
      
      
         [image: Cover]


      
   

      Also by Brian Haig


      Secret Sanction


      Mortal Allies


   

      Copyright


      The events and characters in this book are fictitious. Certain real locations and public figures are mentioned, but all other

         characters and events described in the book are totally imaginary.

      


      Copyright © 2003 by Brian Haig


      All rights reserved.


      Warner Books


      Hachette Book Group


237 Park Avenue


New York, NY 10017


Visit our website at www.HachetteBookGroup.com.


      First eBook Edition: January 2003


      ISBN: 978-0-7595-2732-4


      

   

      To Lisa,


      Brian, Patrick, Donnie, and Annie


   

      CHAPTER ONE


      THE PRISONER WAS LED THROUGH THE DOORWAY BY A PAIR of burly MPs, who shoved him into a chair and immediately began shackling his handcuffs to the table. The table was bolted

         to the floor, which was bolted to the prison, and so on.

      


      “Guys… no need for that,” I politely insisted. And was coldly ignored.


      “Look, it’s ridiculous,” I said, with a touch more indignation. “How’s he going to break out of here, much less walk two inches

         from this prison without being instantly recognized?”

      


      I was blowing hot air, actually to impress the prisoner more than the guards. I’m a lawyer. I’m not above such things.


      The MP sergeant stuffed the shackle key in his pocket and replied, “Don’t give the prisoner nothing. No pens, no pencils,

         no sharp objects. Knock when you’re done.”

      


      He stared at me longer than necessary—a gesture meant to convey that he didn’t think highly of me or what I came here to do.

         Well, neither did I—regarding the latter.

      


      I gave him a cold stare back. “All right, Sergeant.”


      The MPs scuttled from the room as I turned to examine the prisoner. It had been over ten years, and the changes were barely

         detectable—a tad more gray, perhaps, but he was still strikingly handsome in that chisel-featured, dark-haired, deep-eyed

         way some women find attractive. His athlete’s body had softened, but those wide shoulders and slim waist were mostly intact.

         He’d always been a gym rat.

      


      His psyche was a burned-out wreck; shoulders slumped, chin resting on his chest, arms hanging limply at his sides. Not good—little

         wonder they had stolen his shoelaces and belt.

      


      I bent forward and squeezed his shoulder. “Bill, look at me.”


      Nothing. More sharply, I said, “Damn it, Billy, it’s Sean Drummond. Pull yourself together and look at me.”

      


      Not so much as a twitch. The harsh tack wasn’t punching through that wall of depression—perhaps something warmer, more conversational?

         I said, “Billy, listen… Mary called the day after your arrest and asked me to get out here right away. She said you want me

         to represent you.”

      


      The “here” was the military penitentiary tacked onto the backside of Fort Leavenworth, Kansas.


      “Mary” was his wife of the past thirteen years, and the man I was speaking to was Brigadier General William T. Morrison, until

         recently the U.S. military attaché in our Moscow embassy.

      


      The “day after your arrest” had been two long and miserable days earlier, the “arrest” being the one CNN had replayed over

         and over, of an Army general being dragged out the side door of the Moscow embassy, surrounded by FBI agents in bulletproof

         vests, his face a tangle of frustration and fury. Since then there had been countless newspaper articles detailing what a

         despicably awful bastard he was. If the reports were true, I was seated across from the most monstrous traitor since—well,

         I suppose since ever.

      


      He mumbled, “How is she?”


      “She flew in from Moscow yesterday. She’s staying with her father.”


      This got a dull nod, and I added, “The kids are fine. Her father has some pull with Sidwell Friends Academy, a private school

         that caters to celebrity children. They’re hoping to get them in.”

      


      Shouldn’t it help to make him think of his wife and family? He was locked down in a special isolation wing and denied any

         contact with the outside world: no phone calls, no letters, no notes. The authorities said the quarantine was to keep him

         from exposing more information or receiving smuggled-in cues from his Russian handlers. Perhaps. Unmentioned, of course, was

         that they hoped the social starvation would drive him babbling into the arms of his interrogators.

