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Prologue



The battery was dead.


For six years she had evaded discovery. For six years she had lived in their midst and endured everything she had to endure but now, after all her sacrifices—now, when it was time to go home and accept the medals no one would ever see—now, when she would be given a job where she wouldn’t wake up shaking every night, terrified that the next day would be the day she’d be caught—now she was going to die because a car wouldn’t start.


She overcame the urge to scream and pound the steering wheel in frustration. She needed to stay in control. She needed to think. But she couldn’t stop the tears leaking from her eyes.


She couldn’t understand why Carson had waited so long to tell her to flee. As soon as the story appeared in the newspaper she knew she was vulnerable but Carson had told her not to panic, that too many people had attended the meeting. Then, four days later, he sent the text message to her cell phone. Just a single word: eclipse!


Eclipse meant: run. Run for your life.


For the last two years she had been begging Carson to let her go home, and he kept saying that he would but he needed her to stay just a little bit longer. Just give me six more months, he said—and then it was six more after that, and six more after that. The manipulative bastard. If he had kept his word, she would have told her lover that she had to visit a fictitious dying aunt in Bandar-e Maqam and taken a routine, commercial flight to the coastal city, after which a navy SEAL team would have picked her up on the beach. But now she couldn’t do that; there was no way she would be allowed to board a plane. So she had to use the backup escape plan, the plan they had never expected to use. And maybe that’s why the battery was dead: because someone had forgotten to check on the car they’d parked in the garage so long ago. Or maybe, because Carson waited too long, no one had time to check.


She had fled from the ministry as soon as she received Carson’s message and immediately called the four people in her network to alert them. None of them answered. That was bad. If they had been picked up they may have already talked. She knew they’d talk eventually because everybody talked in the end, no matter how strong they were. All she could do was hope they hadn’t talked yet.


The backup plan had been for her to pick up a car hidden in a small, private garage two miles from the ministry and then drive to a house twenty miles east of the city. There she would be hidden, for weeks if necessary, until they could transport her safely across the border into either Afghanistan or Kuwait. When she left the ministry, she had wanted to sprint the entire distance to the garage but had been afraid that she would call attention to herself. So she had walked as fast as she could, knowing each minute she spent walking was one more minute for them to get the roadblocks in place.


But now the roadblocks didn’t matter. Without a car she had no idea how she would get to the safe house. She couldn’t take a bus: there were no bus routes that went near the house. And as for walking or taking a cab ... the police, the military—and, of course, the brutes from the Ministry of Intelligence and Security—would all have her picture. They’d be showing it to cabdrivers and stopping every woman walking alone—and here, few women walked alone. And if she took a cab, and if the driver remembered her, not only would she die but so would the family who hid her at the safe house.


She forced herself to take a breath, to suppress the rising, screaming panic. Did she have any other options? Any? Yes, maybe one: the Swiss Embassy. The United States didn’t have an embassy in Iran but the Swiss did. Moreover, the Swiss were designated as a “protecting power” for U.S. interests in Iran, meaning that if some visiting American got into trouble the Swiss would do their best to help him out. But what she wanted the Swiss to do went far beyond helping some tourist who had lost his passport.


The Swiss Embassy was close, less than a mile from where she was, and if she was careful—if she used the alleys and ducked through buildings—she might make it there and she might live. They would know if she entered the embassy, of course, and it would cause the Swiss enormous political problems, but maybe they would provide her sanctuary until her own people could get her out of the country through diplomatic channels. God knows what sort of trade they’d have to make for her and she couldn’t even imagine the international uproar that would ensue, but she didn’t care about any of that. She was too young to die.


The way she’d lived the last six years, she’d never had the chance to experience the joys of being young. Her youth had been stolen from her—so they owed her, and to hell with the political fallout that would occur if she ran to the Swiss. She had done her job—and now the diplomats and the damn politicians could do theirs.


Her mind made up, she exited the useless car, ran to the side door of the garage, and threw it open—and was immediately blinded by the headlights of two vehicles. Men armed with machine pistols closed in on her.


She just stood there, head bowed, shoulders slumped in defeat, unable to move. She could feel something draining from her body —and that something was hope. There were no options left. There was no place to run or hide. She wished, more than anything else, that she had a gun; if she had had one she would have killed herself.


It was over.


She knew what was going to happen next.


She knew how she was going to die.





Chapter 1



Jacob LaFountaine, director of the Central Intelligence Agency, had been a second-string middle linebacker at Notre Dame. At age fifty-two, some of the muscle from his playing days had turned to fat, but not that much. He was still a bull of a man: six foot two, broad shoulders, strong arms, a deep chest. His legs were thick through the thighs but short in proportion to his upper body. He had dark hair, muddy brown eyes set beneath the shelf of a heavy brow, and an aggressive chin. He rarely smiled and he intimidated everyone who worked for him.


He looked up in annoyance when Sinclair entered his office. Sinclair was one of his deputies, a fussy nitpicker whom LaFountaine didn’t like but who was too good at his job to fire. He always looked anxious when he talked to LaFountaine but today he looked more than anxious—he looked ill, pale and waxen, as if he might be sick to his stomach at any moment.


Sinclair held up a disc. “You need to see this,” he said.


“What is it?” LaFountaine asked.


“A video that was delivered to the embassy in Kabul.”


“I have a meeting in five minutes.”


“You need to see this,” Sinclair said, surprising LaFountaine with his firmness.


LaFountaine made an impatient get-on-with-it gesture, and Sinclair put the disc into the DVD player.


“Brace yourself. It’s bad,” Sinclair said.


LaFountaine looked over at Sinclair, confused by the comment, but at that moment the video began. It showed the upper body of a woman wearing a typical Muslim robe and headdress. A veil covered her entire face, including her eyes. The camera pulled back and showed that the woman was kneeling, swaying slightly as if she was having a hard time maintaining her balance. Her hands were behind her back and LaFountaine thought they might be tied. The camera focused again on the woman’s head and then a man’s hand appeared and pulled the veil away from her face.


“Oh, Jesus,” LaFountaine said.


The woman had been beaten so severely that it was impossible to tell who she was or what she had originally looked like. Her left eye was swollen completely shut, the eye socket obviously shattered. Her right eye was almost closed, and the part of the eye that was visible was filled with blood. Her lips were split, her jaw appeared to be broken, and her nose was a deformed lump.


“Is that...”


Before LaFountaine could complete the question, the man’s hand appeared back in the picture, now holding a revolver, and the barrel of the weapon was placed against the woman’s right temple. LaFountaine stood up but was unable to speak. The gun stayed against the woman’s head for three seconds—three seconds that seemed like an eternity to LaFountaine—and during that time the woman did nothing. Because of the condition of her eyes, LaFountaine couldn’t see the fear that must be in them, or maybe at this point, he thought, she was beyond fear. Maybe it was relief she was feeling. Then the gun was fired. There was no sound accompanying the video but LaFountaine could see the man’s hand buck from the recoil of the weapon and watched in horror as blood and brain matter erupted out the left side of the woman’s head. The camera pulled back again to show the woman lying on her side, blood forming a wet red halo around her head. And then the screen went black.


“Was that...”


