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CHAPTER ONE
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In a sizeable, fashionable home on the Intracoastal waterway in Ft Lauderdale, Florida, a well-built red-haired woman and a tall, dark-haired man are standing naked in the indoor swimming pool, engaged in lustful sex. When their lovemaking comes to a climax, they continue to hold onto one another for a few more seconds.  Then he looks into her satisfied blue eyes, “I’ve enjoyed this evening and the sex, Deborah, but I’m sorry it must end.”   


“End, but why are we having such a good time?”      “Because, my dear, I have work to do.” 



“Work what...?”

The man gently puts his hands around her neck and begins to squeeze. She is bug-eyed and starts kicking; she is choking; water is splashing as she grabs his hands and thrashes to get free. Shortly afterward, the beautiful redhead’s body goes limp. Her pale blue eyes are staring up at the screened pool cage. The tall, husky man climbs out of the kidney-shaped pool, leaving the strangled woman’s corpse floating in the now-still water. 

The following morning, police Lieutenant Kenneth Kelly is at the murder scene with other police personnel. They’re standing near the pool, looking down at the dead body of the naked redhead. A sniffling maid is standing next to him.  

“So, you didn’t touch anything, and this is how you found the woman?”    The maid nods, “Yes when I came in through the side entrance this morning, I noticed the house was a mess. I called her name and entered her bedroom, where the bed was still made. Then I came out here and saw her in the pool.”    

Lieutenant Kelly turns back and glances at the rooms behind him. “Yes, someone tossed this place.” He looks at the other police personnel and the homicide investigator, “Okay, get to work and remove her body from the pool. Fingerprint this entire house, and I want a full report.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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There’s a knock on Private Detective Jake Wayde’s apartment door. When he opens it, he’s surprised to see the police Lieutenant.

“My God, Kelly, you’re the last person I expected to see at my front door.”

“It’s good to see you too, Wayde.”

Wayde grins, “Come in. Are things slow in the criminal world today?”

The lieutenant enters. “On the contrary, it seems things are picking up.”

Kelly grins when he looks into the living room and sees FBI Special Agent Katie Monahan sitting on Wayde’s dark blue leather sofa. She’s dressed in an oversized gray and white striped Nautica bathrobe and is drinking coffee. “Sorry, I didn’t know you had company.”

Wayde smiles, “Lieutenant, you remember Agent Katie Monahan. Senator Knowles asked her to bring me up to date on the whereabouts of Jeffery Rhineman.”

A wry smile appears on the lieutenant’s lips, “Of course he did.” 

He steps into the living room. “Agent Monahan, it’s been a while. I haven’t seen you since Elizabeth Rhineman’s funeral.”

She stands and extends her hand. “Yes, it’s been over a year. Good to see you, Lieutenant.” They shake hands, and she sits back down on the leather sofa.

“Kelly, would you like a cup of coffee?”

“No thanks, Wayde. I’ve already had three cups this morning, but I’ll have a diet soda if you have one.”

“Diet soda’s not on the shopping list here, but how about Sparkling Ice?”

“That’s good.”

“Is black raspberry okay?”

Kelly nods, “Fine.”

Wayde enters the kitchen as Kelly sits in one of the dark blue leather chairs, which match the sofa.

“So, Katie, you’re working with Senator Knowles again?”

“I’ve never stopped. My fellow FBI agent, Steve Vargas, and I are still doing a follow-up on Jeffery Rhineman, the missing chemical formula, and the ten million dollars in cash.”

“How is Steve doing? I know it was touch and go after he’d been shot in the chest.”

“He’s a hundred percent, back as healthy as ever.”

“Great, glad to hear it.”

Wayde returns, hands Lieutenant Kelly a cold bottle of Sparkling Ice, and sits in the other dark blue chair. “So, Kelly, I know you’re not the social type. What’s up?”

Kelly tips the tall, slender plastic bottle and sips the raspberry drink. “Did you read about the woman strangled in her swimming pool?”

“I did.”

“See anything interesting about it?”

“No.”

“You’re slipping, Wayde. You didn’t notice the address of the murder?”

“I didn’t pay much attention as she wasn’t one of my clients.”

“She could be.”

“I could have a dead woman as a client; how?”

“She was killed in Jeffery Rhineman’s’ home. He had rented his house to her.”