      


      I crossed my legs and said, “Bill, let’s consider this rationally. These are damned serious offenses. I win more than I lose,

         but you can find plenty of lawyers who are better. I’ll name some if you’d prefer.”

      


      The response was a foot shuffle. What was he thinking?


      He should be wondering why I wasn’t blowing ten miles of smoke up his ass. Most guys in my position would flap their arms,

         boast and brag, and beg and plead to represent him.

      


      The man was a lawyer’s wet dream. I mean, how many general officers do you think get accused of betraying their country? I

         actually checked before I flew out here—Benedict Arnold was the last, and please recall that he fled to England before he

         could be tried, so nobody got a piece of his action.

      


      When Morrison didn’t reply, I said, “Though, if you’d like to consider me, I know you and your wife. This is personal. I’ll

         put my heart and soul into defending you.”

      


      I paused to let that filter in and got… nothing.


      “Look, is there somebody else you want? Just say so. It won’t hurt my feelings. Hell, I’ll even help arrange it.”


      And indeed I would. I’d throw my heart and soul into it. I wasn’t there because he’d asked for me, but because Mary begged me. And if you want the whole squalid truth, that left me conflicted, because she and

         I had once been, uh… how do I delicately put this? Involved? What do you want to bet that a lawyer was the first one to utter that particular word that particular way?

      


      Were they in the same chess club? Or did they have a torrid love affair that lasted three incredible years?


      Yes, incidentally, on the last point.


      His lips made a faint flutter, and I said, “I’m sorry… what was that again?”


      “I said, I want you.”


      “You’re sure, Billy?”


      His head jerked up. “God damn it, call me Billy again and I’ll knock you flat on your ass. You’re still a major and I’m still

         a general, you stupid asshole.”

      


      Well… now there was a dose of the old William Morrison I knew, and never could stand. I was his wife’s old slumber buddy,

         and trust me on this point: This is hardly a male-bonding thing. Nor would we have been pals, anyway, as he was a general

         and I was a major, and in the Army that’s some hard frost, socially speaking. Besides, William T. Morrison was a stuck-up,

         overambitious, pretty-boy prick, and what in the hell was Mary thinking when she married him?

      


      She could’ve done so much better. Like me.


      I reached into my briefcase and withdrew a few papers. “Okay, sign these forms. The top one requests the JAG to name me as

         your attorney. The second allows me to root through your records and investigate your background.” I held out a pen. “But

         first promise you’re not going to use this to stab yourself or some such shit.”

      


      He yanked it out of my hand, scratched his name on both forms, then threw the pen at me. I mumbled, “Thanks.”


      He mumbled, “Fuck you, Drummond. I mean… fuck you.”


      Was this getting off on the right foot or what? I asked, “Have you admitted anything yet?”


      “No… of course not. What kind of stupid asshole do you take me for?”


      The man is dressed in ugly orange coveralls and is chained to a table in a high-security prison. Can this be a serious question?

         I said, “Keep it that way. Don’t say a thing without me present. Don’t hint, sidestep, deny, or evade. Guilty or innocent,

         your only leverage is what’s locked in your head and we need to preserve that. Understand?”

      


      “Drummond, this is my field, remember? Like I need some stupid asshole telling me how it’s done? I’ll run circles around any

         jerk-off they bring in here.”

      


      The grating arrogance I remembered so well was definitely creeping back to the surface. Was this good or bad?


      Other considerations aside, I suppose good. It surely helped that some semblance of his internal spirit was flogging its way

         into his cerebral cortex. A moment before he’d been a suicidal husk, and if something didn’t seep into that vacuum, his whole

         being might get sucked into nothing.

      


      Anyway, I’d done my duty. I’d warned him, and it was time to complete my spiel. “The Army’s facing a time clock of thirty

         days to formalize your charges and get us into court to plead. A month or so later, there’ll be a trial. If you’re found guilty,

         there’ll be a sentencing hearing shortly thereafter. Do I need to tell you the ultimate penalty for treason?”