“Yeah,” Sinclair said, his voice hoarse. “It was Mahata.”


“Aw, those bastards,” LaFountaine said. “Those motherfuckers!” he screamed.


LaFountaine gripped the edge of his desk and the muscles in his upper arms flexed as he began to pick it up and flip it over. He wanted to unleash the rage he was feeling in a violent, destructive rampage. He wanted to smash every object in the room. He wanted to smash Sinclair. Then he closed his eyes and took a deep breath and walked over to a window so Sinclair couldn’t see his face.


With his broad back to Sinclair, he said, “I’ve been praying for days that she made it out. When we didn’t hear from her, I told myself it was because she was someplace where she couldn’t send a message. But I knew in my heart...”


He stopped speaking; there wasn’t anything else to say.


He stood looking out the window for another moment, then turned and faced Sinclair. “I want that bitch arrested,” he said. His voice was a low, deep-throated growl, like the noise a dog might make before it attacks. “I want her phones tapped, I want her apartment searched, and I want someone to get into every computer system she uses.”


“Jake, we can’t...”


“I want her source, goddamnit! I also want every person in this agency who knew about Diller polygraphed before the day is over. That includes you.”


“It wasn’t one of our people.”


“I want them all polygraphed. Today.”





Chapter 2



Sandra Whitmore knew she looked terrible.


The bastards had come to her house at two in the morning just like the fucking gestapo, and some lady cop had watched her get dressed—had even watched her pee—but they wouldn’t let her put on any makeup or comb her hair. So now she stood in a jail jumpsuit, flip-flops on her feet, her face bloated and unadorned and looking all of its fifty-six years—and all her fellow journalists were watching. The courtroom was filled with journalists.


She hoped no one could see her feet; her toenails looked like talons.


The judge—some big-nosed, bald-headed bastard who thought he was God—was talking again. “Ms. Whitmore, you said in your story that your source was a CIA employee, and if what you said is true, the government needs to know this person’s name. Your source divulged sensitive national security information, has caused the death of a CIA agent, and...”


Whitmore’s lawyer rose to his feet. “Your honor, there is no proof that ...”


“Don’t you dare interrupt me,” the judge snapped. “As I was saying, your source caused the death of a CIA agent, and this person could endanger other intelligence operations. In other words, your story was not only irresponsible but you are, right now, protecting a traitor. And contrary to what your attorney has argued, the identity of your source is not protected by the First Amendment or the press shield law. So if you don’t name...”


Whitmore’s lawyer—a pompous wimp in a three-piece suit—rose to his feet to argue with the judge again. Her lawyer. What a joke. He had made it clear that he worked for the Daily News and not for her, and if she didn’t like that fact she could pay for her own attorney— knowing damn good and well that she couldn’t afford one. But right now he was pretending that he cared about her welfare as he challenged the judge’s last statement.


Whitmore didn’t bother to listen to the legal wrangling; she already knew how this was going to end.


Her source. She couldn’t believe it when he had called her. Why me? she’d asked. Why hadn’t he called one of the heavy-hitters at the New York Times or the Washington Post? Or why not Sheila Cohen who worked for the News and had won a Pulitzer in 2007? The guy said he came to her because he didn’t trust the flaming liberals at the Times or the Post, and he wasn’t sure that Sheila had the balls for this kind of story. That had made her laugh; it also made her think that he didn’t know Sheila Cohen very well.


Her source told her that a man named Conrad Diller—a junior VP at Taylor & Taylor, the company founded by playboy millionaire Marty Taylor—had met secretly with several high-ranking officials in Tehran. The purpose of the meeting had been to sell the Iranians equipment that would improve the guidance system for their Shahab-3 missile, the Iranian medium-range missile that could hit Tel Aviv. According to her source, the CIA was aware of the meeting but were doing nothing to stop Diller from completing the deal. He concluded that either someone at Langley was getting a kickback from Marty Taylor or, more likely, the agency was playing some sort of dangerous political game. Whatever the case, the sale had to be stopped and what Marty Taylor was doing had to be exposed.


The next question she’d asked had been: Why should I believe you? And that’s when he had pulled out his CIA credentials. He also showed her proof that Diller had flown to Iran. Then she did what any good reporter would do: she confirmed the facts as best she could. She verified that Conrad Diller worked for Marty Taylor and verified, via an independent source, that he had taken a flight to Tehran from Cairo. She also called a guy at the Wall Street Journal that she’d had an affair with fifteen years ago and he confirmed that Taylor’s company was in deep financial trouble. Whitmore figured that Marty Taylor had to be up to his pretty neck in red ink to be selling classified shit to Iran.


Lastly, she called the CIA and asked if the agency would care to comment on her story. They pulled the usual gambit of stalling until right before her deadline, and when they called back all they did was badger her for her source. When she refused to name him, they said that if she published, ongoing operations could be jeopardized. The CIA’s lawyer then quoted some obscure federal code and said that if their operations were in any way compromised she could be subject to criminal charges. But that’s all the arrogant bastards said, and they never said anything about some spy being in danger. And so she published—and now she was in a jail jumpsuit.


She remembered the shit storm that had erupted in 2003 when that CIA agent Valerie Plame had her cover blown by Scooter Libby—or whoever the hell it really was. A couple of reporters were jailed for contempt for refusing to reveal their sources and one, a gal named Judith Miller who worked for the New York Times, spent almost three months in jail for refusing to give up a source. Whitmore didn’t know all the details regarding Plame, or what Miller had done; all she knew was that the leak investigation had gone on for months, had involved a gaggle of politicians and prominent journalists, and they came damn close to getting the vice president before it was all over.


And all that ruckus just for naming a spy—not for getting one killed.


She was in a world of trouble.


“Ms. Whitmore,” the judge asked, “do you understand that I’m going to place you in jail for contempt and that you’ll remain there until you agree to cooperate?”


Whitmore looked up at the judge’s glowering face and then glanced over at a guy from the LA Times she knew. He didn’t look the least bit sympathetic; he looked like he was having a ball. The little prick.


“Ms. Whitmore, do you understand me?” the judge repeated.


She looked back at the judge, directly into his beady eyes, and tilted her chin defiantly. “Yeah, I understand,” she said. And then, for the benefit of all the media present, she added, “And you can lock me up forever. I’ll never give up a source.”


One of the journalists sitting behind her cheered, and she figured that whoever he was he had to be very young. The rest of the journalists all let out little groans as they wrote down the hackneyed, self-serving quote they would be forced to include in their stories.


Actually, she was petrified of going to jail. She had three addictions: nicotine, alcohol, and pain medication. She’d been taking painkillers ever since she sprained her back five years ago, and at work she went outside every half hour to smoke. And at night, every night, she drank half a bottle of cheap scotch. Jail was going to be a living hell—and the government was going to do everything it could to make it so.


But she would endure it, by God, she would.


This was the best thing that had happened to her in twenty years.





Chapter 3



When the story appeared in the paper, Conrad Diller knew he was going to be arrested, so he wasn’t surprised when two FBI agents knocked on his door. He was only surprised that they had waited ten days. As they were placing the handcuffs on his wrists, he told his wife to call the lawyer.


