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Episode One — Washington, D.C., June 1983

 

The newsroom television flickered in the corner, muted but restless. Sasha Carter leaned back in her chair, arms crossed, eyes locked on the grainy image. A wiry man stood at a podium, his hands cutting the air like blades. His voice carried conviction even without sound.

 

The chyron beneath him read: Prime Minister Maurice Bishop — Grenada.

 

Sasha frowned. Grenada. A speck of green in the Caribbean Sea, little more than a vacation brochure for most Americans. But there was something in Bishop’s face — steel wrapped in urgency, a man talking to the world because time was running out. Her pulse quickened before she could explain why.

 

By the time the segment ended, she was on her feet, striding across the humming floor toward Richard Evans’ office.

 

“Got a second?” she asked, sharper than she intended.

 

Richard glanced up from his desk, glasses sliding low on his nose. He was a man perpetually unshaven, always mid-scowl, as if the world never stopped disappointing him.

 

“You’ve already filed for the week,” he said. “What’s the fire now?”

 

Sasha pointed through the glass wall toward the TV. “Grenada. Did you see him? Bishop. That’s not some island handshake tour — that’s strategy. That’s desperation.”

 

Richard leaned back, uninterested. “He’s a socialist with a microphone. Caribbean strongmen love attention. Don’t make it bigger than it is.”

 

“It is bigger than it is,” Sasha snapped. “The U.S. doesn’t let a leftist prime minister waltz into Washington without reason. There’s a storm brewing — I can feel it.”

 

He sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose. “You’ve been chasing ghosts since El Salvador. I’m telling you, Grenada isn’t on our map. Nobody’s reading about it. Nobody cares.”

 

“Nobody cares until it’s too late,” she shot back. “Until people are dead, until our soldiers are bleeding in a place they can’t even spell.”

 

Richard’s jaw tightened. “I said no, Sasha. You’re not going to drag this newsroom into another obsession of yours.”

 

Her palms slammed down on his desk. Pens jumped. “Then maybe you don’t deserve the chair you’re sitting in.”

 

The silence after that cut sharp. Richard’s face flushed, his eyes going cold. He stood. “Three days. Suspended. Get out before I make it permanent.”

The words hit like a door slamming in her chest. But she refused to give him the satisfaction of seeing her wilt. She turned on her heel and stormed out, the newsroom’s chatter swallowing her fury.

 

 That night, her apartment felt too quiet. She poured a glass of cheap bourbon, sat on the floor, and flicked through channels until the local station replayed Bishop’s press conference. She muted the anchor’s droning voice and watched the Grenadian leader’s eyes instead — fierce, unflinching, but shadowed.

 

Her military training, buried but not gone, tugged at her instincts. This wasn’t a tourist island story. This was a spark near oil.

 

She barely slept. Instead she dug through back issues, clipped articles, scribbled notes. By dawn, her coffee table was buried under headlines nobody else had strung together. Shortages in Grenada. Internal tensions in Bishop’s party. Whispers of U.S. interest in the Caribbean.

 

Her phone rang the next evening. She grabbed it, expecting a friend or maybe Richard softening his stance.

 

“Miss Carter.”

 

The voice was male, smooth but too deliberate. Each syllable placed like a brick in a wall.

 

“Who is this?”

“Someone who cares about your future. Some stories are not yours to chase. Leave Grenada alone.”

 

Her skin prickled. “Excuse me?”

 

“You’re being watched. There’s already someone in your office reporting back. Push further and you won’t just lose your job. You’ll lose your life.”

 

Her grip on the receiver tightened. Fear shot through her veins, but another current ran hotter. “If you’re trying to scare me, you’re wasting your breath.”

 

The voice lowered, almost amused. “Closed caskets don’t argue. Stay quiet.”

 

The line went dead.

 

Sasha stood frozen, phone still pressed to her ear. Her heart pounded, her apartment walls suddenly thinner, the shadows suddenly thicker. She forced herself to breathe. One, two, three. Fear should have rooted her. Instead it fanned the flames.

 

If they wanted her quiet, then Grenada mattered more than even she suspected.

 

 Her suspension ended three days later, but she walked into the newsroom like she had been gone for three years. Eyes followed her. Some colleagues offered sympathetic half-smiles. Others looked away, guilty or complicit.

 

She ignored them all and marched straight to Richard’s office.

 

“We need to talk,” she said.

 

“I told you—”

 

“No. Not here. Follow me.”

 

Something in her tone, clipped and certain, made him rise without protest. She led him past desks, down the hall, and into the women’s restroom.

 

“Are you insane?” he whispered, half-panicked, as she locked the door behind them.

 

She checked each stall, her soldier’s caution unshaken by years away from uniform. Then she turned on every faucet, flushed every toilet. The room filled with the roar of water.