      


      This is the kind of sly query we lawyers employ when our clients are assholes. He frowned, shook his head, and I continued,

         “Here’s how we’re going to do this. I’ll get a co-counsel who speaks Russian, and I’ll set up a satellite office here. Then

         I’ll start my discovery process. You understand how that works?”

      


      “Of course.”


      “Well, espionage cases are… different. It’s going to be a real tug-of-war.”


      He nodded that he understood, though really he didn’t understand squat. He was going to discover that his fate hung on a bunch

         of secret evidence the government’s most tightfisted agencies would fight tooth and nail not to release, even to his attorney;

         that, unlike with nearly every other type of criminal case, his chances of defending himself were crippled by security rules

         and stubborn bureaucrats and the government’s very strong desire to burn him at the stake.

      


      I mentioned none of this to him—yet. He was already on suicide watch, and I didn’t want to send him hurtling off the ledge

         into eternity. I stood up and said, “I better get going. I’ll stay in touch.”

      


      He looked up at me with tortured eyes. “Drummond, listen, I’m completely—”


      “Innocent… right?”


      “Yes. Really, this whole thing is—”


      I held up a hand to cut him off.


      I wasn’t his attorney of record and had no business getting into any of this yet. Later he could tell me as many whoppers

         as he could dream up, and I would patiently sort the exceptionally unbelievable from the barely credible, until we settled

         on exactly which pack of lies we’d use for his defense.

      


      But in retrospect I should’ve walked out and never returned.


   

      CHAPTER TWO


      THE PENTAGON IS NOT MY KIND OF PLACE . THE MANY PEOple who work there do many invaluable things, such as making sure Congress sends enough money every month to pay me. However,

         the building is huge, dreary, and depressingly impersonal. Stay in uniform long enough, and you’ll inevitably end up assigned

         there. Along the same lines, live long enough and you’ll end up crinkly and farty, with a leaky bladder. I don’t spend a lot

         of time thinking about old age. I visit the Pentagon only when I have to.

      


      I made it up to the third floor office of the Judge Advocate General, Major General Clapper, where his secretary insisted

         he was in a vitally, vitally important meeting that couldn’t possibly, possibly be interrupted. Her name is Martha, and it has not escaped my attention that she often repeats things when she speaks to

         me.

      


      I replied, “Well, Martha, why don’t I take a seat, seat while I wait, wait?”


      She said, “Shut up… just shut up.”


      After a brief but chilly wait, Clapper’s door flew open and a long line of glum-faced men and women in dark business suits

         came filing out. For some unfathomable reason all spooks have that look. Maybe all those deep, dark secrets weigh down their

         facial features. Or maybe they’re all foul-humored pricks. What do I know?

      


      Anyway, the instant they were gone I approached Clapper and handed him Morrison’s request.


      We then walked together, he and I, into his office. The door closed somewhat less than gently, and why did I suspect that

         an outright “Yes, you’re the perfect guy for the job” was out of the question?

      


      He jammed the request in my face. “Drummond, this… What is it?”

      


      “Morrison’s requesting me as his counsel.”


      “That’s pathetically obvious. What isn’t, is why?”


      “Because he thinks I’m a great attorney, I suppose.”


      “No really, Drummond… why?”


      Truly, you have to love a guy with a sense of humor like that. I don’t actually love him, but I certainly respect him, and

         occasionally I even like him. As chief of the JAG Corps, he is akin to the managing partner of the world’s largest law firm,

         with lawyers and legal assistants and judges strewn literally around the globe, involved in a mind-boggling array of complex

         cases and legal duties. It is the kind of job that breeds irritability, impatience, and bossiness. Or perhaps it’s me.

      


      My tiny piece of his vast empire is a small, highly specialized cell that focuses on what are called black crimes—which have

         nothing to do with racial issues and everything to do with units and soldiers whose missions are so staggeringly secret that

         nobody even knows they exist. It’s a bigger part of the Army than most people realize, and the job of my unit is to handle

         its legal problems under a blanket so dense that no sunshine sneaks in, or out.