He had spoken with the lawyer only once since the article appeared. The man had said, “When they come for you, they’ll ask if you’re Conrad Diller and you’ll say ‘yes.’ Then they’ll read you your rights and ask you if you understand them, and you’ll say ‘yes’ again. After that, I don’t want you to say another word. Do you understand?”


The lawyer had waited for Diller to say that he understood, but he didn’t. What he had said instead was, “I’m not going to jail for this, and you damn well better make sure Marty Taylor understands that.”


The federal prosecutor was a man named Barnes and he worked for the U.S. attorney responsible for the Southern District of California. He reminded Diller of his high school wrestling coach: five foot nine, a compact, muscular body, and gray hair cut so close you could see his red scalp through the bristles. And just like his old coach, Barnes wanted you to think that he was a tough little bastard and, in spite of his size, could kick the crap out of you. Diller had been afraid of the wrestling coach—and he was afraid of Barnes, too.


“Mr. Diller,” Barnes said, “if you don’t cooperate with us, you’re going to spend at least ten years in a federal prison, a prison filled with violent, psychotic criminals. You will be beaten and gang raped and become the house pet of some demented sadist.”


Diller’s lawyer snorted—but it was an eloquent snort, a snort that implied that everything the prosecutor had just said was theatrical bullshit.


His lawyer was an overweight, badly dressed old man named Porter Henry. He was at least seventy, wore a wrinkled brown suit, a frayed white shirt, and a yellow bow tie speckled with little blue dots. When Diller was arrested, he had thought the law firm Marty Taylor used would defend him, but Taylor’s lawyers refused, saying there could be a conflict of interest issue at some point in the future. They did recommend Porter Henry, though, and a little research on the Internet had shown that Henry won a lot more cases than he lost— but still, he would have liked it better if the guy had been someone more like himself, someone in his thirties who knew how to dress. He just couldn’t relate to the old fart—and he didn’t trust him either— but so far the guy had kept him out of jail.


“He’s not going to do any time,” Porter Henry said to the prosecutor. “Your entire case is based on the unsubstantiated testimony of a dead woman.”


Now the prosecutor smiled—a thin, nasty little smile that didn’t show his teeth. “Yeah, but she’s one hell of a dead woman,” he said. “A patriot who gave her life for her country, and her testimony is documented in reports she sent the CIA.”


Henry snorted again. “Reports that we can’t see in totality because they’re classified.”


“I’m not going to debate this with you, Mr. Henry,” Barnes said. “Either your client admits he went to Iran on behalf of Martin Taylor or we go to trial. And I’ll win in court.”


When Porter Henry’s only response was a negative shake of his head, the prosecutor looked at Conrad Diller and asked, “Are you in love with Marty Taylor, Mr. Diller? I’m trying to understand why you’re willing to go to prison for a pampered millionaire who’s disavowed any knowledge of your actions.”


“This meeting is over,” Porter Henry said.


“Then we’ll see you in court,” the prosecutor said.


Diller went back to Henry’s office after the meeting with the prosecutor. The office was like its occupant: old-fashioned and musty. There was a massive desk stacked with correspondence and unanswered call slips; Audubon paintings of green-headed mallards hung on the walls; a scarred wooden table, one better suited for a farmhouse kitchen, was piled high with yellowing stacks of papers. Dusty law books were scattered everywhere—on shelves, on chairs, on the floor—and none of them looked as if they’d been opened in years.


Porter Henry plopped his wide ass into the swivel chair behind his desk and pointed Diller to the wooden chair in front of the desk. “Now, I know that guy scared you a bit, but...”


“I’m not going to jail,” Diller said.


“Son, I want you to listen to me,” Henry said.


Diller had noticed before that the old man had a fat, jovial face and was always smiling but the smile never reached his eyes—and he had really cold, dead eyes. Porter Henry was, upon reflection, a scary son of a bitch.


“All the government has,” Henry said, “is some message—a message they can’t admit into evidence in totality because it’s classified. And this message was probably encrypted originally, which means somebody had to translate it from code into normal English. Or maybe it was passed to couriers, and God knows what the couriers did to the message. And the government is going to have to be able to prove that this woman was really at this meeting that you allegedly attended, and they can’t do that.”


“She was there,” Diller said, “at least for some of it.”


“But the government can’t prove it,” Porter Henry said, “unless they can get some Iranian to take the stand, and that’s not going to happen.” Then he smiled, exposing horsey, yellow teeth. “So relax. No jury is going to send you to jail when the government’s entire case is based on the word of the CIA—the most unreliable, untrustworthy intelligence agency in this country’s history.”


“If they show the jury the video of that woman being killed, they’ll fry me.”


Henry shook his head. “They just showed you that video to scare you, Conrad, but the video is irrelevant and inadmissible. You’re being accused of trying to sell classified technology, not for killing that agent. In addition, there’s no proof that there’s any connection between that young woman’s death and you being in Iran, and the Iranian ambassador to the United Nations has denied that his government killed the woman. So don’t worry about the video; a jury will never see it.”


Before Diller could say anything else, Porter Henry continued, “I know you’re worried but Mr. Taylor is paying you five million dollars for your troubles. I would think that would bolster your resolve. How old are you, Conrad?”


“Thirty-four.”


“Thirty-four years old and five million dollars. Think about that. If you invest that money wisely, you can retire right now. You’ll never have to work for the rest of your life. And all you have to do to earn the money is go to court and stick to your story: you were in Tehran as a tourist, you met with nobody, and the government can’t prove otherwise. Young man, I wish I had had a retirement opportunity like yours when I was thirty-four.” Porter Henry smiled when he said this, and again the smile didn’t reach his eyes.


Conrad Diller didn’t say anything for a minute. Then he said it again, “I’m not going to jail for Marty Taylor.”





Porter Henry had no respect for men like Diller. When he was younger, much younger, he had defended thugs—bank robbers, dope addicts, muggers, car thieves. Those men had had no illusions about who they were or what they did, and they all knew that if they were caught they’d go to jail. They expected to go to jail.


But not Diller. He was one of those privileged young snots who had had every advantage. He had been raised by wealthy, doting parents, had gone to the right schools, and then had been lucky enough to get a job that paid extremely well. But he wasn’t satisfied. He wanted a bigger house, a fancier car; he wanted to be a player. So he decided to do something that he knew was illegal—but when he was caught, he didn’t expect to go to the can. No, not him. He expected his golden life would continue as it always had. Diller didn’t just lack courage, he was one of those people who sincerely believed that he was above the herd and shouldn’t be treated like the criminal he was.


Porter Henry picked up the phone on his desk. It had push buttons, of course, but he would have liked it better if it had had an old-fashioned dial. He liked the sound phones used to make when you dialed a number and the phone dial rotated back. Marty Taylor answered his call.


“I’m afraid young Mr. Diller lacks the necessary resolve,” Porter Henry said. “He’ll give you up if the case doesn’t look like it’s going his way.”


“Aw, goddamnit. Why is it that everything I do these days turns to shit?”


Marty Taylor, Porter Henry thought, wasn’t much different from Conrad Diller: he was another young snot who whined like a baby when things didn’t go his way.


“So what do I do now?” Taylor asked.


“I would suggest that you talk to Yuri, Mr. Taylor. He’ll know what to do.”