 

Richard threw up his hands. “What the hell are you doing?”

 

“They’re listening,” she hissed. “I got a call at home. A threat. Somebody in this office is feeding them. I don’t know who. But if that’s true, Richard, then Grenada isn’t noise — it’s dynamite. And I’m telling you, I need to be there. Boots on the ground. Now.”

 

His face went pale. For once, Richard looked less like an editor and more like a man dragged into something far above his pay grade.

 

“You’re not a soldier anymore, Sasha. You’re not base camp. You’re a journalist.”

 

“I’m both,” she said, eyes burning. “And that’s why I can do this. Nobody else will see what I’ll see.”

 

He stared at her, torn between anger and reluctant respect. Finally, he exhaled. “You’re playing with fire.”

 

“Then let me burn.”

 

Richard rubbed his temples, muttering. “Jesus Christ. All right. I’ll run it up the food chain. If you go, you go as press — nothing else. No gun, no uniform, no flag. Understood?”

 

Sasha leaned close, the roar of water swallowing her words. “Understood.”

 

But the fire in her eyes promised more.

 

 

Episode one — Journal Entry 

June 1983 Washington, D.C.

The newsroom spat me out tonight. Richard says Grenada is noise. Then why the warning call? Why my name on someone’s tongue in the dark?

 

Maurice Bishop’s eyes said urgency. A man doesn’t beg the world unless he knows the walls are closing in.

 

Fear should make me small. Instead, it steadies me.

 

Grenada is dynamite. And if the fuse is lit, I’ll be there when it burns.

 

— Sasha

 

 




Episode Two — Washington, D.C., June 1983


 

The newsroom air still clung to Sasha like smoke long after she’d walked out. The argument, the suspension, the phantom weight of Richard’s glare—it all simmered in her chest. She tightened her grip on the steering wheel as she guided her battered Dodge across the congested D.C. streets.

 

Thirty-seven minutes. That’s how long it always took to reach Eileen. Long enough to replay her mistakes, to second-guess the heat of her temper, to wonder if she’d just put her career on a chopping block.

 

She parked on the cracked curb outside a modest rowhouse shaded by sycamores. The porch light was already on, though dusk hadn’t yet surrendered.

 

When Eileen opened the door, Sasha’s lungs unclenched. Her mother was older now, lines softened but unmistakable, her mixed heritage giving her complexion the warmth of polished honey. A gray streak cut through the waves of her hair, making her look stately, almost regal, though her voice was as soft as ever.

 

“Baby,” Eileen said, folding Sasha into her arms. The embrace smelled faintly of jasmine and old books. “I saw your face before you even knocked. What storm have you brought me tonight?”

 

Sasha exhaled against her shoulder. “A storm worth chasing.”

 

They sat at the kitchen table, where time seemed to run differently—where clocks ticked quieter and every object carried memory. Eileen pulled two tumblers from the cabinet, then reached under the sink for a half-forgotten bottle. The whiskey was cheap, but the ritual was priceless.

 

She poured, slid a glass to her daughter, then raised hers high. “To Natnat.”

 

Sasha touched her glass to her mother’s with reverence. “To Dad.”

 

They drank, the amber bite pulling at Sasha’s throat. She watched her mother close her eyes briefly, as if trying to summon her late husband from somewhere past the rim of memory.

 

“You know,” Eileen began, her voice quieter than the hum of the fridge, “your father marched straight into a war I begged him not to. Said he was doing his duty. Said he couldn’t live any other way. And when they shipped him back in a flag, duty didn’t keep me warm at night.”

 

“I know.” Sasha’s words were gravel. “That’s why you hated me enlisting.”

 

“I never hated you,” Eileen said, her eyes glistening now. “I hated the world that kept demanding pieces of us. And I hated that the same fire in him burned in you. It scares me, baby. It always will.”

 

Sasha reached across, laid her hand over her mother’s. The warmth was steady, grounding. “I think something’s happening, Mom. Something in Grenada. Bishop—he’s here, in Washington. I’ve been watching him. He’s not just talking policy. He’s pleading. And somebody doesn’t want me digging into it. I got a call. A threat.”

 

Eileen’s lips parted in a thin line. “What kind of threat?”

 

“The kind that makes you check over your shoulder,” Sasha said. “They know where I work. They said someone in my office is feeding them.”

 

The silence that followed was heavy, pressing down on the table. Finally Eileen whispered, “And you still want to chase it?”

 

“Yes.” Sasha’s voice was steel. “Because if they want me quiet, it means I’m right. And if I’m right, then Grenada is about to become more than a dot on a map.”

 

Eileen let the words settle. She studied her daughter’s face as if mapping every scar the world had already left, and the ones it would leave next. Then she nodded, a sorrowful acceptance. “Once your mind is set, nothing moves you. I knew that the day you enlisted. All I can do now is love you enough to hold you up when you fall.”