Neither Katie nor Wayde says anything for a few seconds.

“What makes it even more interesting is that someone tossed the inside of the house; nothing was left undisturbed.”

“Someone killed her and searched the house?” asks Katie.

“Yes, he or they did it after having sex with her.”

“She was raped?”

“It didn’t seem that way; it looks like they were having a good time before her strangulation.”  

“Lieutenant, that’s odd.”

“It is Wayde. Any thoughts on her strangulation and the house searched?”

Wayde sits thinking.

Katie looked at Kelly and asked, “Could it possibly have anything to do with Jeffery’s father, the late Dr. Rhineman?”

“Are you referring to his after-death letters, which set off the killing spree of those looking for his deadly chemical formula and the ten million in cash?”

“Yes, lieutenant, maybe Jeffery didn’t take the formula with him to Syria in his attempt to sell it to Iran. Possibly, he hid the formula and cash in the house before he left.”

“That could be,” says Wayde, “We just assumed that when Jeffery disappeared and tracked to Syria, he had the cash and formula with him. Jesus, this opens up a whole new can of worms.”

“It does, and you could be involved again.”

“Not unless Senator Knowles asks me to look into it, which I doubt as he has Katie and Steve available.”

“There’s another way, and that’s why I’m here.”

Wayde chuckles, “Oh, is the police department going to hire me?”

Kelly grins, “Fat chance of that, but the dead woman’s husband is Barton T. Rosemount from New York. He’s the multi-billionaire who owns BTR Capital Advisors and made his money in beating most hedge funds. He has one of the best records in the hedge fund industry. He has a winter home on the ocean, north of Jupiter, and he wasn’t aware that his wife had rented the Rhineman house.” Kelly takes a sip of his drink and looks at Wayde.

“And?”

“And Mr. Rosemount wants answers. He wants someone to work directly with him. He asked me to recommend a private detective.”

Wayde begins to laugh.

“It’s not funny, Wayde. I don’t like guys like you nosing around in my investigations. However, he’s rich and is going to be a pain in the ass. He will hire someone; I’d rather it be someone I know. I don’t want some jerk, a private detective from Miami or New York interfering.” Kelly hesitates while looking at Wayde. “I wanted to talk to you before giving him your name.” Kelly reaches into his coat pocket, removes a bag of mixed peanuts, and tosses a few into his mouth. Then, he offered the peanuts to Katie and Wayde, who declined.

“Lieutenant, I thought you’d shaken that habit.”

Kelly continues to chew, “You know, Wayde, I did consider it, but my doctor told me peanuts were good for lowering the cholesterol.”

Wayde grins, “Like you need an excuse.”

They’re all silent for a few moments. Then Katie looks at Lieutenant Kelly. “Did you get any fingerprints in Rhineman’s house?”

“Yes, but so far, we haven’t identified anyone.”

“Lieutenant, the prints could be those of Syrians or Iranians; maybe you should send them to our FBI office.” She glances at Wayde, “Wayde, the murder of the woman could link to Jeffery Rhineman’s going to Syria. As far as Senator Knowles and the FBI are concerned, the case is still open.”

Wayde nods, thinks for a few seconds, looks at Lieutenant Kelly, and stands up. He enters his office and returns with one of his business cards. “Give this to Mr. Rosemount, Lieutenant, and I hope, to hell, I’m not making a mistake.”

Kelly gets out of the chair and takes the card, “Yes, me too.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER THREE
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In the Ft. Lauderdale Sheraton Hotel on Atlantic Boulevard, a man with long black hair and a bushy mustache argues with a sexy, hard-looking blonde.

“Jeffery, we should have stayed in Colorado. In the Rocky Mountains, the small town of Leadville was the perfect place for you to hide. They have many tourists year-round; the townspeople don’t pay much attention to new people.”

“I was bored; the only bar I liked to go to was the Scarlet, plus I have things to do here in Ft. Lauderdale.”

“Yeah, like get killed.”

“Look, you dumb ass blonde; I hired you to pretend to be my wife, to help give me cover, not to give me fucking advice.”

“Whoopee, a fag with a sexy wife, dyed black hair, and a mustache, great fucking disguise,” she laughs, “you asshole, you’re going to get us both killed by coming here.”

“You’re getting paid more than you’re worth, so shut the fuck up.”