Chapter 4



Mavis looked up just as her boss walked through the door. He was a big man with a heavy gut, a broad back, and hair as white as snow. In spite of the weight he carried, he was still a handsome man, and when he smiled, and when those blue eyes twinkled, he could make her heart sing. But right now he wasn’t smiling. He was moving toward his office like a man on a mission, and she knew what the mission was: he needed a drink. It was almost eleven a.m. and he hadn’t had one all day—unless he had had one with his breakfast, which was possible.


She had worked for him for almost thirty years and she knew him as well as his wife did. Hell, she knew him better than his wife because she was sure that his wife didn’t know half the things he’d done. He was an alcoholic and a womanizer and played outrageous games with the taxpayers’ money, money that he treated as his own. He was lucky other people didn’t know what she knew; if they did, he would probably be serving time in a federal prison.


She shook her head. Her boss: John Fitzpatrick Mahoney, Speaker of the United States House of Representatives—and God help the country.


He dropped a thick three-ring binder on her desk and said, “Have Perry read all that shit and tell me what it says,” and then continued on toward his office.


He had just been in a meeting with some Treasury people, and she knew the notebook contained proposals for how to deal with a federal budget deficit that had reached an all-time high. She also knew he had sat through the meeting not paying attention to a single thing that had been said. Nothing bored him more than budget discussions. But Perry Wallace, his chief of staff, would stay that day until he had read every word in the binder. Then he would boil all the nonsense down to a single sheet of paper and Mahoney would most likely go along with whatever Perry recommended.


Mahoney was lazy, but he wasn’t stupid. That’s why he had a hardworking genius like Perry Wallace as his chief of staff—and her. She was just as indispensable to him as Perry, and he knew it, too.


He just didn’t know that she loved him and always would.


Mahoney loosened his tie, sat back in his chair, and put his big feet up on his desk. In his thick right paw he held a tumbler of bourbon. He took a sip and sighed. Nothing like the first one of the day. He looked around for the remote and fortunately it was sitting on his desk so he didn’t have to get up and search the room for it. He turned on the television just as Jake LaFountaine was walking up to a podium to address a gaggle of reporters.


Mahoney knew LaFountaine had been director of the CIA an unprecedented eight years and had served under two presidents, one a Democrat, the other a Republican. He was a career spook. He had been in military intelligence when he was in the army, had worked at the NSA, been a deputy director at Langley, and prior to being appointed as director of the CIA had been the national security advisor. He had no known political aspirations and he tended to act like a man with no such aspirations. He had nothing but disdain for the media and this was evident every time he spoke to them—or about them. Even worse, LaFountaine wasn’t the type to measure his words. So for him to be addressing the media instead of letting his PR guy do the job was very unusual, which was why Mahoney had decided to watch the news conference. He was sure LaFountaine had been given a carefully prepared script, but he also knew that he was likely to ignore it. He was like Mahoney in that respect.


LaFountaine stood for a moment, looking down at the podium, then gave the cameras the full force of his eyes. “As you all know,” he said, “a CIA agent named Mahata Javadi was executed in Iran. The Iranian government has denied any responsibility for her death but I know they shot her, and before she died she was severely beaten, tortured, and most likely raped.”


The journalists let out a collective gasp. The death of the spy had been reported—the way she had died had not.


“Mahata Javadi spent six years in Iran. Six horrible, stressful, perilous years. She was one of the bravest people I ever met, and she provided this country with vital intelligence on the most dangerous government on this planet. Our covert agents know, as I do, that they might pay the ultimate price if they are discovered and were it not for one thing I could accept Mahata’s death. What I cannot accept is that she died because of a story published by an irresponsible journalist named Sandra Whitmore. Had it not been for Ms. Whitmore’s story, Mahata would be alive today.”


“Mr. LaFountaine,” a reporter called out. “Can you tell us...”


“Shut up!” LaFountaine said.


Oh boy, Mahoney thought.


LaFountaine didn’t say anything for a moment. He just stood there, head down, as he tried to regain his composure. Finally, he looked out at the reporters again and said, “The only reason I’m talking to you people today is because Ms. Whitmore claimed the source for her story was a member of the Central Intelligence Agency. I want you to know that every person at the CIA who had even the slightest knowledge of Mahata’s mission or any knowledge of Mr. Diller’s trip to Iran has been questioned, investigated, and polygraphed. No one— I repeat, no one—at the CIA was Ms. Whitmore’s source. I will stake my job on that.”


Now that’s pretty gutsy, Mahoney thought.


LaFountaine paused. “But a week before Ms. Whitmore published her story I met with select members of the House and Senate to give them a routine update on intelligence matters.”


“You son of a bitch!” Mahoney said, and he stood up, sloshing bourbon on his pants.


“During this meeting, I informed the committee that the CIA was aware that Diller had met with people in Iran. I told the committee we didn’t want Diller arrested immediately because doing so could jeopardize an ongoing operation. I told them that we’d deal with Mr. Diller—and his boss, Martin Taylor—at some later date. So, contrary to what Ms. Whitmore implied in her story, the CIA was in no way covering up our knowledge of Diller’s activities.”


“Are you saying that someone in Congress was Whitmore’s source?” a reporter asked.


LaFountaine just looked at the reporter for a moment, then walked away from the podium.


“You son of a bitch!” Mahoney screamed again.





Chapter 5



The florist locked the door of his small shop in Alexandria, put the CLOSED sign in the door, and lowered the Venetian blinds over the front window. He usually left the blinds open, even when the shop was closed. He liked people to be able to walk by and see the flowers— to see his work. He personally thought of the floral arrangements in his window as works of art, not advertising, and he had constructed most of the bouquets and wreaths himself. He had always been good with his hands but he was surprised to discover that the same hard hands that had been trained to maim and kill could fashion nature into beautiful, artistic displays.


He sat down on the high stool behind the sales counter and looked around his shop. He was going to miss it so much. He had never in his life known the tranquillity that he had found in this small, sweet-scented place; it was the only spot on the planet where the ghosts of his past didn’t invade.


The florist had been told more than once that he didn’t look like a man who sold flowers for a living. He was six foot three and had broad shoulders and very strong arms; his chest and forearms were matted with dark hair. And although his only regular exercise was walking the two miles from his home to his shop every day, he had good genes and his stomach was flat and he weighed the same as he had when he was thirty. He was fifty-three now.


He had a hard-looking face: dark, probing eyes, a prominent nose, and thin, cruel lips hidden by an impressive black mustache. He wore his hair cut close to his skull because he didn’t like to fuss with it and because he had always worn it that way. There was a long scar on his left forearm, almost ten inches long, but it had faded to a thin white line that wouldn’t have been noticeable if the color of the scar didn’t contrast so starkly with his dark skin. When anyone asked him the cause of the scar he would laugh and tell them he’d tripped and fallen through a window when he was young. I was a clumsy boy, he’d say. He couldn’t tell the truth: how the bomb fragments had magically flown past him on that horrible night leaving him with only one small reminder of how incredibly lucky he’d always been. As he sat there he thought it might be smart to let his hair grow out and, at some point, he’d have to shave his mustache, something he hated to do because he was vain about it.