 

Sasha squeezed her hand. “That’s all I’ll ever need.”

 

 They sat a while longer, talking softly, letting the whiskey smooth the edges of their fear. Then Eileen reached for the remote.

 

“Let’s see the man who’s stealing my daughter’s peace of mind,” she said.

The television screen buzzed to life. There was Bishop again, this time in a hall filled with dark suits and restless murmurs. The American flag stood behind him, and beside it, the bold green-red-yellow of Grenada. The chyron read: Washington, D.C. — Address to Congress Members, June 1983.

 

He leaned forward at the podium, his hands gripping its edges. His voice carried a rhythm, equal parts preacher and politician.

 

“We are a small nation,” Bishop said, his accent thick but measured. “But smallness does not mean silence. We are fighting to stand, to breathe, to feed our children without the chains of dependency. We ask for partnership, not pity.”

 

Behind him sat a row of Black Caucus members, their faces stern, attentive. Sasha leaned closer. She recognized Congressman Charles Rangel—broad-shouldered, sharp-eyed—nodding slightly as Bishop spoke.

 

“We are not your backyard,” Bishop thundered. “We are your brothers and sisters across the sea. What happens in Grenada does not end in Grenada. It speaks to the world about justice, about freedom, about survival.”

 

Applause broke out, measured but forceful. Cameras panned to more familiar faces—Shirley Chisholm, radiant even in stillness, her gaze fixed firmly on Bishop like she was seeing something few others dared to.

 

Sasha felt her chest tighten, the weight of history pressing down. Eileen, too, sat straighter, her expression unreadable.

 

When Bishop paused, letting the applause echo, Eileen reached for her daughter’s hand again. “You hear him?” she whispered.

 

Sasha nodded. “I do.”

 

They sat there, silent, glasses empty, as Bishop’s voice filled the room. His words reached across oceans, across bloodlines, across the fragile space between fear and fire.

 

For a rare moment, both mother and daughter were still—two women tethered by love and loss, listening to a man from a tiny island declare that smallness was no excuse for silence.

 

And in that silence, Sasha knew: her path was set.

 

Episode Two — Journal Entry

June 1983 Washington, D.C.

 

Eileen still sees the soldier in me. Maybe she always will. She drinks to Natnat, her ghost in a flag, and looks at me like I’m walking the same road. Maybe I am.

 

I told her about Bishop. About the threat. About someone inside the newsroom selling me out. She didn’t flinch. Just held my hand, like she could stop the world from breaking it.

We watched him together. Bishop. Not just a man at a podium, but a man carrying an island on his back. He spoke of smallness without silence. Of survival without pity. Rangel nodded. Chisholm stared through him like she saw the cost already.

 

I felt the weight of his words in my chest. So did she, though she wouldn’t say it.

 

She told me to be alive, not brave. But bravery is all I have left.

 

Grenada isn’t a dot on a map anymore. It’s a pull, steady and sharp.

 

And I am already moving toward it.

 

— Sasha




Episode Three — Washington, D.C., June 1983 (Night)


 

The apartment held its breath.

 

Sasha stepped out of the bathroom, steam unfurling behind her in a damp ribbon that vanished at the threshold. A cool draft threaded through the place, found her shoulders, lifted the edge of the silk that skimmed her thighs. Her hair was pinned up—quick and crooked the way she always did it before bed—and her glasses were still on, lenses fogged slightly at the edges from the shower. She reached for the bedside lamp and then stopped. Two knocks. Soft. Deliberate. Not urgent—confident.

 

Her nipples tightened in the chill and she crossed her arms without thinking, palms brushing the smooth fabric as she tilted her head toward the door. Another long second passed. No follow-up knock. Whoever it was believed the first two were enough.

 

She moved through the low light—one bare foot, then the other—past the old box fan she kept on a rickety metal stand by the window. Its motor made a faint, high-pitched hum even when the blades spun silent. The breeze it threw sharpened everything: the lemon cleaner in the floorboards, the stale paper smell from the books piled beneath the window.

 

She clicked it off. The room fell into a thicker quiet, the kind that made her heartbeat sound too loud in her own ears.

At the door she pressed her eye to the peephole. No one in the hall, just the crooked runner and a square of shadow with a ribbon of hallway light around it. A box. Small. Rectangular. Not big enough for anything practical. Exactly big enough to be a message.

 

She unlatched the chain and eased the door open. The box sat neat as ceremony. Someone had placed it with care. The cardboard was dark, almost black, a satin ribbon crossing it as if this were a gift for a birthday you’d rather forget.

 

Don’t touch it.

 

Her training spoke first—drill sergeant voice, the one she carried in her bones: Observe, identify, secure the scene. She crouched, studied the edges and underside, looked for fresh tape, a wire, a seam too tight. Breath steady. Hands hovering. It looked like what it was pretending to be—harmless. And it looked like what it truly was—a threat dressed for dinner.