She goes to the bar, drinks, and turns back to him, “You’re getting edgy, and you need to relax. Why don’t you go to that place you’re always talking about, the Jewel Box Club, see some friends and suck some cock.”

“Paula, you bitchin cunt, you’d be edgy too if you had some fucking Iranians trying to kill you.”

She takes a drink, “Yes, blah, blah, blah, I’ve heard that friggin’ line too many times. And quit calling me Paula. My name is Peaches, Peaches O’Brian.”

Jeffery stares at her, “Not while you’re pretending to be my asshole wife. You’re Paula, and don’t forget it.” 

She shoots him the bird.

He puts on a Yankees baseball cap and dark sunglasses and heads for the door. “I'm going out; I have things to do.”

“Wait, I’ll go down with you; I must go shopping.”

“Shopping, what the hell for? This hotel room is full of new clothes you bought while we’ve been here?”

She pushes past him, “I need some more.”

They walk out the door and take the elevator down to the lobby, still arguing as they cross the lobby and leave the hotel.

Minutes later, Jeffery parked his Hertz rental car in the parking lot of the 1st National Bank and entered. He removes the sunglasses, walks over to a desk, and signs in, and a bank clerk leads him to his safety deposit boxes. Jeffery opens three boxes packed with one hundred dollars’ worth of bills when the bank person leaves. He grins and whispers, “Thanks, dad.” He closes up two of the metal boxes. But before closing the third box, he takes a handful of the hundred-dollar bills and stuffs them into the pockets of his powder-blue sports jacket. Smiling, Jeffery strolls out of the bank. 

When he gets into his rented white caddy, he makes a phone call, and twenty minutes later, he parks in front of the Jewel Box Club in south Ft Lauderdale. Jeffery enters the club and heads straight for the owner’s office, where the gay owners, Carroll Minter and Francis Morth, await him. They’re staring at him as he enters the room.

“I could hardly believe it when you called,” says Francis.

“Jesus, Jeffery, I never would have recognized you on the street. Besides the long hair and the mustache, you must have gained thirty pounds,” chuckles Carroll.

Francis laughs, “Yes, you look like a fat Greek.”

“Well, that’s good. I’ve got some mean bastards looking for me.”

Jeffery sees a bottle of scotch and an ice bucket on a small table. “I could use a drink.”

“Help yourself,” says Carroll, “We’ve wondered what happened to you after you left Florida.”

Jeffery makes a drink. “I traveled around Europe for a while and then went to Syria.”

“Syria, why Syria?” asks a surprised Francis.

Jeffery gulps the cold scotch. “You know about Dad’s chemical formula?”

“Yes, of course,” says Carroll, “we know about the letters he wrote and had sent to the twelve people he disliked, plus to the ambassadors of China, Saudi Arabia, Russia, and Iran. In the letters, he stated that he had hidden ten million dollars in cash and a deadly chemical formula, which he had perfected.”

“He sent the letters to people he hated, not disliked.”

“Whatever, Jeffery,” says Carroll, “the puzzle game he created for the twelve receiving the letters caused many deaths.”

Jeffery finishes off his drink and makes another. “Yeah, Dad accomplished his goal to get the twelve people to go after one another. He knew their greed and desire for power would stimulate them.” He laughs, “Got them to kill each other for the cash and the formula, plus he got a bonus with a few Iranians killed. The only one to come out of it alive is the private eye, Jake Wayde.”

“It wasn’t funny, Jeffery; some of our friends were among those killed.”

Jeffery shrugs and takes another drink, “Anyway, through people in Syria, I made contact with the Iranians, who were still very interested in the chemical formula.”

“My God, Jeffery, you were going to sell the formula to the Iranians?”

“Yes, Francis, and no, Francis, there isn’t any fucking chemical formula. My crazy father faked the whole thing. It was a hoax. He was insane with hate and concocted the plan to get back at those he hated.”

“Well, he sure succeeded. There was a trail of dead bodies.”

“Yeah, Carroll, I couldn’t believe his plan worked as well as it did. He knew what motivated people, money, and power, so he set the trap.”

Carroll and Francis make themselves a drink and refresh Jefferies.

“When you called, you said you were hiding from the Iranians; why are they after you?”