He looked around the shop one more time, knowing he would most likely never see it again, and then called out to his assistant who was working in the back room. She was surprised when she saw the CLOSED sign on the door.


Marta Silverman was the same age as him. She was a plump, motherly woman, pleasant and reliable, and had been with him for nine years. He told her his brother was terminally ill and he was leaving that night to care for him. He said he might be gone for a long time, possibly several months, and that she should hire someone to help her while he was gone.


Naturally, she said how sorry she was. And naturally she said that she didn’t know he had a brother as she’d never heard him speak of one before. And that was true. He never spoke of his brother because Mohsen had been dead for years.


He told Marta to take the rest of the day off, and after she left he walked back to the potting room. One table had bags of soil and fertilizer stacked on it and, without removing any of the heavy bags from the table, he pushed it to one side. The floor in the potting room was made of rough wooden planks, and using a screwdriver he pried up two of the planks that had been under the table. He reached down into the hole and pulled out a locked metal box he had hidden there sixteen years ago when he first opened the shop. His hope had always been that the box would remain hidden forever—but God had decided that was not to be.


He took out the pistols first: a Makarov 9 mm and a Colt .22 automatic equipped with a silencer. The weapons had been sealed in plastic bags and small packets of moisture-absorbing desiccant had been placed in the bags. He dry-fired the weapons a couple of times and they appeared to function properly. Later, he would disassemble and clean them thoroughly.


Remaining in the box was a switchblade knife and a pouch that contained two sets of false identification papers: passports, social security cards, and driver’s licenses. The knife he would keep; the identity papers he would destroy. Being almost twenty years old, the documents were expired and he no longer looked like the young man in the pictures. Fortunately, the forger who had made the IDs was still alive and not in prison, and the florist had kept in touch with him. He would call the man today and get him started on manufacturing two new identities.


Lastly, he pulled out a prayer rug from a closet. He had never been a religious man, and he couldn’t remember the last time he had prayed. He placed the rug on the floor, took off his shoes, then knelt and touched his head to the floor.


He asked God to assist him in his mission.


He prayed to God to grant him vengeance.





Chapter 6



“Honey, is that the bat phone ringing?” Betty Ann asked, calling out from the kitchen.


“Aw, crap, it sounds like it,” Benny said, and with some effort he struggled out of the recliner’s soft embrace.


They called it the bat phone because it came with a scrambler and was illegally connected to the telephone pole behind the next-door neighbor’s house. Boy, had that been a bitch, hooking up that wire. He could still remember it: three in the morning, Betty Ann holding on to the base of the ladder so it wouldn’t slip, her yammering at him to hurry up, him hissing at her to shut up, then dropping the pliers, almost hitting her head, and her shrieking loud enough to wake the dead. What a fun night that had been.


Benny Mark—not Marks—was fifty-six years old, five foot seven, and, depending on which weight-height chart you wanted to believe, he was either fifty or seventy pounds overweight. He had lost most of his hair when he was in his thirties and all he had now was a horseshoe fringe of curly gray that ran around the base of his round skull. But neither his bald head nor his big, sloppy gut bothered Benny. Not much of anything bothered Benny. He was a content man, almost always in a good mood, and this was reflected by his face: the laugh lines radiating from his small blue eyes, his lips perpetually turned up in a pleasant half-smile.


He walked slowly to his office. The bat phone was still ringing. There was no answering machine connected to it so it would ring until either the caller hung up or Benny answered.


“Hel-lo,” Benny said cheerfully. The caller started talking immediately. Rude bastard. He didn’t even ask how Benny and Betty Ann were doing, even though he’d known them both for years.


“Hang on a sec,” Benny said. “Lemme get a pen.” He opened the center drawer of his desk and looked into the little tray where the pens were supposed to be, but there weren’t any. Goldang it, where were all the pens? It was like something ate them for snacks. He pulled the drawer all the way out. Ah, there was one, hiding all the way in the back.


“Okay, shoot,” Benny said. He listened for about five minutes and took notes. He asked a couple of questions and concluded with, “Allrighty. I’ll head out there tonight.”


Benny got on the Internet, bought an airline ticket, made a reservation at a motel, and then walked into the kitchen to tell his wife he was going out of town. She was standing at the sink, washing the breakfast dishes, watching one of them dumb-ass morning talk shows, the one with the four broads all sitting around a table yapping.


He looked at his wife’s ass and shook his head in dismay: she looked like a hay wagon from the rear. During their marriage the two of them had gained weight at about the same rate but fortunately Betty Ann still had her hair: a short perm she dyed dark red. And her face...he swore as they got older they had even started to look alike, both of them with broad noses, jowly cheeks, and double chins. The next thing you knew they’d be one of them dipshit couples walking along the street wearing identical hats and jackets, looking like fat ancient twins.


But she was a good ol’ gal. No way would he trade her in for some young bimbo, not at his age, he wouldn’t. She had a sense of humor, she didn’t complain all that much, and when she was younger ... oh, the jugs that woman had. He almost fainted the first time he touched them.


“That was Jimmy,” Benny said.


“How’s he doing?” Betty Ann asked.


“Who knows? The bastard, he’s all business. He didn’t even ask how we were. Anyway, I gotta leave tonight.”


“Oh, no! Are you going to miss Dave’s party?”


“When is it?”


“Friday.”


“Yeah, I doubt I’ll be back that soon. Make up some excuse.”


“He’ll be so disappointed. A sixtieth birthday’s a big deal, you know.”


“Yeah, it means you’re one year closer to being dead,” Benny said and cackled.


“Oh, you. Where are you going this time?”


“Myrtle Beach. I made a reservation at the Best Western on Ocean Boulevard. FedEx me a .32 there. And don’t pack the gun in that Styrofoam bubble shit this time. That stuff gets all over the place. Just use newspaper or something.”





Chapter 7



“I want everyone who attended that meeting polygraphed by one of my technicians,” LaFountaine said.


He was speaking to John Mahoney and Clyde Rackman, and they were in Rackman’s office. Rackman was the majority leader of the Senate, a tall, rail-thin man in his seventies with mournful eyes and wispy gray hair, and it seemed as if a strong wind might blow him away. His apparent frailty, however, was misleading. He worked fourteen-hour days, was as tough as any politician on Capitol Hill, and he could be downright vicious to any Democrat who didn’t toe the party line.


“I don’t think—” Rackman started to say but Mahoney interrupted.


“In your dreams. You’re not hooking up wires to anybody here on the Hill, and you know it.”


LaFountaine glared at Mahoney, and Mahoney glared back. Mahoney was older than LaFountaine by several years but both were big, bulky men and, except for their hair color, were actually quite similar in appearance. Glowering at each other across the conference table, they looked like two bulldogs ready to lunge at each other’s throat.


“Somebody gave the story to that reporter, Mahoney,” LaFountaine said, “and it wasn’t one of my people. That means somebody that works in this building got my agent killed.”


“Director LaFountaine,” Rackman said, “I’d suggest that you be very careful about making accusations you can’t prove.”


“Fuck being careful, Senator. There are no cameras in this room. I want to know what you guys are going to do to get to the bottom of this.”


“I’ll speak to all the senators who attended your briefing,” Rackman said. “And I’m sure John will talk to folks in the House.”


