yes, Mr. Reza.”

“Now, as you all know, our shares have taken a hit after Polyderm received FDA approval to go ahead with their AIDS vaccine trials. If we don’t come up with something to rival that shit disease, we’re going to be out of the pharmaceutical business.”

“We’re making great progress on the Lupus serum, Mr. Reza,” one of the executives said.

“When you say you’re making progress, Bobby, do you mean that you haven’t killed any chimpanzees in the past week?”

“Two weeks, Mr. Reza,” corrected Robert Cox, head researcher on the Lupus Project.

Habib cut a glance at Robert that sent a chill into his spine.

“Well, luckily for us, our research facility in Uganda has given us new hope,” said Habib. “Our source there has informed us that Dr. Chibuzo has been working on an Alzheimer’s cure without our authorization and without our knowledge, or so he thought.  He named it Ginika-C30. Last night, his wife, who suffers from a rare form of Alzheimer’s, walked into an enclosure housing a tiger, thinking it was a house cat.”

Vanessa made a meow sound causing the members to laugh.

“Guess we’ll need to replace her, Mr. Reza,” said Vanessa.

“She’s not dead, Vanessa. Ginika’s injuries were serious but she’s out of surgery and is going to be alright. Chibuzo had to receive 35 stitches in his face. Unfortunately, Sheba won’t be returning to China.”

“So what’s the good news?” Vanessa asked.

“The good news is that a 40-year-old chimpanzee named Betty, who could barely climb into a chair one day, was swinging from the ceiling bar after two injections of this Ginika-C30.”

“Okay, so this drug seems to be a super steroid, Habib,” said Gabe Matos, WPC’s Animal behaviorist, and the only one whom Habib allowed to address him by his first name. “What does this have to do with curing Alzheimer's?”

“I’m getting to that, Gabe. You’re all familiar with the Koh’s Block Test, right? I see we have a couple who aren’t. The Koh’s test is designed to measure intelligence. It consists of 16 colored cubes and 17 cards with colored designs. The subject, in this case, Betty, is supposed to duplicate the card designs by using the blocks. Vanessa, will you read Lawrence’s report?”

“Yes, Mr. Reza.”

Vanessa stood up and walked to a table with a screen projector. All eyes were on the 5-foot 9-inch-tall blonde bombshell as she sauntered over to the machine. Her grey skirt was so short it barely covered the top of her nylons. When she sat with her legs crossed, her garters were deliberately exposed. Vanessa bent slightly and turned on the machine, well aware that a few men and a woman were watching her every move.

“Here we see Betty being helped into the chair and placed in front of the blocks. She is having difficulty following Dr. Chibuzo’s prompts. She’s easily distracted, and when she can’t figure out what he wants, she knocks all the blocks on the floor.”

“I thought Chibuzo wasn’t aware that we knew of his research, Habib.”

“He wasn’t, Gabe. What’s your point?”

“Then how did we get the video? Don’t all the labs have recording equipment?”

“Yes, they do, Gabe,” said Vanessa. “But Dr. Chibuzo removed all of the cameras out of this lab.”

“Then how...”

“How did we get it? Mr. Grillo is a specialist at installing hidden cameras and recording devices.”

“Please continue, Vanessa,” Habib said.

“This video shows Ginika-C30 being injected into the frontal cortex of the monkey.”

“Chimpanzee, Ms. Brooks.”

“Whatever, Gabe,” Vanessa said dismissively. “Notice how Betty, the monkey, wakes up and stretches. Dr. Chibuzo then hands her a banana, which she opens and eats.”

“All monkeys...er...I mean Chimpanzees can do that, Vanessa,” said Robert.

“The day before, Betty had to have her banana peeled and hand-fed to her. Let me rewind so you can see how effortlessly she peels and eats the banana. Now, look at her other hand.”

The executives let out an “Ohhh” sound as they watched Betty assemble a few of the blocks with only a glance before she stopped.

