


BLOODLINE




Books by Sidney Sheldon

Bloodline
A Stranger in the Mirror
The Other Side of Midnight
The Naked Face



SIDNEY SHELDON

BLOODLINE

WILLIAM MORROW AND COMPANY INC., NEW YORK



Copyright © 1977 by Sidney Sheldon

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced
or utilized in any form or by any means, electronic or me-
chanical, including photocopying, recording or by any infor-
mation storage and retrieval system, without permission in
writing from the Publisher. Inquiries should be addressed to
William Morrow and Company, Inc., 105 Madison Ave., New
York, N.Y. 10016.

Printed in the United States of America,



For Natalie
with love






Acknowledgments

While this is a work of fiction, the backgrounds are authentic,
and I wish to express my gratitude to those who so generously
contributed to my research. If, in adapting their information to
the requirements of a novel, I have found it necessary to expand
or contract certain time elements, I take full responsibility. My
deepest appreciation goes to

Dr. Margaret M. McCarron
Associate Medical Director
Los Angeles County, University of Southern California

Dean Brady, USC Pharmacy School

Dr. Gregory A. Thompson
Director, Drug Information Center
Los Angeles County, University of Southern California

Dr. Bernd W. Schulze
Drug Information Center
Los Angeles County, University of Southern California

Dr. Judy Flesh
Urs Jiggi, Hoffmann-La Roche & Co., A. G., Basel
Dr. Gunter Siebel, Schering A. G., Berlin

The Criminal Investigation Divisions of Scotland Yard, Zurich
and Berlin

Charles Walford, Sotheby Parke Bernet, London
And to Jorja, who makes all things possible.






“The physician will carefully
prepare a mixture of crocodile
dung, lizard flesh, bat’s blood
and camel’s spit . . .”

—~from a papyrus listing
811 prescriptions used
by the Egyptians in
1550 B.C.
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CHAPTER
1

Istanbul.
Saturday, September 5.
Ten pm.

He was seated in the dark, alone, behind the desk of Hajib Kafir,
staring unseeingly out of the dusty office window at the timeless
minarets of Istanbul. He was a man who was at home in a dozen
capitals of the world, but Istanbul was one of his favorite cities.
Not the tourist Istanbul of Beyoglu Street, or the gaudy Lalezab
Bar of the Hilton, but the out-of-the-way places that only the
Moslems knew: the yalis, and the small markets beyond the
souks, and the Telli Baba, the cemetery where only one person
was buried, and the people came to pray to him.

His waiting had the patience of a hunter, the quiet stillness of
a man in control of his body and his emotions. He was Welsh,
with the dark, stormy good looks of his ancestors. He had black
hair and a strong face, and quick intelligent eyes that were
a deep blue. He was over six feet tall, with the lean muscular body
of a man who kept himself in good physical condition. The office
was filled with the odors of Hajib Kafir, his sickly sweet tobacco,
his acrid Turkish coffee, his fat, oily body. Rhys Williams was
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unaware of them. He was thinking about the telephone call he
had received from Chamonix an hour earlier.

“ . . A terrible accident! Believe me, Mr. Williams, we are all
devastated. It happened so quickly that there was no chance to
save him. Mr. Roffe was killed instantly . . .~

Sam Roffe, president of Roffe and Sons, the second largest
pharmaceutical company in the world, a multibillion-dollar dy-
nasty that girdled the globe. It was impossible to think of Sam
Roffe as being dead. He had always been so vital, so full of life
and energy, a man on the move, living in airplanes that raced
him to company factories and offices all over the world, where
he solved problems others could not deal with, created new con-
cepts, pushed everyone to do more, to do better. Even though he
had married, and fathered a child, his only real interest had been
the business. Sam Roffe had been a brilliant and extraordinary
man. Who could replace himP Who was capable of running the
enormous empire he had left? Sam Roffe had not chosen an heir
apparent. But then, he had not planned to die at fifty-two. He
had thought there would be plenty of time.

And now his time had run out.

The lights in the office suddenly flashed on and Rhys Williams
looked toward the doorway, momentarily blinded.

“Mr. Williams! I did not know anyone was here.”

It was Sophie, one of the company secretaries, who was as-
signed to Rhys Williams whenever he was in Istanbul. She was
Turkish, in her middle twenties, with an attractive face and a
lithe, sensuous body, rich with promise. She had let Rhys know
in subtle, ancient ways that she was available to bring him what-
ever pleasures he wished, whenever he desired them, but Rhys
was not interested.

Now she said, “I returned to finish some letters for Mr. Kafir.”
She added softly, “Perhaps there is something I can do for you?”

As she moved closer to the desk, Rhys could sense the musky
smell of a wild animal in season.

“Where is Mr. Kafir?”

Sophie shook her head regretfully. “He has left for the day.”
She smoothed the front of her dress with the palms of soft,
clever hands. “Can I help you in some way?” Her eyes were
dark and moist.

“Yes,” Rhys said. “Find him.”

She frowned. “I have no idea where he could—"