“Francis, I made a stupid mistake. I tried to con them. They bought the story that the formula was real and was ready to pay a hundred million dollars for it. I tried to get them to pay me twenty million upfront and then promised to give them the formula when they put the balance into a special bank account. They threatened me and didn’t go for it, so I split.”

“What the hell were you thinking? Did you try to con the Iranians? You’re more insane than was your father.”

Jeffery takes a drink. “Yeah, it was stupid; I guess I saw how well my dad’s plan worked and figured I could pull it off. Now they’re looking for me, and I’m living in disguise and hiding; I’m even paying a big-titted blonde hooker to pretend to be my wife.”

Francis laughs, “How’s that working out?”

Jeffery takes a drink and shakes his head.

“Now, what are you going to do?” Carroll asks.

“I need help. Maybe you could get me in touch with that Wayde guy.”

“The private detective,” says a surprised Francis.

“Yeah, he was on my dad’s list and knew all about the case. I need him to protect me from Iranians, and maybe he can explain to them that there isn’t any formula.”

“And no ten million dollars?” adds Carroll.

“Yes, and that too. But the Iranians don’t care about the money, only the formula.”

“Jeffery, after your father’s letters were mailed, the Iranians were after the chemical formula hot and heavy. Some of their agents got killed while looking for it. Your father, Dr. Rhineman, made it extremely believable that it existed. And Jake Wayde may have even killed one or more of the Iranians,” says Francis.

No one says anything as they sip on their drinks.

“You still have the special pink rooms in the back?”

“Everything is the same, Jeffery,” answers Carroll.

“You have any new boys working here?”

“New boys come here to work all the time; right now, we have three,” assures Francis.

Jeffery reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a roll of hundreds. He counts out ten bills and lays them on the desk. “How about you send a bottle and two boys to one of the pink rooms? I’ll be waiting.”

Carroll looks at the money and smiles, “New hundred-dollar bills, Jeffery?”

“Yes, and I have more. It’s been a while since I’ve been with a couple of guys. The big-titted blonde ain’t for shit when it comes to sucking cock.” He turns to walk out of the office and turns back. “Speaking of money, how about the rent money you got from the bitch, who got killed in my house?”

“She paid five thousand; I’ll have it for you this afternoon.”

Jeffery picks up the ten bills he’d laid on the desk. “Take out the twenty percent I promised to pay you for handling it.”

Carroll Minter nods.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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Katie and Wayde are sitting in his apartment office in front of a new Dell computer.

“I hate this damn thing, Katie. I wish I’d never let you talk me into buying it.” He is fumbling with the keyboard. “Typing, passwords, it’s too damn confusing.”

She doesn’t say anything, but a grin is on her lips.

“Okay there, now I’m in; now what?”

“Click on the Google icon.”

“Icon?”

“The word that says Google on the desktop is the Google icon.”

Wayde clicks on the icon and watches the Google box come up. “There’s nothing there, just an empty box.”

“You need to type in his name, Barton T. Rosemount.” 

He one-finger types and watches as a page referencing Rosemount comes up, “Son of a gun, look at that.”

“Click on the first one, Wayde.”

“I’ll be damned, look at that, a picture of him and a full bio.”

“Right, when he calls you, you’ll know what he looks like and all about his life.”

“I had pictured him as some nerdy little billionaire. He looks like a big bald bouncer.” Wayde reads a few lines about Rosemount. “Now I’m even more surprised that his wife leased Rhineman’s house and was hooking. This guy’s no wimpy little nerd. He’s an ex-pro football player, a leader in high-end real estate, and big in hedge funds.”

“There you go, bright boy, now you know something about your next employer.”

Wayde rubs his fingers together and grins, “Big bucks,”

She cuffs him gently alongside the head, “It could be an interesting case; you might be right back onto something that leads to Dr. Rhineman’s unsolved puzzle case.”

“You’re right. The missing ten million dollars and the chemical formula weren't found. Unless that little weasel Jeffery Rhineman has them.”

“If they ever existed, Dr. Rhineman may have perpetrated one of the all-time hoaxes to pit those he hated against one another.”

“You could be right, Katie. Twelve people were on the doctor’s hate list, and I’m the only one who survived.”

“And now it may continue. If you're not careful, he may add you to his list.”

“Gee, thanks. Now I feel a lot better about taking Barton Rosemount’s offer to find his wife’s murderer.”