“Two days later she couldn’t repeat the tasks without a lot of help,” continued Vanessa.

“So this Ginuka crap is a failure,” Robert said.

“No, idiot, it’s a start,” said Vanessa.

“Who the hell do you think you’re talking to,” said Robert standing up.

“Sit down and shut up, Bobby,” Habib said. “You don’t have to worry about your research being canned. Please, continue Vanessa.”

“Thank you, Mr. Reza. Before the incident with the tiger, Dr. Chibuzo had notated something in his notes that we couldn’t make out. Our human asset took a photo of it.”

5/2/2002 time 0113 hrs.

Gin-c30 adm/2x delay 2 mofe aft/ pause

Betty ck out/repeat [^10%] promising simian number 4.

“We had a top handwriting expert go over the note to see what he could get out of it. He thinks that Dr. Chibuzo had discovered something and was going to increase it by ten percent. The repeat might be that he was going to try it on Betty again, but then...”

“Then there is simian number 4 which is not listed in any manifest with the center,” said Habib. “We believe that he was going to test it on this chimp after waiting two months. That test is supposed to happen in four weeks.”

“So why don’t we go and snatch the research and conduct the test here? My team is more than capable...”

“Because we don’t treat our employees like that, Bobby.”

“Oh, so what are you thinking of doing, Vanessa? Going down there and charming him into giving you the research?”

“Actually I was thinking of having Mr. Grillo toss you out the window, but instead I’ll have him toss your incompetent ass out of this meeting.”

“Don’t make me laugh, sweetie. I’ve been here since the beginning of this project. You just got here, what, a year ago? And everyone here knows, except for your dumb ass, that Mr. Grillo only takes orders from Mr. Reza.”

Vanessa walked over to the well-dressed giant and whispered in his ear. Paul walked over to Robert and grabbed him by the collar with his massive hand. He yanked him out of the chair as his coworkers looked on in shock. 

“Didn’t your mother teach you never to underestimate the charm of a woman, Bobby,” she said, opening the door before Paul tossed him out in the hall. 

The two female executives were the only ones amused by the spectacle.

“Are there any more questions? Good, then allow me to continue. Mr. Reza intends to have Dr. Chibuzo, and his wife relocated to Berkeley when they can travel.”

Gabe raised his hand.

“Gabe, this isn’t kindergarten. You don’t have to raise your hand.”

“Oh, I thought it was when Bobby got sent to time-out.”

Everyone in the room, including Habib, laughed at the joke. Even when the laughter died, Gabe kept his hand raised.

“Yes, Gabe.”

“I’m sure Dr. Chibuzo would love to work in one of our finest laboratories, but I’m not so sure about his wife.”

“What do you mean?”

“She loves that research and preservation site. Her life’s work has been there and I don’t think she’ll want to leave. And if she doesn’t leave, then you can forget about Chibuzo leaving her behind. Then what will you do?”

“Then we’ll have to kill (unintelligible)”

“I’m sorry, come again. Did I hear you say you’ll have to kill her?”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Gabe. We’re not monsters here. We’ll kill the funding and close down the facility if she doesn’t agree.”

“Habib, why isn’t she in charge of our P.R. department?”

“Fuck you, Gabe.”

“Sorry, I only do humans. And if you’re thinking of siccing Paul on me, I’ve tangled with gorillas bigger than him.”

“You’re talking about your ex-wife I presume.”

“No, one of them bore a strange resemblance to your momma.”

Gabe was the only one in the company who would have a chance at crossing swords with Paul. At 6-feet 3-inches tall, he was only one inch shorter than Paul. Not only was Gabe built like a tank, but he also did some amateur boxing in the Marines.

“Okay, children, that’s enough,” Habib said, slapping the conference table. “Gabe take the jet and get down there and help them start packing. Turn the facility over to that wetback, what’s his name; Chavez.”

“Habib, you know my ass is Mexican, right.”

“Then he’ll appreciate the good news coming from you, amigo.”