“The staff weenies, too,” LaFountaine said. “And there was some damn kid serving coffee, although I’m sure she wasn’t in the room when I was talking.”


“We’ll talk to everybody,” Rackman said, “but you made it clear the day you were over here that if anybody talked about Diller, one of your operations could be affected. I just can’t believe that ...”


“It wasn’t just Mahata who was killed,” LaFountaine said. “She had a network over there, four people who helped her. They’re all missing and we’re pretty sure they’re dead, too. And we think they were all tortured before they were killed because one of them gave up Mahata’s escape route.”


Mahoney grimaced.


“I’m sorry,” Rackman said, “but...”


“You guys have no idea how valuable that woman was to this country. We developed a perfect background for her, placed her in Iran, and basically told her to fuck her way into a position where she could obtain information. She was a beautiful woman, and as repulsive as it must have been for her, she did what we asked. It took her three years but she eventually became the mistress of a high-level guy in their defense department and landed a job as a translator. You can’t even imagine the information she provided.”


“Has the reporter said anything since they put her in jail?” Rackman asked.


Neither Rackman nor LaFountaine noticed but Mahoney glanced away when the reporter was mentioned.


“No,” LaFountaine said. “That bitch hasn’t had a story like this in twenty years. I heard they almost dumped her when the paper downsized last year, but they didn’t want to get caught up in some feminist, EEO, lawsuit bullshit. And now she’s a fucking star, sitting in that cell, playing the intrepid reporter.”


LaFountaine smiled. It wasn’t a pretty sight.


“But I found some things out about her. She’s borderline claustrophobic so I got her put in the smallest cell they had. She’s also addicted to painkillers, and I’m making sure she doesn’t get her pills until she’s almost out of her mind. I’m thinking about replacing the pills with placebos.”


“Jesus,” Rackman said. “Why in the hell would you tell me something like that? I can’t know that you’re...”


“Tough shit,” LaFountaine said.


LaFountaine stood up. “I’m not screwing around here. One of your people leaked that story and if you don’t find out who it was, I will. And when I find out, I’m not going to give a good goddamn about whatever political problems it’ll cause you.”


Rackman stood up, too. “I won’t be spoken to in that manner and I don’t like being threatened. I may have a talk with your boss.” Rackman meant the president.


LaFountaine snorted. “Go ahead. If Whitmore doesn’t give up her source pretty soon, I’m going to ask him to assign a special prosecutor and he’ll question your folks under oath. And then I’ll get whoever did this for perjury as well because I know the son of a bitch will lie.”


After LaFountaine left, Rackman asked Mahoney, “Do you think he’s right, John? Do you think somebody in Congress could have been Whitmore’s source?”


“I dunno,” Mahoney said.


Mahoney wasn’t exactly lying. He wasn’t positive that he knew who had leaked the story—but he had a pretty good idea who it might have been.





Chapter 8



DeMarco was playing hooky.


What he was supposed to be doing was figuring out why a Republican congressman from Arkansas kept flying to Minnesota every weekend. Mahoney knew the guy was up to something, and he wanted to know what. If all the young congressman was doing was having an affair, then Mahoney—a man who had had many affairs—probably wouldn’t do anything. But if the guy was up to something else, something illegal, well ... DeMarco still had no idea what Mahoney might do. Turn the guy in? Maybe. Take him to the woodshed and make him see the error of his ways? Possibly. But more likely, unless the guy was a serial killer, Mahoney would just use the information to control his vote. With Mahoney, nothing was ever simple or certain.


But instead of rooting out mischief in politics, DeMarco was watching a baseball game. Curtis Jackson, the man who supervised the Capitol’s janitors, had given DeMarco the ticket. A lobbyist had originally given the ticket to a congressman, and the congressman had passed it to Jackson, but because Jackson didn’t want to burn up his vacation time, he had asked if DeMarco wanted to go to the game.


“On a Wednesday?” DeMarco had said. “Right in the middle of the workday? Hell, yeah, I wanna go.”


And so there he sat, his seat right behind the Nationals’ dugout. He couldn’t remember the last time he had a seat this good. And he liked day games a lot better than night games, particularly when the weather was like it was today: a beautiful seventy degrees, not a cloud in the sky, the flags in the outfield barely moving. He took a sip of his beer and snuck another glance at the good-looking mommy sitting with the two little boys one row away. He noticed she didn’t wear a wedding ring. Hmmm. Maybe he’d...


Shit! He could tell just by the sound the ball made coming off the bat that that baby was gone, outta the park, bye-bye baseball. The Mets now led four to zip, and it was only the second inning. But who cared? He had a beer, he had the sun on his face, there was a pretty woman to look at and hot dogs to eat—and he wasn’t working.


The Nationals pitching coach and the catcher were out on the mound now. The shortstop was with them and DeMarco guessed he was there to translate, the pitcher being a Cuban defector who spoke only Spanish. DeMarco could imagine the conversation, the pitching coach saying to the shortstop, “Ask him why the fuck he keeps throwing fastballs belt-high, right over the plate?” The shortstop would then repeat the question in machine-gun-rapid Spanish, the translation probably beginning with, “This asshole wants to know why ...”


Two minutes later the home-plate umpire broke up the bilingual conference, and just as the pitcher was fondling the rosin bag to delay his next pitch, DeMarco’s cell phone rang. He looked at the caller ID. Crap. It was Mahoney.


“Where the hell are you?” Mahoney asked.


“Uh...”


Fortunately, before DeMarco had to invent a plausible lie, Mahoney said, “I don’t care. Get over to Old Ebbitt’s. I gotta meeting over at Treasury that begins in ten minutes. When it ends, I’ll come over to the restaurant. I need you to...”


Crack! DeMarco looked up and saw the ball heading toward the right-field fence—and at the same time thirty-two thousand people at Nationals Park let out a massive groan.


“Where the hell are you?” Mahoney asked again.





The Old Ebbitt Grill was directly across the street from the massive structure that housed the U.S. Department of the Treasury. It had a mahogany-colored bar that seemed about a hundred yards long, a shiny brass foot rail that ran along the bottom of the bar, and behind the bar were about a thousand bottles of booze. He was served by a dignified bartender dressed in a white shirt and a black bow tie who spoke with an Irish brogue.


DeMarco approved of Old Ebbitt’s bar.


He’d been relieved that he’d been able to get to the restaurant before his boss and he’d just taken a sip of his martini when Mahoney walked through the door. He stood on the landing in front of the hostess’s lectern, his big white-haired head swiveling about as he looked for DeMarco. He finally saw him standing at the bar and made an irritated get-over-here gesture with his right arm.


DeMarco followed Mahoney to a table where Mahoney ignored him until his drink arrived—a double bourbon on the rocks. He opened his mouth to speak but then stopped and looked away, as if he was embarrassed about whatever it was that he was going to say. And this surprised DeMarco. Mahoney was a man who was rarely embarrassed by anything he did or said.


“Sometimes,” Mahoney finally said, “a guy’s dick can lead him into real trouble.”


For a minute DeMarco wondered if Mahoney was talking about the congressman from Arkansas but swiftly concluded he wasn’t. Mahoney was talking about himself.