 

She slid it inside with two fingers against the side panel, closed the door, locked every lock. Then, with the care of someone defusing a bad idea, she carried it to the kitchen table and set it down. She poured a glass of red wine—small, not for pleasure but for nerve—and took a swallow that burned in the back of her throat.

 

She loosened the ribbon. Lifted the lid.

 

Black cloth. A dark pillow for a single gleam of brass.

 

A 7.62 round. Military issue.

 

The breath that left her chest didn’t come back right away. She reached for it and saw the etching a half-second before her fingers did: SASHA on one flat of the casing. CARTER on the other.

 

The glass clicked against the table as she set it down too quickly. The bullet slid, rolled, and tipped with a small metallic cough onto the floor. She bent to catch it—silk draping over the curve of her hip, a slip of cool air on bare skin, the world for a moment reduced to the underside of the table and the steady cadence of her pulse. She closed her hand around the round. It felt heavier than it should have, dense with the arithmetic of what it meant.

 

She straightened and went to the phone on the kitchen wall. The receiver felt slick against her palm. She dialled Richard from memory, the numbers stamped on the muscle of her hand from too many nights like this, different eras, different cities, same hunger for the edge of the story.

 

Ring.

 

Ring.

 

—click.

 

Not the soft mechanical notch of a switch in a friendly office, but something insectile and wrong. A listener settling into a seat. The hair lifted on her arms.

She put the receiver back in its cradle as if it were venomous and swallowed the rest of the wine. Enough to quiet the first surge of panic. Not enough to dull the necessary part of her mind.

 

The search began almost without her deciding. Wardrobe doors yanked wide, hangers clacking like thin bones. She opened the chest at the foot of the bed, pressed her ear to the wood and listened for the whisper of something electrical. Nothing. She slid the mattress off the frame and tilted it against the wall, breath shaping clouds in the cool air. She crouched by the outlets and unscrewed faceplates she’d marked with tiny pencil lines months ago—her own tamper tape. Still aligned. Still honest.

 

Kitchen cabinets. The back of the fridge. She unplugged it and listened. The apartment tuned to a higher frequency when you were certain you were not alone even when you were. She pulled back curtains and pressed a finger to glass, feeling for vibration. The radiator pipes ticked the way old bones do when the weather can’t decide what it wants.

 

Under the sink, the bucket with her rags and the lemon oil. The bucket with nothing else.

 

Vent grates next—flathead screwdriver, four screws, grate off, a flashlight’s white slice into ductwork. Dust and a lost bobby pin that had gathered a coat of gray. She put the grate back, lined the screws exactly as they’d been.

 

She paused in the living room. Looked at herself in the mirror hung a shade too high above the mantel. The silk nightgown, the fogged lenses, hair swept up and already loosening, collarbones lit like pale parentheses. A civilian costume laid over someone who knew the weight of a rifle and the smell of the world after a mortar split it open.

 

Enough.

 

The silk slid off like a whispered apology. She dragged open the top drawer and dressed with the deliberate speed of getting called to formation—black jeans, a soft gray tee, the jacket that didn’t look tactical but wore like it. She pulled socks and then the boots she trusted, no heels, never in a night like this. She braided her hair quick and tight, shoved her glasses into a pocket and switched to contacts that would sting for a minute before they did their job. Wallet. Press credentials. A small folding knife. The bullet, wrapped in the black cloth, went into the inner pocket of her jacket. A souvenir of someone else’s certainty.

 

She flicked off lights, pocketed keys, and stepped into the hall without letting her shoulders broadcast hurry. The door closed behind her with a modest click that sounded, tonight, like relief.

 

In the car, she let the engine idle long enough to watch the building’s front door in the rearview. No one came out. No one came in. She pulled away, took the long way to the main road, then cut through two side streets she knew well. At the first intersection she didn’t like the feel of the sedan behind her—nothing specific, just inertia that stuck. She slid right, then right again, then left across traffic and into a gas station, pausing by a pump without getting out. The sedan continued, never slowing. Her chest eased.

 

She didn’t go home. She went to where the world sometimes went quiet.

 

He opened the door in boxers and a T-shirt, hair sleep-mussed, eyes going from confusion to tenderness and then to worry without a word passing between them.

 

“Sash?”

 

“I might be going away,” she said, meeting his eyes and not looking away. “Soon. I didn’t want to vanish without telling you.”

 

He stepped aside. “Come in.”

 

She did. The air smelled of laundry soap and last night’s coffee. There were records stacked along the wall and a book half-open on the arm of the couch like someone had gotten up mid-sentence and forgotten to return. She stood in the middle of the living room, arms folded because if she didn’t she’d shake.