“It may not have anything to do with the Rhineman puzzle. That case might be history.”

“That would be good. I hope it was a hoax and that it’s done and finished.”

“Me too,” She leans over and kisses him.

He begins to read more about the hedge fund multi-billionaire when his telephone rings. He picks up the receiver, “Wayde here.” He looks at Katie and points at the computer screen. “Yes, sir, I can meet you at two this afternoon.” Wayde listens. “Good, I’ll see you there.”

He puts down the receiver, “Rosemount, two pm at the Hilton.”

Katie nodded, kissed him, and stood up. “And now I need to get back to Miami. Let me know if the Rhineman thing is back on. I’ll need to keep Senator Knowles and the Bureau informed.”

Wayde walks her to the door and watches her descend the one flight of outside concrete stairs. He stands smiling, thinking about how, over the past year, she’s made a change in him. He’s gotten into shape, going from two hundred twenty pounds down to two hundred and five; he now drinks and carouses less and dresses a little more professionally. He still favors tan slacks and pale-colored short-sleeved Oxford shirts, but he replaces the Nunn Bush penny loafers with Cole Haan Pinch Buckle loafers. She also has him wearing Ralph Lauren linen sports jackets every day. Wayde looks down at his feet and says, “But still no socks.” 

Katie, who’s at the bottom of the stairs, turns back, “What?”

“Nothing, nothing,” he says, “just mumbling to myself.”

She chuckles and walks to her car.

Wayde enters the Hilton Beach Resort Hotel at two o'clock, walks to the front desk, and asks for Barton Rosemount’s room number. When he started for the elevator, a loudmouthed, big-breasted blonde, long-haired, mustached man hurried past him. They are arguing and cursing at one another. Wayde smiles at their actions but stops and watches them leave the hotel. He feels there is something familiar about the man. Wayde thinks about it, shakes his head, and takes the elevator to Rosemount’s suite. 

When Barton opens the door, Wayde looks at the man he’d seen on the computer screen a few hours earlier. Rosemount is about an inch taller than the six-foot private detective and at least thirty pounds heavier. He’s casually dressed, reaches out, and shakes Wayde’s hand. “I’m glad you could make it; come on in.” Wayde enters, and he’s led into a plush living room.  


“Can I get you something to drink?” smiles Barton.  “No thanks, I’m fine.  “Then, let’s have a seat.”



He directs Wayde to a light green upholstered chair across from a matching sofa where he sits his sizeable frame. 

“Lieutenant Kelly updated me on what my wife was doing at that house. I want to say I was shocked, but I wasn’t. He also told me you know this Rhineman guy who rented Deborah his house.”

“Yes, he was in the middle of a case that Lieutenant Kelly and I worked on.”

“The case the lieutenant told me about, where people were killed left and right?” asks Barton.

“Yes, it was like that. Members of the Mafia, three Iranian agents, and others were involved in the murder.”

“You’re a fortunate man to have survived.”

“Survival of the fittest,” Wayde grins.

“Yes, you look like a pretty tough guy. Ex-marine?”

Wayde pumps his fist in the air, “Semper Fidelis.”

“I never was in the service, but if I had, I would have chosen the Marines.”

“Looking at you, sir, I’m sure they would have been glad to have you.”

They chuckle.

“Lieutenant Kelly told me two things about you. First, he felt you were the best man to look for, the man who killed my wife. Second, he said to call you Wayde because everyone does.”

Wayde smiles, “Kelly knows me well; sometimes, I think too well.”

“And I surmise, you him.”

Wayde nods in the affirmative.

Rosemount leans back into the soft sofa, “I guess you’re wondering why, and hell, my wife rented that house and was carrying on like a high-class hooker.”

“It is strange, married to a multi-billionaire and charging men three thousand to party with her.”

Barton nods, “Deborah and I met at an auto show four years ago. She was a model working for General Motors. When I first saw her, she stood beside a new Cadillac. I flirted with her a bit, and we hit it off. We had a whirlwind affair; I thought the sex was great, and a month later, we got married. Soon after, I realized that she was a nympho.”

“She was a nymphomaniac?”