      


      This sensitivity explains why we, including me, work directly for Thomas Clapper. We are a very troublesome bunch and quite

         proud of it, and I have been told on more than one occasion that I am the most troublesome of the troublesome. It’s damned

         unfair, but nobody gave me a vote.

      


      But, back to Clapper, I said, “I really don’t know why he wants me, General. It doesn’t matter—an accused man has the right

         to pick his own representation.”

      


      My intuition or, more likely, his expression told me that being lectured on this overriding point of law hadn’t improved his

         mood. He asked, “Do you know who those people were that just left my office?”

      


      “I can guess.”


      “No—I don’t think you can. That was the interagency working group that’s supposed to assess how much damage Morrison wrought.

         Those were the chiefs of counterespionage from the CIA and the FBI, from NSA and DIA and State, and a few agencies I never

         heard of. They climbed deeply up my ass. They are incensed that an officer of the United States Army betrayed his country

         in ways you can’t possibly conceive. An Army officer, damn it… a general officer. They warned me that I had better not make

         a single mistake in handling this case.” He paused very briefly. “Does that help you understand why I have reservations about

         you?”

      


      I nodded. Why make him explain it?


      He drew a deep breath and added, “Sean, you’re a good attorney, but this case is just too damned sensitive. I’m sorry. You’re

         the wrong man.”

      


      Well, right, I nodded again—truly, I did agree with him on this point.


      “Good.” His expression turned friendlier, and a fatherly hand landed on my shoulder. “Now, you fly back out there and tell

         Morrison why you can’t possibly be his lawyer. Tell him not to worry, we’ll provide one of our best.”

      


      He looked me in the eye and that fatherly hand dropped off my shoulder. “Damn it, do you have any idea what you’re getting

         into?”

      


      “Something about a spy case, isn’t it?”


      He ignored my sarcasm. This was a wise course. Encourage me and it only gets worse.


      I’m not ordinarily predictable, but Clapper has known me long enough to appreciate my peccadilloes. Back when he was a lowly

         major, he actually instructed a dim-witted new infantry lieutenant named Drummond on the fundamentals of military law. He

         also happens to be the shortsighted fool who later persuaded the Army to allow me to attend law school and become a JAG officer.

      


      You could argue, therefore, that this situation was his fault. Past sins do come back to haunt you.


      Struggling to sound reasonable, he said, “Look… Sean… when the CIA and FBI first approached me with their suspicions and evidence

         on Morrison, I nearly choked. They’ve been watching him for months. They have him dead to rights.”

      


      “Well, good. All I’ll have to do is strike the best deal I can get. Any idiot lawyer can do that. What are you worried about?”


      Judging by his expression, a lot. “At least try to see this from my perspective. We’re dealing with Russia on this counterterrorism effort, not to mention the ongoing oil

         talks and nuclear arms reductions and a hundred other sensitive negotiations. The administration doesn’t want a dustup with

         Russia over this case. You see that, right?”

      


      “Yes, General, I see that, but he asked for me, and he has the right to choose his representation,” I reminded him, less than

         subtly, for the third time.

      


      There’s the old saying “No man is above the law” that applies even to two-star generals, a sort of divine provenance, or whatever.

         I had pushed this point as far as was healthy, and it was time to await the verdict.

      


      He finally said, “All right, damn it. It’s yours.”


      “Very good, thank you, sir,” I replied, doing my perfect subordinate imitation, which, really, considering the audience and

         the moment, was a wasted effort. “Oh, I, uh, I have one other request.”

      


      “What?”


      “I need a co-counsel.”


      “Fine. Submit your request and I’ll consider it.”


      “Karen Zbrovnia,” I immediately replied.


      “No,” he immediately responded.


      “Why not?”


      “She’s already committed.”


      “So pull her off. You said yourself, this is the biggest case going.”


      “I can’t.”


      “Yes sir, you can. Sign the right piece of paper and, poof, it happens. And I’m formally requesting you to. I need Zbrovnia.”

      


      His lips curled up. “Well, you see, she’s already assigned to the prosecution.”


