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PROLOGUE

Dr. Frederick Meyer had returned to the
starting point of the rocky canyon trail just in time. Fifty yards
distant, someone was breaking into his car.

Security had been the last thing on his mind when
he’d parked amid the beauty of the snow-dusted Grand Canyon forest
an hour before to tape some of the scenery for his family. His had
been the only car around.

But there was no mistaking the man’s intent. The
thief was male, tall, wearing an institutional uniform and
frantic–going at the door with some type of tool--oblivious to
Meyer’s presence.

Meyer hesitated and weighed his options. He was in
fair shape for his fifty years, but the thief was probably twenty
years younger. Yet the man’s effrontery triggered a primal
rage.

As he stood in silence trying to decide what to do,
the sound of a helicopter reached his ears from the right, faint at
first but coming fast. For a moment more his eyes remained on the
thief. Then, without thinking, he dropped his video-recorder to the
ground and dashed out of the trees, yelling as he ran, trying to
keep his footing on the snow-covered ground.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing? Get away
from that car!”

The thief jerked upright instantly, staring in
Meyer’s direction. Meyer stopped in his tracks, uncertain what to
expect, but the man just stood there acting confused, looking from
Meyer to the sky overhead and back again, his right hand pawing the
car door ineffectually. His actions were more frantic than
threatening.

The helicopter flew closer now, and the man heard
it, too, his eyes darting away from Meyer as he shielded his vision
and strained to see the machine overhead. He stepped back and
stumbled, then regained his balance and retreated a few more steps.
Suddenly the chopper swooped in from the right of Meyer’s position
and slowed to a hover over the parking area. The pilot hesitated
for a minute, as if inspecting the car amid the swirls of snow
kicked up by the rotors’ downwash. Meyer could see someone in the
left seat straining to look down. The helicopter accelerated in the
same direction it had come from, the noise of its rotor blades and
jet engine receding slowly as it disappeared from view over the
trees. When he looked back to the car, the thief was gone.

Frederick Meyer had instinctively backed up a few
steps and retreated toward the trees when the helicopter appeared.
He’d stumbled over his video-recorder, breaking a small strap that
held an identification tag. Now he came forward and scooped up the
recorder, but the ID tag fell unnoticed to the forest floor.

Meyer hurried to his car. The door handle bore deep
scratches from the metal-tool the thief had used. He was no
professional car thief. In fact...

Meyer turned and looked in the direction of the
receding sounds of the helicopter, remembering the logo on the side
of it.

Suddenly it all made sense.

He wasn’t after the car at all. He wanted what
was in it.

Meyer felt his heart began to pound from the
adrenaline. Meyer was faint and dizzy, his chest hurt. He fumbled
with the keys, opened the car door, then clambered sideways into
the driver’s seat to catch his breath. The helicopter was still
less than half mile away, apparently circling.

I’ve got to get out of here now!

He swung his legs inside the car and closed the
door. He yanked open the glove box and looked inside. Thank God
it’s still there.

Just as his hand touched the ignition key, something
slammed against the side of the vehicle. Meyer jerked his head to
the left and found himself staring into the crazed eyes of the man
who’d tried to break into his car moments earlier.

With adrenaline pumping, Meyer frantically twisted
the key in the ignition. Nothing.

The man pounded on the window, his eyes wide with
anger. Somewhere in the background Meyer heard the staccato sound
of the helicopter, but the man’s pounding drowned it out. When the
man disappeared for a minute, Meyer lunged for the passengers’
door. Suddenly pieces of safety glass exploded in Meyer’s face.
Instinctively, he held up his hands, then opened the door and
crawled out.

The man appeared more interested in getting into the
car than getting him.

Meyer staggered to his feet and started to run, then
realized that beyond the South Rim wall in front of him, a sheer
three hundred-foot drop to the canyon floor awaited.