 

He came to her slowly and put his hands on her upper arms. “What happened?”

 

“I can’t,” she said. “Not yet. Please.” The word cost her. She didn’t beg. Not in war, not in work. But she let this be different.

 

He nodded once. No pressure. The kind of man who understood that silence sometimes did more work than questions.

 

He kissed her—gentle first, like asking permission, then deeper when she lifted her hands to the back of his neck. The kiss was an answer to a question neither of them had said out loud: am I still here beneath the threats and the shadows and the brass with my name on it?

 

They moved toward the bedroom like a tide pulling them and undid the night between their hands. It wasn’t the kind of hunger that erased anything. It was the kind that reminded the body it was alive and choosing. His skin warm under her palms, her breath finally slowing to match his. No words that would sour by morning. No promises. Her mouth at his shoulder, eyes closed, the bullet’s small weight forgotten for a moment in her jacket on the chair.

 

After, she lay with her cheek on his chest and listened to the thrum of his heart like it was a far-off generator keeping some vulnerable outpost lit. He traced absent circles on her back with a fingertip. She drifted. For the first time in days, sleep came clean.

 

Dawn found the windows and then found her eyes. She slipped from the bed careful not to wake him, gathered her jacket, and slid the bullet from the pocket long enough to look at it in the gray light. SASHA. CARTER. Whoever had sent it believed in certainty. She tucked it back, laced her boots, and touched his shoulder lightly. He stirred.

 

“You okay?” he asked, voice sanded down by sleep.

 

“I will be,” she said. “I’ll call you.”

 

He didn’t ask when. He didn’t ask why her jacket was heavier than it should be. He just reached for her hand, squeezed it once, and let go.

Outside, the morning had that washed-out color D.C. wears when the humidity hasn’t made up its mind. She slid behind the wheel and let the engine turn over twice before shifting into gear. The paranoia returned like a vest she put on—useful, if she let it fit instead of strangle.

 

She took 16th to avoid the freeway. At the first light she watched the mirrors. Blue sedan two cars back. At the second light it was gone. She double-backed along a line of rowhouses where the alleys run like capillaries. In the mirror a white van appeared, lingered through a turn it didn’t need to take, then peeled away when she slowed too much to be an accident. She kept moving, letting the city’s lattice turn under her tires, mapping escape routes to nowhere in particular.

 

By the time the newsroom came into view the coffee in her stomach felt like acid. She parked in a different corner than usual and waited with the engine off and her hands on the wheel, tracking who came and went. Three minutes. Five. A courier in a brown uniform. A woman with a sunhat impossibly wide for a newsroom. The slow sweep of the security guard’s eyes across the lot and then away.

 

Inside, the day shift had already colonized their desks with styrofoam cups and manila folders. The copy desk smelled like pencil shavings and newsprint. Phones rang as if nothing in the world was strange. She felt the unreality lay over her—the way a battlefield looks like a field until it doesn’t.

 

She walked to her desk and dropped her bag with a heavier thud than usual. Her chair wheels squeaked like a mouse in a trap. She glanced toward Richard’s glass office. He was there, jacket off, tie already loose, flipping through a stack of memos with the expression of a man looking for the one paper that will save him from the others.

 

She didn’t go to him yet. Not with the taste of last night’s click still sharp in her ear. She opened her top drawer. A thin strip of tape inside the lip was still aligned. Not disturbed. She took out her notebook anyway and wrote the time she’d found the box. The time she’d tried to call. The feel of the bullet. The shape of the letters. The way fear had arrived like weather and then, mercifully, like a teacher.

 

She underlined one word: Professional.

 

Whoever had sent it was not a crank with a pocketknife and too much time. Whoever had sent it knew her, knew the kind of message she would respect. Whoever had sent it believed, deeply, that she would understand and obey.

 

She smiled. Barely. The kind of smile that has no joy in it, only clarity.

 

A reflection shifted in the glass of Richard’s office. Someone moved behind her. She turned—just a colleague with a stack of galleys and an apologetic shrug for almost bumping her elbow. She breathed out.

 

When she looked back through the glass, Richard raised his head. For a second they just studied one another through the half-silvered veil of morning. He beckoned her with two fingers, irritated and curious in equal measure.

 

Sasha closed her notebook, the bullet’s weight a small planet tugging at the inside of her jacket. She stood, smoothed the front of her tee, and felt the old calm settle into her bones. There were watchers and there were cowards and there were men who believed their threats were the same as power. And then there was the work.

 

She started toward the glass door.

 

Whatever waited on the other side—permission, trouble, both—would have to meet her standing up.

 

Episode Three — Journal Entry

June 1983 Washington, D.C. (Night)

 

They left me a gift tonight.

A box. A ribbon. A single round of brass with my name carved into it.

 

SASHA.

CARTER.