      We stared at each other a long moment. Karen Zbrovnia was one of the top assassins in the JAG Corps: brilliant, confident,

         occasionally ruthless—oh, and a nice ass, if you’re the crass type who notices such things. More important for my purposes,

         her parents were Russian émigrés and had taught her to speak like a Moscovite.

      


      Losing her, however, wasn’t my biggest concern. I asked, “You’ve already formed the prosecution?”


      “The prosecution nearly always comes in early in espionage cases. Zbrovnia and her boss have been approving everything for

         months. They have to live with the evidence, right?”

      


      Well, yes… right. Was it worth noting that I also had to live with that evidence? Or how much of an advantage the prosecution

         had been handed after being involved in this case for months?

      


      “You said ‘her boss,’ ”I asked, suddenly apprehensive. “Who’s in charge of the prosecution?”


      “Major Golden.”


      It occurred to me that he had been waiting for this moment. The JAG Corps annually presents an unofficial award, a silly twist

         on the Navy’s Top Gun, called the Hangman Award. It has rested on Eddie Golden’s office bookshelf two years running, and in

         an obnoxiously prominent place, telling you volumes about Mr. Golden. I played a role in that award, having faced him three

         times, the first two of which I was carried out of court on a stretcher. I nearly got the better of him the third time, before

         it was declared a mistrial, which, technically, was a draw. The idea of Eddie scoring a hat trick on me was sickening.

      


      I mumbled, “I’ll send you a name when I think of one.”


      He nodded as I made my retreat, thinking to myself that I’d ended up with a case I didn’t want, representing a client I couldn’t

         stand, opposing an attorney I dreaded. In short, I had kicked myself in the nuts.

      


      I drove off in a fetid mood and raced down the George Washington Parkway to the McLean exit, described in Realtors’ brochures

         as a “leafy, upscale suburb” located right across the river from our nation’s glorious capital. Between “leafy” and “upscale”

         the message is this: McLean is where two or three million bucks in the bank can land you.

      


      I raced past the entrance to the CIA headquarters, took a right on Georgetown Pike, shot past Langley High School and two

         more of those leafy side streets, then turned into one of what those Realtors’ brochures enticingly call an “elegant, highly

         prestigious address with old world charm.” Translation— bump up the bank balance another ten mil.

      


      The street was lined with graceful old mansions that are distinctly different from the new McMansions sprouting up elsewhere,

         intimating that the residents of this block pay their property taxes with old money. Old money’s supposed to be better than

         new money, but when you have no money, like me, the distinction’s a bit blurry.

      


      I pulled into the big circular driveway and parked my 1996 Chevrolet right next to a spanking-new $180,000 Porsche 911 GT2—a

         glorious thing in shimmering black, a boy-toy of the highest order. I admired it for a long, simmering instant before my car

         door flew out of my hand and oops—a big scratch and ugly dent magically appeared.

      


      I walked to the front door and rang the bell. The man who answered had a curious smile that flipped into a vulgar frown as

         his eyes fell on my face. “Drummond?”

      


      “In the flesh, Homer, and it’s a real pleasure to see you, too,” I replied, with a big phony smile.


      He did not smile back. The man was Homer Steele, Mary’s father, a guy born with a lemon stuck so far up his ass that the stem

         poked out his ear. I thought I heard him laugh once at a cocktail party, but when I went to investigate, he was choking on

         a piece of lobster. I rooted for the lobster, incidentally.

      


      “What do you want?” he demanded in a less than polite way.

      


      “Mary. She’s expecting me.”


      The door slammed and I waited patiently for three full minutes, overhearing a jarring argument inside. Was this fun, or what?


      Finally the door opened, and there stood Mary Steele Morrison in her full staggering glory.


      So let me explain about Mary.


      Remember Grace Kelly… that alabaster skin, those scorching blue eyes, that silky white-blond hair? Remember how she walked

         into a room and men actually gasped? That’s Mary without the slightest exaggeration. One of those Hollywood doubles agencies

         saw her picture in some society rag and even offered her work as a stand-in.