Paralyzed with fear, he stood motionless,
contemplating his next move. When he turned around, a muffled burst
opened a hole in his shirt and sent him reeling backwards. Thick
blood shot out in an arch as he clawed at the stone wall to keep
from falling.

Through glazed eyes, he saw the helicopter land in
the parking area and pick up the man. Then Meyer had his last and
only thought. They found it. God help them!

A second later, Frederick Meyer’s legs caved in and
he tumbled over the edge.

Into the chasm below.
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Katherine Blair strolled into the giant
boardroom of Imec Pharmaceuticals and gazed down the length of the
forty-foot-long mahogany table. The enormous piece of furniture
with the IMEC logo inlaid in black cherry and walnut dwarfed
everything else in the room and, Katherine knew, reflected Stephen
Vetter’s ego. In addition to the table, the room contained three
Salvador Dali originals, a Venus Flytrap, a granite wet bar, and of
course, the requisite Evian water cooler. As Imec’s CEO, Vetter was
known for his extravagance as much as his ruthless business
practices.

He sat at the far end of the huge table sipping a
bottle of Diet Coke. He was still in white shorts and matching
shirt; his usual attire after a morning of tennis at Scottsdale
Country Club. Katherine helped herself to a glass of water, hoping
it might calm her nerves.

“How are we coming with Bliss?” Vetter asked.

“The formulary is finished,” Katherine said, “but
Dr. Meyer’s notes were vague on certain dose parameters with regard
to side effects.”

Vetter pounced. “Katherine, I’ve told you before;
there are no side effects with Bliss. Meyer and I discussed it just
two days before he died. He made it clear that every model he ran
on the computer, showed no effect at all when administered in a
normal dosage. So why all the skepticism?”

As Katherine sipped the cool water, she gazed at
Vetter. He was forty-six, but his taut physique and spiked blond
hair, made him look ten years younger. At the moment, his blue eyes
looked tired with the weight of countless sleepless nights.

A virtual unknown before his appointment as CEO six
months earlier, he now promised his stockholders untold billions
from a new designer drug the company had created. Called Bliss, it
was a new class of Selective Serotonin Uptake Inhibitor, allegedly
free from side effects, unlike all its predecessors.

Someone had killed the lead scientist and designer
of the drug, Frederick Meyer, six months earlier, when he had
interrupted them in the middle of a car theft. They’d recruited
Katherine to replace Meyer, a job she felt reluctant to take, but
after Vetter’s generous offer, and her own soaring ambition, she
had agreed.

Now, as she readied the drug for FDA trials, she
sometimes questioned the logic in that decision. Bliss in fact,
carried many questions that Katherine had yet to answer. And
when she brought it to Vetter’s attention, he always downplayed it
and referred back to Meyer’s studies.

Truth be known, the side effect profile of Bliss
bothered Katherine. Although the computer models, now as reliable
as people for objective data, there was no replacement for a human
subject when it came to side effects.

Katherine finally cleared her throat and spoke. “The
FDA is very particular about designer drugs. Especially in light of
all the problems with serotonin reuptake inhibitors.”

Vetter’s eyes narrowed. “I told you. Let me worry
about the FDA.”

“Well what about a control group?” Katherine
countered. “We can’t get a control group ready in the time frame
you’ve set forth. Even if the FDA does approve it. It’s a long
process of selection. It will take me a least six more months.”

A moment later Vetter arrested her with a firm hand
on her shoulder, a squeeze that was just a little too sharp to be
affectionate. Katherine felt him bending over her shoulder,
whispering into her ear.

“Katherine, I don’t have six more months.” Vetter
came around in front of her and his face softened. “But I promise
you, I’ll have your control group for you, shortly. You just get
the formula ready. I’ll take care of the rest.”











 


2

Robert Applegate ambled out of the Tropicana
Casino and onto Atlantic City’s boardwalk just after midnight. The
aroma of pizza and french fries filled the air, and late night
tourists crowded the concession stands. Applegate peered out at the
blackness of the ocean and heaved a deep sigh.