“Yes, I guess in the beginning, I thought the constant sex was unbelievable, but then I realized that she was never satisfied. She was insatiable and always ready for sex. Sometimes, even after we’d had intercourse for over an hour and I knew she had climaxed, I’d watch as she’d begin to masturbate. She bought all the available sex toys, and she insisted we do everything imaginable. She told me she couldn’t stop her sexual urges. Deborah was into excessive masturbation. Many mornings, she’d call me at work to have phone sex and beg me to come home, even though we’d fucked for an hour before I went to work. Deborah ate, breathed, and lived for sex. We even went to a Sexologist who concurred that she had hypersexuality, which is considered a mental illness. He told us that three to six percent of people in the United States have to learn to cope with it. The doctor emphasized that the women are not confused with being a whore or slut, but rather nymphomania is related to a high sex drive, and most women are very selective in their choice of lovers. He suggested she take anti-depressants.”

“So, you’ve been working with her on her problem. Did the anti-depressants seem to help?” 

“No, they didn’t help. However, I tried my best to help her. I loved Deborah very much. Her illness and her eventual promiscuousness pained me, but I lived with it. I knew that when I went on business trips, she’d be fucking someone else, but this rental of Rhineman’s house and playing high-end hooker, I,

“It seems,” says Wayde, “like the sexologist had suggested that her being selective played a part in it. Renting an expensive home and charging three thousand a night would get her the type of man she wanted. She certainly didn’t do it for the money.”

“No, she didn’t, Wayde. It was all about the sex. I shouldn’t have bought a house in the Palm Beach area. I was in New York too much.”

Neither man says anything for a few seconds.

“Lieutenant Kelly and I believe that the man who killed her was only interested in the Rhineman house.”

“Why do you think that?”

“The house was searched top to bottom, and nothing was left untouched. Didn’t the lieutenant tell you about the previous Rhineman case?”

“He mentioned it but didn’t go into detail. Do you believe Deborah’s death was related to it?”

“Only remotely, she rented the wrong house and met up with the wrong man.”

Wayde details how Jeffery Rhineman’s father, the wealthy chemist Dr. Frederick Rhineman, had left instructions for his secretary that, in case of his death, she would mail out sixteen letters, which he had placed in his office safe. She sent them to the twelve people he hated, each containing a piece of a self-made puzzle. Four letters without a portion of the puzzle were mailed to the ambassadors of China, Saudi Arabia, Russia, and Iran. When assembled, the twelve puzzle pieces would reveal the whereabouts of ten million dollars in cash and a deadly chemical formula.

“And those letters caused all the killing the lieutenant told me about?”

“Yes, it was weird. Everyone who had received a piece of the puzzle set out to get the other pieces. Some evil and desperate people were looking for money and the chemical formula. And although they didn’t have a piece of the puzzle, the Iranians became heavily involved.” 

Barton shakes his head, “Ten million dollars, that’s a chump change for me. And Deborah got murdered over it.”

“Many were after the cash. However, my guess is it was the deadly chemical formula that enticed the dangerous men who killed your wife.”

Barton gazes at Wayde, “So the formula was never found.”

“Not to our knowledge, nor the ten million dollars. We suspected that Jeffery Rhineman had it, but we didn’t have any proof.”

“And Deborah rented his house.”

“Yes. Do you know who she rented the house from?”

“I assumed it was that Rhineman guy.”

“To my knowledge, he hasn’t been in Ft. Lauderdale the past few months. Did she write a check for the rent?”

“No, I would have known if she had written a check to rent a house here in Ft. Lauderdale.”

“Then, she paid cash.”

“Most likely, she always had plenty of money.”

“That’s something I’ll need to check on.” Wayde thinks for a moment. “Maybe whoever rented the house to her might know who the men were that paid her three thousand for sex.”

“Wayde, you need to find them. I don’t care if it’s the whole damn Mafia, the Iranian government, or some other fucking group that killed Deborah; I want the bastards responsible caught and killed.”

“Well, those are the ones we’re most likely up against.”

“Are you up to it, Wayde?”

“It’s what I do. Plus, I’ll have the backup of Lieutenant Kelly, Senator Knowles, and his two FBI agents. We were all involved in the Rhineman case.”

“Okay, then let’s get to it. I’ll also help you, and we won’t discuss your fee.” He stands up, walks to a desk, and writes a check. He returns, folds the bill, and hands them to Wayde, who’s now standing, along with his business card. “My phone numbers are on the card. Keep me informed, and let me know if I can do anything for you. If you need more money, call me.” 

