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Prologue
The blindfold was torn off Dr. Gianni’s eyes, and he squinted at the light, trying to focus on the two men who had dragged him from his office at gunpoint, thrown him into the back seat of a car, and transported him to the small room where he now sat. There were no windows, the only light coming from a bare bulb in a ceiling fixture. The walls were all cinder block, except for a metal garage door that had been closed behind them. The room seemed like part of a warehouse, or one of those self-storage units. With the blindfold off, Gianni could see a hint of sunlight where the cinder blocks abutted a tin roof.

Gianni was seated at a metal table, his hands bound behind his back. At one end of the table stood Sal Catroni. Unlike the other man, he wore no disguise. His longish hair was slicked back neatly, white at the sides, darker on top. His brow was furrowed in a scowl, amplifying the deep frown lines between his black-looking eyes.

Catroni spoke first. “You know who I am?” he said.

Gianni shook his head.

“I’m Sal Catroni, of the Catroni family, and this here is Hector. Hector was a medic in the marines. He’s here to help you with some medical treatment.”

Hector stood at least six-two, all of it solid muscle. He wore a tight white dress shirt, its silk sleeves rolled neatly to the middle of his massive forearms. A ski mask, open at the forehead, concealed his face, and his closely cropped black hair stood mostly on end. It reminded Gianni of a 1960s style flat-top cut, only not as stiff.

“Hector has some tools for you, Doc,” Catroni said.

Hector opened a clean white linen cloth, the texture of a dishrag but with a starched white appearance. Inside were surgical instruments. Dr. Gianni instantly recognized them—there was a blade handle and several large #10 blades, the kind a surgeon would use to make a long incision. It was not a delicate blade, but one meant to cut hard and fast through a lot of tissue with a single swipe. Next to the blades was a bone cutting forceps, which Gianni knew to be a Rongeurs forceps. Then there was a large pile of neatly folded gauze pads.

“Recognize those tools?” Catroni asked.

Gianni nodded.

“Well, Hector here is prepared to do a little surgery today.”

Catroni released Gianni’s hands, placing his left hand on the table beside the white cloth, and the other hand behind Gianni’s back, re-binding it tightly to the chair with duct tape.

“Now Dr. Gianni, Hector here is going to start with the tip of your ring finger, on your left hand. You are right-handed, aren’t you?”

“What do you want from me?” Gianni said. He tried not to appear flustered. Years of surgical training and interminable hours on call had left him with a coolness under pressure, evident even now.

Catroni continued to talk. “It’ll just be the tip, so he won’t need that bone cutter, not right off anyway. And of course, we do have a
few questions to ask you along the way, and maybe a favor or two, as well.”

Hector struggled to put a pair of latex surgical gloves over his huge hands, then attached the blade to the handle with a dexterity that surprised Gianni, given the sheer size of his hands.

Hector said, “Hey, Sal, he’s got no ring on it, no wedding band. You and Janice still married, Doc? Hold still, now, so I only take the tip.”

Gianni thought the voice was vaguely familiar.

He used one hand to reinforce Catroni’s grip on Gianni’s left hand, isolating the finger and then slicing cleanly through the tip, taking less than an eighth of an inch with the blade cut. The cut was so fast that Gianni barely registered any pain, but he screamed, his sangfroid suddenly gone, when he saw Hector reach for the bone cutter.

“Relax,” Hector said, “I just want to clip the nail end, so it’s nice and neat. I want it to be nice and neat.” He clipped the nail end square and flush with the amputated finger stump. Blood poured out from the cut skin and Gianni winced as Hector grabbed a clump of gauze and squeezed it over the bloody digit.

Catroni then untied Gianni’s right hand, and Gianni instinctively clenched the blood drenched gauze in an attempt to slow the bleeding.

“Look,” Hector said. “The doctor knows what to do for the bleeding.”

Catroni spoke next. “Now you know that will heal just fine in no time. It was only a sliver, after all. And once it does, why, you’ll be just as good a surgeon as you ever were, so we have no problem…yet.
But the problems will begin when Hector has to do more. Because the next cut is on the next finger over, the middle finger, and just a little farther up. So this time Hector gets to use that bone cutter to clip a little bone, too. Then it’s on to the index finger, and a little higher up still. So by the time we get around to the thumb, the whole thing pretty much goes, Doc.”

Chapter One
New York, NY

Dr. Anthony Gianni entered OR Suite 5 with his hands raised up as if in prayer, scrubbed and ready for the towel.

“Music to my ears,” Dr. Larry Rosen said, stroking his salt and pepper goatee through his surgical mask.

“What’s that?” asked Dr. Gianni.

“Regular sinus rhythm,” Rosen said, looking up at the EKG machine. “It’s music to my ears.”

Rosen was not Gianni’s favorite anesthesiologist, especially on a difficult case, though he was a damn good one and probably had an IQ that placed him in the upper echelons of Mensa. Gianni was perfectly comfortable with Larry’s intelligence and clinical skills, it was just that the constant banter could wear on him after a while.

“You know what they say about anesthesia,” Rosen continued, “Hours of boredom punctuated by moments of terror. I just love the boredom of that normal sinus rhythm: beep…beep…beep.”

“Me, too.” Over the years he had probably heard Larry profess
that cliché no less than fifty times. He had also heard far too much about Rosen’s computer whiz son, his shopaholic wife, and assorted gossip dealing with any of the OR staff who were fortunate enough to be in another room at that moment. Then, of course, there were countless jokes, mostly bad ones.

Gianni’s hands were now dry and he thrust them one at a time into the gloves held by the scrub nurse.

“Anthony, how are your horses doing?” Rosen asked.

“Not now, Larry,” Gianni said.

Rosen looked up at Gianni from his stool at the patient’s head, then continued his banter. “All right, so listen to this joke, then. You hear the one about the definition of fascinate?”

“Don’t think I have,” Gianni said. “Can we put a CD in, Brenda?”

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	17
	...
	24
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Naked Submission by Trent, Emily Jane



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Bodas de odio by Florencia Bonelli



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Beads, Boys and Bangles by Sophia Bennett



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Sheala by Mays, Judy



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Homewrecker Incorporated by Chavous, S. Simone



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        If the Dead Rise Not by Philip Kerr



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Circle of Stones by Catherine Fisher



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Starlight by Anne Douglas



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Survivor Planet III by Juliet Cardin



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Dark Siren by Katerina Martinez


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    