Another bad night. He’d lost it all.

It always started the same way. A few spins on the
roulette wheel, a few crap games, then to the blackjack tables,
where tonight he’d dropped ten thousand in two hours.

Applegate let that thought sink in and considered
his next move. He could return and try to win it back, or he could
go home and try to explain to his wife why his credit cards were
maxed out. It was an easy decision, Applegate’s need to gamble,
consumed him.

He turned to go back in.

“Bad night again, Bob?” a voice behind him said.

Applegate spun around. “Who are you?”

“Might be a friend? Might be able to make all your
problems go away?”

The guy looked like a human brick wall. Applegate
stepped back. “What do you know about my problems, or if I even
have any?”

The man reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out
several small pieces of paper. “Well let’s see, you owe Tropicana
five grand, another three at the Claridge, and, oh yea, don’t wanna
forget the Don. You owe his Trump Plaza, two thousand.”

Applegate swallowed hard. ”What the devil are you
doing with those? Do you work for the casino? I pay my bills. Who
the hell are you anyway?”

“Doesn’t matter. What does matter is I can have all
these bills taken care of and leave you with a whole lot more.”

Applegate raised his finger and pointed at the guy.
“Wait a minute, let me guess. You’re one of those lobbyists from
Washington, trying to get a waiver on a Medicare drug, right?”

“Getting warm, Bob, but not exactly. You’re right
about the drug part. I have an associate who would be very grateful
if you would expedite the approval of his company’s newest drug. In
fact, he’d be so grateful, you could retire.”

Applegate’s jaw dropped. “Retire?”

“Two million, cash money, in your hands, as soon as
it’s approved. That’s a lot of blackjack, Bob.”

Applegate felt his entire body flush. As FDA’s head
of the approval board, he carried more clout than anyone when it
came to new drug approvals. Often, just a memo from his office
would get drug trials approved without any of the usual red
tape.

“What drug are we talking about here?” Applegate
asked.

“I’m just a messenger. You’ll get all the
particulars from someone else. Do we have a deal?”

Applegate nodded. “Yes... yes, I think so. When
will–“

“Someone will contact you tomorrow. Meanwhile,
here,” the man said, handing Applegate a bulging yellow envelope.
“Go back in and have some fun.”

The guy turned and walked away and Applegate tore
open the envelope. His eyes bulged in their sockets. There had to
be at least twenty thousand in one hundred dollar bills.

He’d just made a deal with the devil.

Applegate gazed up and down the boardwalk to make
sure no one watched, and then shoved the money back into the
envelope. Emblazoned on the upper left hand corner, a familiar
corporate logo appeared: IMEC PHARMACEUTICALS.
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Lindsey Walsh felt like her life couldn’t be
any better right now. As she pulled off Highway 87 at the
Scottsdale exit, she realized her dreams had come true.

At age thirty, she was ready to get married, and
after three years together, out of the blue, her boyfriend Jason
had at last proposed.

It was on a weekend trip to the Pocono’s. They were
lying on a big canopy bed at Blue Mountain. He had no ring–he just
blurted it out. That was one of the things she loved about him–his
spontaneity. She kissed him long and hard and he slipped off her
nightgown.

“I guess that means yes,” he said, and they spent
the rest of the night making love in front of the fireplace.

The next day as though choreographed for some dream
scenario, Imec Pharmaceuticals offered her an incredible job. The
position gave her a hefty compensation package including, among
other things, the unbelievable perk of her own house!

Now, whisking off the ramp toward their
headquarters, she gazed at the Imec building in the distance. A
gigantic structure with a bastion of one-way glass that looked like
it belonged in Las Vegas rather than in a business district.

She could also see the new community Imec had built
for its employees. Situated on fifty-acres of pristine
desert-floor, surrounded by the beautiful Cacaptin Mountains, it
seemed too good to be true.

Indian Springs.