“There’s a reporter named Sandra Whitmore...”


“You mean the one...”


“Yeah. That one. When she was younger, she had a body that could stop traffic and I tossed her a story that almost won her a Pulitzer. She’s never had a story as big as that since. Anyway, I got a letter from her yesterday saying that she’s going to talk to her pals in the media about her love life if I don’t help her.”


“She’s blackmailing you?”


Mahoney shrugged. “Go see her. See if something can be done to get her out of jail.”


“From what I’ve read there’s no way she’s going to get out unless she gives up her source. I mean, what she did...”


“Yeah, well, go see if there’s another option. She doesn’t have the temperament to sit in a cell for very long.”


“Okay,” DeMarco said. He knew from past experience that arguing with Mahoney over the feasibility of an assignment was a waste of time.


“There’s something else,” Mahoney said. “LaFountaine’s up to something.”


“Like what?”


“I don’t know. He came up to the Hill that day to give us an update on intelligence stuff, just like he told the press. But the thing is, he’s always hated talking to us about what his guys are doing. We usually have to force his stubborn ass to brief us and then he’ll tell us as little as he possibly can, and he’ll make us just drag the information out of him. Well, that day he acted the way he always did, not saying shit about anything important, but right there at the end he tossed out that bit about Diller. He was casual about it, letting us know Marty Taylor was up to something illegal but that he wanted to hold off on arresting Diller and Taylor so it didn’t screw up whatever operation he was running. And when he brought up the thing about Diller, the meeting was behind schedule, as usual, and so nobody even asked any questions.”


“I don’t understand,” DeMarco said.


“What I’m saying is that LaFountaine telling the committee about Diller was completely out of character. So I think he’s up to something but I can’t figure out what.”


“But what do you want me to do about it?” DeMarco asked. “I mean, he’s the director of the CIA.”


“Yeah, I know.” Mahoney sat there brooding a moment, then said, “Ah, forget LaFountaine. You’re right, there’s probably nothing you can do. Maybe Emma could, but you ...” Mahoney didn’t complete the sentence but DeMarco knew what he meant. His friend Emma had once been a high-ranking member of Washington’s intelligence community and she could do things in that arena that he couldn’t even come close to doing—but even if that was the case, Mahoney’s comment still stung, implying that DeMarco was, and always would be, lacking in so many ways.


DeMarco was a lawyer who had never practiced law, and if he continued to work for John Mahoney he never would. Mahoney had hired him only as a favor to an old friend, but because of the notoriety of DeMarco’s father, Mahoney refused to give him a legitimate staff position. Instead, he buried DeMarco in a closet-sized office in the subbasement of the Capitol and made sure that no organizational chart connected him to the Speaker’s realm.


DeMarco liked to think of himself as a political troubleshooter but that was a face-saving illusion. In reality, he was the guy Mahoney used whenever he wanted something done that he didn’t want traced back to his office—like investigating congressmen taking mysterious weekend trips. He was Mahoney’s voice when he wanted messages delivered to people he couldn’t be seen talking to and, on more than one occasion, DeMarco had found himself in life-threatening circumstances when Mahoney had sent him down some dangerous political rat hole. He was also, to his great shame, Mahoney’s occasional bagman, the one rich constituents passed the cash to when they wanted Mahoney’s help navigating—or, more likely, circumventing—the legislative process. He should have quit working for the insensitive, conniving bastard years ago, but at this juncture of his life he couldn’t afford to. He was neck-deep in debt and it was going to be impossible to find a better-paying job, particularly when he couldn’t put down on his résumé most of the things that he had done for his last employer.


Mahoney drained the bourbon in his glass and said, “Just figure out how to get Sandy Whitmore out of jail before she turns me into a headline.”


DeMarco was the man walking behind the elephant: the guy with the high boots, a shovel, and a big bucket.





Chapter 9



The bar was two blocks from the Metropolitan Correctional Center in Manhattan, almost the first drinking establishment you came to upon leaving the jail. It was a gloomy, depressing place, and its clientele—five men and one woman—uniformly ignored each other and the muted television behind the bar. These were people who were only interested in the glass in front of them as they sat there brooding about what life might have been.


The florist had gone to the jail that morning and asked to speak to someone about the procedure for visiting the prisoners. He was directed to a heavyset, red-faced guard with a small mustache who reminded him of an angry Oliver Hardy. When he spoke to the guard, he smelled tobacco, breath mints, and alcohol on his breath. It was no surprise that a bar was the guard’s first stop after leaving work.


The florist watched as the guard ordered a second drink. He had finished the first one in a single swallow. He was drinking straight vodka, having waved off the ice and lemon slice offered by the bartender. He wanted cheap, high-octane alcohol and nothing else.


The florist took a seat on the stool next to him. Signaling the bartender, he said, “Another one for my friend.”


“Who the hell are you?” the guard asked. Then he recognized the florist. “Hey, you were at the jail this morning. What do you want?”


“Wait until he brings your drink and I’ll tell you.”


The guard shrugged; he wasn’t going to turn down a free drink.


The bartender placed the vodka in front of the guard, and the guard placed both hands around the glass as if he was afraid the florist might snatch the drink away. “Okay, so now tell me why you’re buying me drinks.”


The florist took out his wallet and spread five one-hundred-dollar bills on the bar.


“Jesus!” the guard said, and his head spun around to see if anyone else had seen the money. “You shouldn’t go flashin’ money around in a place like this.”


“No one’s watching,” the florist said. “Pick it up. It’s yours.”


The guard didn’t reach for the money—but he did place his forearm over the bills so they were partially hidden.


“What do you want?” the guard asked again.


“I’m a journalist,” the florist said, “and I want you to call me every time Sandra Whitmore—”


“That reporter broad? The one who got that spy killed?”


“Yes, that one. Tomorrow, I want you to look at your records and tell me the names of everyone who’s visited her since she was jailed. And starting tomorrow, whenever she receives a visitor, I want you to call me immediately. If her visitors represent an organization, like a law firm or another paper, I want to know that as well.”


The guard looked down at the money peeking out from under his sleeve. “Naw, no way. I could get fired. I hate that fuckin’ job but it’s better than being unemployed.”


“How would anyone know if you called me?” the florist asked. “And you’re not doing anything illegal. Your visitors log is a matter of public record and I could obtain a copy by filing a FOIA request.” The florist actually had no idea if that was true.


“Foyya?” the guard said.


“Freedom of Information Act. But if I have to file a FOIA request it’ll take me weeks to get what I want—and you won’t make any money.”


The guard didn’t say anything. He did sneak another look at the five bills under his forearm. He finished his third drink and called out to the bartender, “Tommy, another one, but give me an Absolut and not that rotgut you’ve been pouring.”


Mahoney had said that when Sandy Whitmore was young she had a body that could stop traffic, and DeMarco concluded that her body could still perform that function: Whitmore was substantial enough to make a formidable barrier.


She was a stout five foot four and her once trim calves now resembled those of a small sumo wrestler’s. Her face was bloated, her nose was a porcine snout, and she had the complexion of a drinker— little broken blood vessels all over her cheeks that would have been more noticeable if her complexion wasn’t already an unhealthy, near-stroke shade of red. Her hair was also red, or had been at one time. It was now badly dyed, streaked with gray, and brittle-looking.