 

The bullet was cold in my palm, heavier than it should’ve been. A message dressed as ceremony: We see you. We know you. You’re already dead if we say so.

 

I searched the walls, the outlets, the vents — ghosts of surveillance humming where silence should be. Nothing. Or maybe everything. The threat wasn’t the box. The threat was that I’d find nothing at all and still believe.

 

I wrapped the round and slid it into my jacket. Not as a warning. As proof. Proof that someone thinks I matter enough to silence.

 

Fear didn’t take me tonight. It tested me. Fear asked: will you freeze? My answer was simple. No.

 

Grenada calls louder now. The bullet tells me so.

 

If they want me quiet, then my noise will be deafening.

 

— Sasha

 

 




Episode Four — Washington, D.C., July 1983


 

Morning hit the newsroom like it always did—phones ringing with cheerful disregard, copy paper skating from hand to hand, the air smelling of ink and old coffee—but Sasha felt every sound as if it were wired to a trip mine. She’d parked in a different corner of the lot, watched the building’s doors for five minutes before crossing, counted faces, logged movements. Routine now. Not paranoia, not exactly. Practice.

Richard saw her the moment she stepped in. Two fingers lifted from his desk, a curt summons. She crossed the floor, the glass of his office turning him into a slightly distorted figure: tie loosened, sleeves rolled, a man who had lost a little sleep and hidden it poorly.

 

“Close it,” he said.

 

She did. The door snicked shut, muting the outer chaos. Richard’s desk was a paper archipelago. In the centre: a manila folder aligned with the neatness of an altar. A pen lay across it like a rung on a ladder.

 

“Sit.”

 

Sasha sat. Kept her hands in her lap to keep from touching the folder before he told her to.

 

“I’ve got your answer,” he said, watching her without blinking. “Authorization. Limited.”

He pushed the folder across the desk. She slid off the elastic and opened it. On top: a voucher—Washington, D.C. → Grenada (open), Grenada → Washington (fixed)—her name printed with bureaucratic precision. Beneath, a liability waiver, a freelance indemnity addendum dressed up to look friendly, and a second sheet titled Field Conduct and Safety Protocol that read like a prayer to insurance underwriters. An envelope beneath that held cash thin enough to be insulting.

 

“That’s it?” she asked, keeping her voice flat.

 

“That’s it,” Richard said. “I asked for more. I made the case. The higher-ups don’t see the story yet. They think you’re chasing a mood piece. So you get a return ticket, a little cash to keep the lights on for a week, and permission to file. Outbound flight, housing, drivers, fixers, incidentals—on you.”

 

“They’re sending me with a parachute that opens on the way home,” she said.

 

“They’re sending you with a parachute,” he said. Then, after a beat: “Because I wouldn’t let go.”

 

Sasha met his eyes. The fight from weeks ago flashed between them—the desk slam, the three-day suspension, the faucet-and-flush conversation in the women’s room. The phone call in her apartment—Leave Grenada alone. The bullet in the small black box—SASHA / CARTER. The click on the line when she’d tried to dial him.

 

“When?” she asked.

“August,” he said. “Departure window is yours. Return is set for the twenty-fifth. You can push it if the coverage warrants, but you’ll be arguing from the field.”

 

“July to prep,” she said. “Then wheels up.”

 

Richard steepled his fingers. “Sign the waiver and the conduct sheet. The voucher’s valid as is. The cash is… what it is.” He grimaced. “I tried, Sasha. I went as high as I could without making enemies I couldn’t afford.”

 

She took the pen. “You made some anyway.”

 

“Probably.” He exhaled through his nose, a laugh with the joy removed. “Look, this isn’t about the story for a second.” He leaned forward, elbows on the desk. The editor peeled back and the man underneath spoke. “I care about your safety above all. I don’t care what the memos say. I don’t care who wants you quiet. If anything smells wrong, you step back. You call me. I’ll be the bureaucratic bastard on this end, but I’ll be your bastard.”

 

The corner of her mouth lifted. “Is that in the field conduct sheet?”

 

“It’s the only part that matters,” he said.

 

She signed—full name, neat; the strokes practiced, decisive. He slid the papers back and tucked them into the folder as if sealing something sacred.

 

“Why the return only?” she asked.

 

“They don’t want you stuck,” he said. “They want a string on you. If they only spring for the way home, they think you’ll remember there is one. Their logic, not mine.”

 

“It’s a leash,” she said.

 

“Then tug,” he said. “Make them follow you.”

 

He stood, came around the desk, surprised himself by resting a hand on her shoulder. The gesture lasted the span of a breath. “Be smart. Be mean if you have to. And—Sasha?”

 

She lifted her eyebrows.

 

“Don’t assume the only people watching are the ones who called your apartment. Be careful with phones. With rooms. With what you carry and what you leave.”