She practically fell off her chair when Stephen
Vetter told her he wanted her to represent the company’s new line
of designer drugs. Along with the rest of her compensation package,
she would receive a home of her own in the new community, which
included a pool and tennis club, spa facilities and just about any
amenity you could ask for. Much like Silicon Valley had done in the
eighties, Imec wanted its company to grow around its employees. A
corporation within a community.

It was very different from her former employer,
Ryland Pharmaceutical, a mere spec of a company compared to Imec.
Rumor had it that a mass exodus from Ryland was taking place and
all were flocking to Imec. Who could blame them? With all the perks
that they offered and the charisma of Vetter, she wouldn’t want to
come to Imec.

Vetter was charming, and Lindsey had to admit she
even felt a slight attraction to him during her interview. But she
quickly put it out of her mind. Vetter was handsome enough, with
his boyish looks and spiked blond hair; he didn’t look his
forty-seven years. Lindsey’s heart, however, belonged to Jason, now
her fiancé.

Unfortunately, she could only see him on weekends
until he found a job near Scottsdale. It would be six months,
before he finished his residency at Traynor Hospital near Tucson,
two hundred miles away. After that, he’d have no problem securing a
job near her. Scottsdale was booming, and the demand for doctors
was great. Especially one in his chosen specialty of Neurology. The
brain was big business these days with the explosion of new
medicines for Alzheimer’s and other degenerative diseases.

Lindsey’s own profession was proof of that. The top
three drugs she’d represented in the past two years were
serotonin-related drugs. That’s why she found it fascinating when
Imec offered her the position of lead market executive for their
new line of SSRI’s. The first generation of psychotropic drugs,
completely free from side effects.

Lindsey turned off onto Route 100, opposite the
American Indian Museum, then went one mile to a small access
road.

Traffic thinned. She was glad to be out of the
commuter rush and happy that she’d not have to face it every
morning. Imec stood so close to her house, she’d be able to walk it
in a few minutes. She drove through a brick-columned entrance and
then down one of the freshly blacktopped streets that wound among
new homes, many still under construction. In the forefront, the
Imec complex sprawled out before her like its own city.

She found Indian Drive, the street the community
entrance was on, and turned in. The housing office was at the end
of a tree-lined cul-de-sac with its own parking lot.

She left the car and went in.

The modern office, with a fountain, plants, and
indirect lighting and divided by a counter with a turnstile, was
watched over by a smiling young female security guard wearing a
holstered revolver.

Lindsey looked at the gun. Tight
security.

“I have an appointment with Sara Murdoch. My name is
Lindsey Walsh. I’m supposed to move in today.” She tried to sound
formal, but Lindsey could barely contain her excitement at the
thought of moving into her very own brand-new house.

“Yes, Ms. Walsh, we’ve been expecting you.”

The guard telephoned the information to someone,
then handed Lindsey a clipboard to sign in on.

The level of security surprised Lindsey. Although
corporate espionage remained a remote possibility, she knew in
pharmaceutical companies it was rare. There were too many
variables. One mistake in a drug formulary could cost millions and
even a worse possibility. Death to any unlucky trial patient
unknowingly involved with a stolen drug formula. It was a
frightening scenario. Apparently, one Imec took very seriously.

Almost immediately, a young woman appeared. Lindsey
figured she was about twenty-five. She wore a white sundress and
had her hair pulled back tight against her head. An ID card near
her shoulder showed her name: Sara Murdock. The woman in charge of
getting new employees moved into their respective houses.

She smiled warmly. “Lindsey, Hello. I’m Sara. Did
you have any trouble finding us?”

“No, none at all.”

Sara led Lindsey back to an office where a huge map
of the new community occupied a sizable portion of the wall.
Lindsey regarded the map, which showed locations and diagrams of
each individual lot, as well as location of pool and recreational
facilities.

“Quite impressive, isn’t it?” Sara said.

Lindsey smiled. “I can’t believe I’ve got a place
here.”