DeMarco was thinking that there were probably a lot of married men like John Mahoney walking around: men who had affairs when they were young and would now be embarrassed to be seen with some of the women they once found so desirable. Mahoney’s wife, Mary Pat, was, and probably always had been, ten times better looking than Sandra Whitmore.


“Who the hell are you?” Whitmore asked as soon as she entered the room.


“Mahoney sent me,” DeMarco said.


Whitmore smiled—or gloated, to be accurate. “So, he got my letter.”


“Yeah, he got your letter.”


Whitmore heard the disdain in DeMarco’s voice and said, “Hey, fuck him and fuck you. I need some help here. They’ve got me locked up in a windowless box and they’re keeping my pain medication from me until I’m practically coming out of my skin. They’re basically torturing me to get me to talk.”


“Mahoney can’t get you sprung from jail,” DeMarco said. “You must know that.”


“Bullshit. He’s the Speaker of the House. He has influence. I want him to use it.”


DeMarco just shook his head. “The only one that can get you out of here is the judge who put you here, and he’s not going to do that unless you give up your source. Your story got a spy killed, and right now nobody has a lot of sympathy for you.”


“Hey! It wasn’t my fault that woman died and I’m sick and tired of people saying it was. If the CIA had been straight with me that never would have happened. And I’m not giving up my source. This is the best story I’ve had in years and there’s no way I’m gonna ruin things by selling out.”


“So you wanna be a martyr but you’re not willing to burn at the stake.”


“I don’t like your damn attitude, buster, and I don’t have to stand for it. Now what’s Mahoney gonna do for me?”


DeMarco had told Mahoney that there wasn’t any way he could get Whitmore out of jail but he actually had thought of a way. “You can’t give up your source,” he said, “but someone else can.”


“What are you talking about?” Whitmore said.


“Let’s say that someone saw you and your source talking, and this person was to tell the CIA. LaFountaine wants your source so badly that he’d waterboard the guy to get him to admit that he leaked the story to you. So give me the guy’s name and where you met, and I’ll try to find some way to connect him to you so the CIA or the judge or somebody can drag the truth out of him, but no one will be able to accuse you of giving him up.”


Whitmore lit a cigarette and her eyes narrowed as the smoke drifted upward. She studied DeMarco for a minute, thinking about what he’d just said, then looked around the small room. “Couldn’t you have asked for a room with a damn window in it?” she muttered. “I can’t remember the last time I saw the sky.”


DeMarco didn’t respond; he’d been with her less than five minutes and was already tired of her company.


“Okay,” she said. “His name is Derek Crosby and he works for the CIA, just like I said in my story. And if you tell anyone I told you that, I’ll crucify Mahoney, I swear to Christ I will. I’ll make him sound like the biggest pervert since Hugh Hefner.”


DeMarco ignored the threat. “How do you know Crosby’s CIA?” he asked.


“Do I look stupid to you?” Whitmore said. “He showed me his credentials. And I called the CIA from a pay phone so there wouldn’t be any record of the call and asked to speak to him. When they rang me through to his desk, I hung up before he answered because I was worried they might monitor phone calls, but I know he works there.”


“What does he look like?”


“Big, tall guy. Late fifties, early sixties. Curly, ginger-colored hair. A bit of a potbelly but otherwise not in bad shape. And tan, like he spends a lot of time outdoors.”


“Any distinguishing characteristics? A scar, a tattoo, a limp, anything like that?”


“No. But he lisps.”


“Lisps?”


“Yeah.”


“Where’d you meet him?” DeMarco asked.


“The Hyatt by Grand Central Station.”


“Did you meet him in his room or the bar or did you leave the hotel?”


“The bar.”


“Did you sit at the bar or at a table?”


“At a table.”


“And do you know if Crosby registered under his own name?”


“Yeah. When I got there I used the house phone to let him know I was there. I had to give his name to the reservation desk so they could ring his room.”


“This is good,” DeMarco said. “I may be able to find someone on the hotel staff who saw you together.”


“Or,” Whitmore said with a smile DeMarco found obscene, “you could pay somebody to say they saw us together whether they did or not.”


It didn’t take long for ol’ Sandy to get into the spirit of things.


“Wouldn’t Crosby have known that your story would put this agent in jeopardy?” DeMarco asked.


“How would I know?” Whitmore said. “But from what I’ve read, LaFountaine’s polygraphed everyone at Langley that knew about the spy and it wasn’t very many people. So maybe Crosby was in the loop about Diller’s trip to Tehran but he didn’t know about the spy. Or maybe he never thought exposing Diller would hurt the spy. I don’t know. All I know is it wasn’t my fault that woman was killed.”


DeMarco wanted to say, Yeah it was, you remorseless bitch—but he didn’t.





Chapter 10



Marty Taylor sat on a rock fifty yards from the Pacific Ocean.


He had just come from a board meeting and was wearing an Armani suit, a Dolce and Gabbana dress shirt, and black lace-up shoes that had cost eight hundred dollars. It was a gray, blustery day—so windy that when the surf crashed onto the beach he was drenched with spray—but he didn’t care. He didn’t care that the back of his pants was filthy from the sandy rock and his expensive clothes were soaked with saltwater.


Naturally, the board meeting had been devoted to what Conrad Diller was accused of doing, and trying to assess what impact his arrest would have on the company. The stock price had been headed toward the basement before this happened; tomorrow it was expected to reach an all-time low. And the Pentagon was threatening to send out a team to do a security review to make sure there weren’t any more Dillers in the company. Every board member was absolutely dumbfounded that Diller, a young professional who made a good salary, would do such a thing. Well, everyone wasn’t shocked—but Marty and the company’s CEO, Andy Bollinger, had pretended to be shocked.


So now he sat alone on that wet, sandy rock and pondered the train wreck that his life had become. He was thinking the smart thing to do would be to walk into the ocean—and just keep walking until he disappeared. And for what must have been the millionth time he asked himself the question How could this have possibly happened? How could he have gone from the golden boy he’d once been to being the target of a federal espionage investigation?


Marty Taylor didn’t look like a computer geek. He looked like a surfer, a Viking surfer. He was thirty-five years old, had long blond hair, blue-green eyes, and a dimpled Kirk Douglas chin. His stomach was flat and his arms and chest were well muscled because these days he spent more time exercising than he did working. When he was twenty-two, there was a picture of him on the cover of Rolling Stone playing beach volleyball. At the time, he’d already been getting a hundred marriage proposals a week, but after Rolling Stone put him on the cover in nothing but swim trunks and sunglasses, the number tripled.


He and his cousin Gene started Taylor & Taylor in Gene’s basement. They worked twenty-hour days, took speed to keep going, and pot to come back down. Their initial interest was in games and they thought they might be the next Nintendo or Atari, but somehow they vectored from the games themselves into gaming peripherals—mouses, joysticks, virtual-reality gaming gloves—all those computer control devices that let you maneuver the gun-toting, bloodthirsty, animated maniacs in the games. The funny thing was, the military actually approached them; it had never occurred to him and Gene that there could be a military application for their work.
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