They shake hands, and Wayde leaves the hotel suite.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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The Hamas, who interpret their name to mean “strength and bravery,” are based on the principles of Islamism, and the organization began gaining momentum throughout the Arab world in the 1980s. The Hamas formed to liberate Palestine, including modern-day Israel, from Israel's occupation and establish an Islamic state in the area that is now Israel, the West Bank, and the Gaza Strip.

Hamas is comprised of three interrelated wings. The first two are political and social wings, which administrate social, political, and propaganda activities. The third is the military wing, which is engaged in all the covert operations. It is responsible for gathering intelligence, procuring weapons, acting against suspected collaborators, and carrying out all military attacks.

The Izz al-Din al-Qassam Brigades are an integral part of the Hamas. They are subordinate to Hamas's broad goal; nevertheless, they have significant independence regarding decision-making. They’re an armed wing of the Palestinian Islamic Jihad and have leaders who don’t take their orders from Hamas nor inform Hamas of their operation plans in advance. The Izz al-Din al-Qassam operates as independent cells and many times, the high-ranking members of a cell are not privy to the activities of the other cells.

One of these cells, which was being financially backed by Qatar and working in Syria, learned about the Iranian's interest in a supposed chemical formula that could single out people of a specific nationality based on their genetic background and be deadly to them. 

They learned the formula developer was American chemist Dr. Frederick Rhineman. If the formula truly existed, the Palestinians wanted it. It would eliminate their problems with the Jews in Israel and give them the upper hand militarily over other military powers. It was a temptation they couldn’t resist. 

From an informant, the Qassam cell had learned that a few months earlier, Dr. Rhineman had sent a letter to the ambassador of Iran, telling him about the deadly formula. Believing it to be accurate, the Iranian clerics put three people in action to find it. While trying to retrieve the formula, the three Iranian agents, two men and one woman, were killed. However, they did not get the formula.

Later, the late chemist’s son, Jeffery Rhineman, came to Syria and met with representatives of Iran’s government. The Iranians were willing to pay one hundred million for the formula. The young Rhineman had asked for twenty million American dollars upfront before giving them the formula. When the Iranians refused and threatened him, he fled. 

Angered by the death of three of its agents and being scorned by the infidel Jeffery Rhineman, the clerics were determined to get the chemical formula. Shiite clerics sent two members of Tehran’s elite Quds force, a revolutionary guard responsible for extraterritorial operations, who reported directly to Iran's Supreme Leader to locate Jeffery Rhineman. The two men selected were skilled members of the force. Their instructions were to find Rhineman, get the formula, and kill him. The two Iranians chosen were Rostam Ahadi and Parviz Zarin, who had been friends of Zhubin and Bahadur. The men were killed months earlier in America while working with the beautiful woman Tannaz Khatibi to locate the puzzle pieces. Tannaz had been the lead agent on the Rhineman case and was close to gathering all the puzzle pieces of the game, which the Iranians thought to be stupid. They felt that only an infidel American would come up with something like solving a ridiculous puzzle to find ten million dollars in cash and a deadly chemical formula. However, during her effort, Tannaz had been killed by Elizabeth Rhineman, the ex-wife of Dr. Frederick Rhineman. 

Elizabeth secured all the puzzle pieces and claimed the coveted box, which supposedly contained the formula and the ten million dollars in cash from a pawn shop where Dr. Rhineman had put it months earlier. However, the late Dr. Rhineman had booby-trapped the box, and when Elizabeth Moreli Rhineman opened it, she was killed by exploding dynamite. It was later that the doctor’s son, Jeffery Rhineman, now claimed he had the ten million dollars and the deadly chemical formula.

Rostam Ahadi and Parviz Zarin were both highly experienced in their early forties. Rostam, the shorter of the two, is a sloppy dresser. He’s a chain smoker who lacks a sense of humor. He’s all business and enjoys killing. 

On the other hand, Parviz wore elegant clothes and was always well-dressed and manicured. He was a food and wine connoisseur and liked the ladies. Parviz negated Rostam’s dour personality with a good sense of humor; he was always smiling, oddly though the two men worked together like a well-oiled machine. They were not men when it was time for action; you’d want to be opposing. Nevertheless, six months had passed, and the two members of the Quds force could not locate the elusive Jeffery Rhineman. But then, based on information from talking to people in Colorado, where they’d last tracked the elusive Rhineman, the Iranians now believed he would soon be returning to his home in Ft. Lauderdale, Florida. Rostam and Parviz left Colorado, set up their base in a motel in the southern city, and began their search for the gay man.