 

“I know.” She tapped the left side of her jacket. The inner pocket held a neat coil of black cloth around a single piece of brass. “And I’m done being spooked.”

 

He nodded once. “Good.”

 

She tucked the voucher and the cash into her bag. When she reached the door, he said, “We’ll set your desk as ‘international assignment’ starting August first. If anyone asks specifics, they get the press release version. Need anything between now and then—within reason—you tell me.”

 

“Define reason,” she said.

 

“Define tell me,” he countered, and the closest thing to a smile moved through the room.

 

She left the office lighter than she’d entered. Not safe. Not relieved. But pointed. Direction is its own kind of mercy.

 

 July didn’t blow past so much as settle over the city, a hand the size of summer pressing heat into asphalt and faces. Sasha moved through it with a list at her back and the sensation of being followed reduced to a daily nuisance—like the hum of a neon sign outside your window you eventually stop hearing.

 

She learned the “torment,” as she called it, the way you learn a neighbor’s schedule: the car that lingered a little too long at the far end of her street; the wrong weight on the phone line right after she dialled; the man who appeared at two different newsstand corners three days apart wearing the same jacket in weather no one else could tolerate. She catalogued them, then filed them in the drawer marked Not today. Fear had lost its theater. She kept the bullet, not as a warning but as an anchor.

 

She swapped out her apartment phone for a fresh line and used it only for outbound calls to three people. She bought two notebooks identical in make and size to her usual, then rotated them so no one who watched her writing hand could track where the meat of her thoughts went. She kept one page loose at all times—folded in a back pocket—so that if someone demanded her notes, she’d have the part that mattered already on her person.

 

She met a man in Adams Morgan who “knew a guy” on the island who could drive without asking questions and could keep his mouth shut even when paid to open it. She didn’t commit names to paper. She committed the streets they’d agreed to meet on, and the color of the window trim on the bar where they’d recognize each other.

 

She traded in her jacket for one that looked exactly the same but wasn’t—a lining you couldn’t cut without noticing, a pocket you couldn’t find unless you knew where to press. She tested boots until she found a pair that could take rain, dust, and sprinting between stone and hillside stairs without slipping. She chose three dresses that could pass for press dinners with officials while still hiding a tape recorder in the hem. She wore each one twice to make sure they didn’t betray her in motion.

 

In the middle of the month, she drove thirty-seven minutes again to Eileen’s.

 

Her mother opened the door and smiled before worry reasserted itself. “You have news,” Eileen said.

 

“I do,” Sasha said. She held up the voucher. “I’m going.”

 

Eileen took the paper like it could bruise. “They’re sending you with…?”

“A return ticket and some travel money,” Sasha said. “I fund the rest.”

 

“That’s obscene,” Eileen said, anger surprising both of them. “It’s sending my daughter into a storm with a paper umbrella.”

 

Sasha laughed—soft, not unkind. “I’ll pick up an oilskin on the way.”

 

Eileen shook her head, but her eyes warmed. She poured two small glasses and raised hers. “To Nathaniel,” she said. “Who would have told you not to go and then driven you to the airport anyway.”

 

“To Natnat,” Sasha said. They clinked, drank, and let the quiet settle.

 

“Will you be safe?” Eileen asked, the way mothers do when they know the answer is no and need to hear the lie anyway.

 

“I’ll be smart,” Sasha said. “I’ll be fast. I’ll be lucky.”

 

“That last one,” Eileen said, “I’ll pray for.”

 

They sat with the kind of stillness that makes sound seem rude. When Sasha stood to leave, Eileen smoothed her daughter’s sleeve as if it were a protective spell. “Call me when you land,” she said. “Even if it’s the middle of the night.”

 

“It probably will be,” Sasha said.

“Then I’ll wake.”

 

They hugged, longer than either expected. When Sasha pulled away, Eileen caught her hand. “If you see a door and your gut says don’t open it, don’t be brave. Be alive.”

 

Sasha nodded, kissed her forehead, and left before the moment unraveled them both.

 

 The last week of July was a machine—lists chewed to nubs, bags packed and unpacked, paperwork tripled and quartered. Richard slid two more envelopes across his desk the day before she left: one with a laminated letter on letterhead declaring her a credentialed correspondent, another with the name of a stringer in Trinidad “in case you bounce through.”

 

“You’ll check in,” he said, making it a statement and a plea.

 

“Daily, if I can,” she said. “If I go dark, assume I’m working, not dead.”

 

“You’re not funny,” he said.

 

“I’m not joking,” she said, and the sharpness in her voice made them both look away for a second.

 

He cleared his throat. “I put a note in your file. If any—if any agency comes sniffing around your desk while you’re gone, it goes through me.”

“Which agency?” she asked.

 

“Pick three,” he said. “They play cards.”

 

She slid the envelopes into her bag, the bullet a small, familiar pressure against her ribs. “See you in August,” she said.