“Mr. Vetter believes in community. And it makes life
a lot easier for employees not to have to commute to work. I take
it you’ve seen the traffic on the way here?”

“Oh yea.”

Sara reached into her desk and pulled out a printed
form. “I apologize for all the formality. It’s just that the
company has spent a lot of money on this project and we need
certain assurances.”

Lindsey read the form, which stated that Imec would
require her to live at Indian Springs for the duration of her
employment. Should she move it would be grounds for dismissal.

“Seems rather severe,” Lindsey said. “Mr. Vetter
didn’t mention this.” Lindsey fell silent for a minute. “Well I’m
not one to pass up an opportunity.”

Sara smiled. “I know how you feel. We all said that
at first glance. But Imec is such a great company to work for; I
don’t picture myself ever working anywhere else. I mean... a free
house!”

Sara walked over to the wall and took down a set of
keys from a pegboard. She handed them to Lindsey. “These are yours.
Your house is on Palm Court. Let me show you.”

Sara stepped over to the window. “You’re right over
there.” She pointed to a large cul-de-sac next to the swimming pool
and recreation center. “Number twenty-nine. Right next to the pool.
You’ll find yourself there a lot. This is Arizona. Our coolest day
in the summer is ninety-five degrees.”

Lindsey fanned her face in a comical gesture.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” Sara said.
“Well, you can go ahead and get whatever you brought with you
unpacked, and familiarize yourself with your new house. I’m sure
you’d like some time to unwind” Sara handed Lindsey a business
card. “If you need anything, just buzz me at that number. Welcome
to the Imec family.”

Lindsey thanked Sara Murdoch and followed her
directions to the house. Only two doors down from the pool, Lindsey
already felt the urge to get in. Right now, the heat was stifling,
and the water looked like an oasis. She noticed several women
already sunbathing and sipping cold drinks. She hoped she’d have
enough time off to enjoy it. Her last t afforded her little if any
free time to relax. I can’t wait!

She pulled into her driveway and stared at the new
house. A long rancher, done in stucco with red clay roof tiles,
arched windows and beautifully landscaped with traditional Arizona
plants and shrubs. Lindsey loved it. Yucca and flowering-cactus
grew alongside red sandstone that Arizona was famous for. It was a
startling contrast.

Pinch me. I’m dreaming.

Lindsey unlocked the front door and went in. As she
expected, Imec had decorated the house in gorgeous furniture and
accessories. They’d used a colorful Southwestern motif that
reflected the personality of the area. Entering the kitchen, she
looked on the counter and saw a large ice bucket with a bottle of
Dom Perrigone peeking out. A card sat next to it.

Lindsey,

Hope it is everything you expected.

Welcome to the IMEC family. Look forward to
working with you soon.

Sincerely,

Stephen Vetter

Lindsey was floored. If this was any indication of
her future at Imec, Sara Murdoch was right. Why would anyone want
to work anywhere else?

After checking out the rest of the house, she found
it just as impressive. Lindsey’s last stop was the master bath. A
Jacuzzi tub. She had wanted a Jacuzzi tub since she could remember.
Her cramped apartment barely had enough room for a shower, much
less a tub.

I’m going to try you out right now. She
leaned over and flipped the faucet on.

While the tub filled, she brought in her two
suitcases and plopped them on the bed. She undressed and slipped on
her terrycloth robe and headed to the bath.

The long trip had left her sore and she savored the
hot water as it jetted in a whirlpool around her. As she settled
into the tub, Lindsey couldn’t believe her good fortune. The home,
her job, her engagement.

There was so much to be happy for.

Yet something about it all left her very uneasy.

*   *   *

Inside a plush office, a video monitor came to life.
It was one of a hundred that lined an entire wall in the specially
designed room.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/8627
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_e9fdaf816084b0e8c37632866edae738_szwAU8_html_m3e4158b2.png





cover.jpg
Bill Clem