The Izz al-Din al-Qassam cell competed against the Iranians, searching for Jeffery Rhineman and the deadly formula. The Palestinian Islamic Jihad cell selected three of their most experienced members in covert activities, skilled in execution-style hits, and sent them to America. The leader of this group was Siddra Abood, a talented, relentless twenty-eight-year-old woman. However, her age was the only thing about her; she was in her twenties. She had an hourglass figure. She was built and looked like the American movie star Jane Russell. Siddra was well-trained in how to lure, seduce, torture, and kill in her efforts to accomplish her goal. Other threesome members were Fahad Molla, a quiet six-foot muscular man in his mid-thirties, and Mika Waheed, a younger man whose average looks allowed him to blend into any crowd. He had the skills of a first-class thief and killer.
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CHAPTER SIX



[image: ]




Wayde feeds Yellow Bird, his pet canary, and leaves his Oriental-themed apartment early in the morning. He goes down the one flight of concrete exterior stairs to his designated, partially covered metal but open parking spot and gets into his six-year-old blue Mercedes SL-500 convertible. Minutes later, he pulled into the Bahia Mar Yacht basin entrance and drove past the numerous charter fishing boats. He parks before his friend Donald “Tiny” Barnes’ well-kept 1996 forty-one-foot Morgan Sportfish convertible. He gets out and steps up to the back of the boat. Wayde grins as he looks at the gold lettering and the pictures of the two hula girls named Laniru on either side of the boat. Wayde smiles as the reflection in the water reverses Laniru, spelling out the word urinal.

Not seeing Tiny, he calls out to him. Realizing that the big man wasn’t there, Wayde walked south across the parking lot to the Day’s Inn’s Bahia Cabana Beach Resort and restaurant on Seabreeze Boulevard. When he entered, he saw Tiny Barnes sitting at a table beside a window overlooking the water. He walks over, stands a few feet away, and watches his two-hundred-and-eighty-pound friend inhaling a double order of French toast and four over-easy eggs with a plate of bacon. 

“A morning snack?” he grins at his big friend.

“Hey, my man, Wayde, pull up a chair. I haven’t seen you in quite a while.”

“I’ve been busy,” Wayde sits down.

“You on a new case?”

“No, just been busy.”

Tiny roars in laughter, “Busy to you is either a new case or a new woman,” He downs a forkful of food.

Wayde watches Tiny for a few seconds while the big man devourers the food on his oversized plate. “Remember when we finished the Rhineman case and walked away from Elizabeth Rhineman’s gravesite, and you asked Senator Knowles if the finder’s fee for the missing ten million was still on the table?”

“Yeah,” he stops eating and looks at Wayde, “Is it?”

“It could be,” Wayde tells Tiny about the woman murdered at Jeffery Rhineman’s house and about Barton Rosemount.

Tiny’s round face is smiling and nodding. Wayde reaches into his pocket, removes the check Rosemount gave him, and slides it across the table.

Tiny glances down at the check and chokes on his food. “Fifty,” he yells, then covers his mouth and whispers, “A fifty-thousand-dollar retainer, Wayde?”

“Right, and he said if I need more cash, just ask for it.”

“Man, that’s something; maybe I should order a steak to go with these eggs.”

Wayde chuckles, “We haven’t earned anything yet.”

Tiny grins as he looks at Wayde, “You said we. Am I back on this with you?”

“You know all about the Rhineman case, and I realize I’m going to need my right-hand man again.”

“Damn, that’s great; charter fishing sucks lately. Besides, I’m getting tired of catering to the rich old assholes, all they do is bitch and complain, and they’re lousy tippers.”

“Okay, my friend, you’re on the payroll,” Tiny holds out his wide meat hook across the table, and they shake hands.

“Later today, I’m meeting with Lieutenant Kelly at his office. Then, tomorrow, I’m driving down to Miami to meet with Senator Knowles, Katie, and Steve Vargas. When I return, we’ll talk about where to start.”
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