 

“You’ll see me on the phone sooner,” he said, and for once she let him have the last word.

 

 Airports are all the same at the edges—fluorescents that flatten faces, the sound of wheels over tile, plastic bins swallowing belts and watches, the tedium of departure. But when the agent slid Sasha’s boarding pass under the glass and said, “Have a safe flight,” the words struck with more weight than they’d been given.

 

She moved through the body of the building toward the gate—eyes open, shoulders relaxed, book in one hand she had no intention of reading. At the windows, the airplane crouched like a patient animal. A child pressed a palm to the glass nearby and fogged a cloud onto the pane. Sasha smiled at the small audacity of it. Little defiance is its own species of courage.

 

At the gate she took a seat with her back to a wall and watched. An older man in a linen suit folded a newspaper into a perfect rectangle. Two students tried to look older than they were by talking too loudly about politics. A woman in a red dress slept with her mouth slightly open and a passport balanced on her knee. No one looked like a threat, which meant nothing. She let the not-knowing sit with her like an uncomfortable friend.

When they called her group, she stood. Her body moved with that particular economy you learn in places where mistakes cost blood: no wasted reach, no awkward pivot, nothing forgotten. Down the jet bridge, the air cooler, the engine’s distant churn a promise of leaving.

 

She found her seat by the window. Stowed her bag. Left her jacket on, bullet and all. As the plane began to push back, Sasha pressed two fingers to the press badge at her collarbone, then to the inside pocket where the brass lay wrapped.

 

Across the aisle, a businessman loosened his tie. The woman in red leaned her head against the window and slept again. The students were still loud, still trying to convince each other of something they hadn’t lived yet.

Sasha closed her eyes and saw a small island nestled in a blue so bright it laughed at maps. She saw Queen’s Park, a bowl of green; River Road, a ribbon through a valley; the hill where a hospital watched the town like an old aunt who knew too much. She saw a man at a podium, hands cutting the air—smallness does not mean silence. She saw a bullet with her name on it and decided that names are for the living.

 

The engine climbed in pitch. The runway fell away. The city flattened into a grid of ideas.

 

August waited, warm and dangerous, and she was on her way to meet it.

 

 

Episode Four — Journal Entry

July 1983 Washington, D.C.

 

Richard gave me a leash. A return ticket. Cash thin enough to be an insult. Permission disguised as trust.

 

But I don’t need their blessing. I just need the way in.

 

July has been a drill. Phones swapped, jackets tested, notebooks rotated. Every shadow on the street catalogued. Every hum on the line logged. I learned the rhythm of surveillance and made it my own.

 

Eileen touched my sleeve and told me to be alive, not brave. But she knows better. Brave is all I’ve ever been. Natnat would have understood. He would’ve driven me to the airport himself.

 

The bullet rides in my pocket. Wrapped in cloth, pressed to my ribs. I keep it close not because it frightens me, but because it steadies me. A reminder: someone out there already measured me for a coffin. That makes Grenada more than a story. It makes Grenada necessary.

 

And when August comes, I’ll be on the ground. Not watching from Washington. But writing in the heat where history burns.

 

— Sasha




Episode Five — August 1983, Point Salines Airport, Grenada


 

The Caribbean sun struck Sasha like a hammer softened in velvet. Heat rolled over her skin as she stepped down the stairs from the plane and onto the new runway at Point Salines International Airport—half finished, half rumoured, a symbol as much as it was an airstrip. Built with Cuban help, whispered to be a Soviet foothold, it looked to her like the skeleton of a bigger story.

 

The bullet pressed cold against her ribs, a secret tucked in her jacket’s inner seam. She’d carried it all the way from D.C., stitched into her lining, half-expecting every step of the journey to end with a hand on her shoulder. But in Washington, the screening agent had barely glanced at her press badge. And here, in Grenada, she was waved forward with a smile that was too easy to be coincidence.

 

Richard had told her quietly before she left: “I’ve got friends at the airport. They’ll make sure your entry is smooth.” She was thankful for it now. Smooth didn’t mean safe, but it meant she was inside.

 

The customs area smelled faintly of disinfectant and damp concrete. Ceiling fans turned lazily, chasing the heat in wide, tired arcs. A short line moved toward a small counter where one woman sat in uniform. Her nameplate read PORTIA CHARLES.

 

When it was Sasha’s turn, Portia took her passport and papers with an air of practiced calm. Her face was warm—skin the color of nutmeg shell, eyes soft but not weak.

 

“You here on press business, Miss Carter?” Portia asked, her accent musical, vowels stretching like the sea itself.

 

“Yes. Covering Prime Minister Bishop.”

 

Portia nodded, but her hand brushed Sasha’s jacket pocket. She paused, eyes flicking down. “What’s this?”
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