Vanessa laughed noticeably louder than everyone else in the room. 

Gabe waited for everyone to leave before walking over to Habib who had resumed his putting practice.

“Yes, Gabe.”

“You know it seems like only yesterday when I was killing rag heads like you by the dozens.”

Paul let out a laugh that made Habib and Gabe stare at the rare reaction to levity.

“Why the fuck didn’t you laugh when I called him a wetback, Paul?”

“I did laugh, Mr. Reza. Well, I more or less smirked.”

“Smirked, jerked, you didn’t laugh as you did just now.”

“But the way he said it was fucking funny, Mr. Reza.”

“Oh, I’m not funny? You got something against Arabs and Muslims?”

“Your ass is East Indian; Habib and you eat pork for breakfast.”

“Shut up, Gabe.”

The men pause to let the silence fill the room before busting out in laughter. Vanessa cleared her throat to let them know she was still in the room.

“Forgot your broomstick, Vanessa?”

“Don’t start with her, Gabe,” Habib said. “Call me when you get down there and let me know if you’re having any problems.”

“You got it, boss.”

Paul followed Gabe out of the room. Vanessa walked over to Habib’s desk, pressed a button and all the window shutters began to close. Habib met her at the middle of the conference table and forced her down on the table.

“No, not here, Habib.”

“Since when not here? You love me to fuck you here.”

“No, I want you to fuck me where Bobby was sitting before I had him thrown out.”

“You are one sick bitch, you know that?”

“And that’s why you love me.”

When she reached Robert’s chair she turned it around and climbed into it on her knees. Habib lifted her skirt to expose her pantyless smooth ass.

“You naughty girl. Now I see why everyone was staring at you as you turned on the projector.”

“Well, now you can see the full Monty.”

Habib spits in his hand and lubed up the head of his cock. With a hard slap on her ass, he slammed his dick into her pussy.

“Jesus, Habib!”

“Close, but I will take you to heaven,” he said, ramming harder into her.

“Habib, why do you put up with Gabe’s shit? I thought you would have fired him or have had Paul toss him out the window by now.”

“You really want to have this conversation now?”

Vanessa started to answer but was interrupted by her erupting orgasm.

“Oh, god...

“You called.”

“I’m cumming...umm...”

Habib grabbed her ponytail and began slapping her ass until it turned as red as an apple.

“So, why do you let him get away with talking to you like that, Habib. You’re fucking me and I don’t speak to you like that.”

“Okay, you want an answer. I’ll give you one.”

Habib yanked Vanessa out of the chair and bent her face down over the conference table. While holding her pinned by the back of the neck, he lubed his cock with her pussy juice.

“So, you want to have an answer.”

“Wait, no, Habib,” Vanessa said when she felt the head of his cock near her booty hole.

“And you better not scream, bitch.”

Habib rammed his rock-hard shaft into her ass before she could say another word. With every syllable that he uttered, he would slam his cock deeper into her tight hole.

“I...tolerate...Gabe...ummph...because...he...is...a...very...good...ummph...and...because...he...is...a...very...GOOD...FRIEND...”

“Oh, gawd, Habib...sniffle...stop!”

“Oh shit, Vanessa. You can’t keep your fucking mouth shut for two seconds. Now, I lost my place and have to start over.”

Habib removed his handkerchief and shoved it in Vanessa’s mouth. When he removed his tie and gagged her, she realized that she had crossed the line by questioning him about Gabe. Vanessa also knew her asshole was about to pay the price for her persistence.

When Habib had uttered his last grunt and yanked his still swollen dick out of Vanessa’s bleeding ass, her knees buckled as she crumpled to the floor.

“Stay!” he barked walking over to his desk and grabbing his cell. 

Habib knelt and took several pics of her ass and face before removing the gag. He roughly grabbed Vanessa’s tear-drenched face and squeezed.

“Now, do you have any more fucking questions for me, Vanessa?”

“Noooo!”

“Then while you’re limping your way to the bathroom, remember that even though I fuck you, you’re still my assistant, not my wife. And even if you were my wife, I still wouldn’t tolerate you questioning anything I did. Got it?”

“Yesssss.”

“I can’t hear you.”

“I said yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mr. Reza.”

“You may go now.”

Vanessa was in the bathroom for over half an hour. Any other person would have gone in to check on her, but not Habib. He was as hard as the twin marble lions guarding the entrance to the WPC building.

“Are you ready to go back to work, Vanessa?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You know, I might have overreacted a teeny-weeny bit, Vee...”

Vanessa cut her eyes at Habib.

“Okay, okay, a lot. How about I make it up to you?”

“What could you possibly do to make up for splitting my asshole where I can’t sit for a week.”

Habib walked over to her and raised his hand causing her to flinch. He brushed her hair aside and kissed her on the forehead.

“How about going down to the Lupus research lab and telling Bobby he’s fired.”

“Oh, I love you,” Vanessa said, leaping in Habib’s arms and kissing him. “Shit, that ass fucking was worth it.”

“Well, dayum, let me find some other asshole for you to fire then.”

“Ha-ha, no thanks. One will do, baby.”

“Take Paul with you. Bobby might get stupid.”

Robert did get stupid. He was in the middle of eating a bagel at his desk when Vanessa snatched it from him, tossed it in the trash, and told him to clear out his desk. Robert jumped up and attempted to slap her, but Paul caught his hand before it could contact her face. Onlookers grimaced when they heard Robert’s bones cracking inside the giant’s closing hand.
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Chibuzo was checking off the supplies that were being delivered when he saw a commotion up the road. A skinny man was running with a little girl beside him, and something black in his arms.

As the man got closer, Chibuzo could see the object he was carrying was a baby gorilla. Several men were running behind the man carrying machetes.

“Mo fe ibi mimo! Mo fe ibi mimo, dokita!” the man screamed.

“What’s he saying, Dr. Chibuzo?” asked Gabe.

“Do you have your gun on you, Mr. Matos?”

“I never leave home without it, doc.”

“Take it out but don’t use it. Those are poachers chasing them.”

“What’s he yelling?”

“He’s saying, I need sanctuary. Yara! Yara!”

When the man was less than ten yards away, the nearest poacher raised his machete. Suddenly a shot rang out and the man was knocked off his feet. The man and little girl were ushered through the gate as Chibuzo rushed to aid the man.

“I told you just to take the gun out. What the hell is the matter with you?”

“Doc, there’s two things I don’t do. I don’t take out a condom unless I’m sure I’m going to get pussy. And I don’t take out a gun unless I’m sure I’m going to use it.”

“So, you’re saying you were going to shoot this man even if he did not raise the machete?”

The other two men cautiously came over and grabbed their friend as a fourth pulled up in a jeep. They then drove off cursing at Chibuzo.

“No, doc, I’m saying I was going to shoot them the minute you told me they were poachers. I was just waiting for them to get so close that I couldn’t miss.”

“You think this is funny, Mr. Matos? Now, I have no choice but to go with you. My life and my wife’s life are in danger now. But you knew that would happen when you pulled the trigger, didn’t you?”

“Listen, doc. I can make a phone call and have 50 men from the company here within four hours. We’ll go to their village and kill every one of those sons of bitches.”

Chibuzo stared at Gabe with incredulity.

“These are not animals, Mr. Matos. These are human beings.”

“I know that, doc. Animals don’t try to kill a six-year-old little girl or her elderly grandfather in broad daylight. They’re a lot more civilized. And speaking of civilization, it’s been two weeks, doc. The board is waiting for an answer.”

“And I take it they’re getting impatient.”

“Very.”

“My wife isn’t ready to travel...”

“Oh, bullshit, doc. You just don’t know how to tell her. If you want me to do it for you, I don’t have an issue with that.”

“Of course not. You’re a man who shoots unarmed people for sport.”
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