      


      Two months into my sophomore year at Georgetown, she approached me in the middle of the campus quad and brazenly begged me

         for a date. A crowd began gathering. People were watching. I did what any gentleman would do, and then the girl started calling

         me all the time, making a damned nuisance out of herself, and out of pity I dated her for the next three years.

      


      That’s how I remember it.


      Oddly enough, she recalls it somewhat differently.


      Her father wasn’t too keen on her career choice, which we’ll get into later. She’d stop home on weekends, and there was always

         some new jerk in a Ralph Lauren sweater, perched casually by the fireplace, sipping sherry, eyeing her like a used sofa her

         father wanted to pawn off.

      


      From that scant evidence, Mary deduced that her father was trying to mate her with somebody’s large fortune, and that put

         her in a cranky, rebellious mood. The day I worked up the nerve to ask her to go see a movie, she saw the perfect candidate

         for the perfect plot. In a nutshell, she’d lure me home to meet Daddy Warbucks, and since I wasn’t exactly what Papa had in

         mind, a deal would be struck—the spoiled rich kids and I would mutually disappear.

      


      Her side of the story has going for it that it bears an almost uncanny resemblance to the facts. Homer barely glanced at me

         before he yanked her comely tush into his study, and the sounds of their yapping and thrashing echoed all over the house.

         And if you think that’s not a crappy feeling, try having it happen to you.

      


      Anyway, now as I stood in her doorway, her arms flew around my neck and she planted a kiss on my cheek. I hugged her, too,

         and then we stepped back and examined each other, as ex-lovers are wont to do. She smiled and said, “Sean Drummond, I’m so

         damn glad to see you. How are you?”

      


      “Uh, fine, yeah, hi, gee, crappy way to meet, how are you, you look great.”


      Am I cool or what?


      That smile—I’d forgotten how unnerving it was. Most beautiful women, the best they can do is this flinching motion of a few

         stingy muscles that comes across more like a favor than a feeling. Mary’s smile swallows you whole.

      


      Besides, she did look great. Her face was slightly leaner, and there were a few tiny wrinkles, but the effect was to enhance

         her beauty—as the poetically inclined might say, sprinkling dew on a rose petal.

      


      She wrapped both her arms tightly around my arm and tugged. “Come on.” She giggled. “I swear it’s safe. My father promised

         to leave us alone.”

      


      “Gee, I don’t know.” I peeked inside. “I don’t trust the old fart.”


      Mary giggled some more. “He has a dartboard upstairs with your face on it. He’s probably up there right now.”


      This was a joke, right? She led me to the rear of the big house, to a cavernous sunroom built off a living room the size of

         a football stadium. The house was filled with ancient-looking oriental carpets, and cracked, antique-looking paintings, and

         leather furniture with brass studs, and all the other ostentatious furnishings meant to remind visitors of the life they can’t

         afford.

      


      She sat on a flower-patterned couch and I took a place across from her. The moment instantly got landlocked in the past. Twelve

         years is a long time, and a million questions were swirling in my mind. Unfortunately, the one that kept kicking to the surface

         was, Hey, why’d you marry that lousy prick when you could’ve had me?

      


      Given the circumstances and all, perhaps it would be best to avoid that one. I finally announced, “I saw him this morning.”


      “How is he?”


      “Not well. On suicide watch.”


      She shook her head. “Poor Bill. They called him into the office on some pretense, then he was in handcuffs being dragged out

         of the embassy. They deliberately humiliated him. Those bastards even invited CNN to be there.”

      


      I tried to appear sympathetic, but to be honest, I had enjoyed watching the arrest. Of course, this was before he became my

         client, and now I was deeply ashamed of myself. Right. Anyway, I said, “Well, he signed the request and my boss just approved

         it.”

      


      She tried to muster a warm smile as she said, “Thank you. I mean it. I know it’s awkward. I just . . .” And suddenly that

         smile crumbled, and she was biting her lip.

      


      I put a hand on her leg. “Forget it.”


      She laid her hand on top of mine. “We shouldn’t have asked,” she finally said. “What a stupid predicament.”


      I chuckled. “Don’t worry about it.”


      “Sean, I have no right to put you in this position. I’m desperate… I have two young children and a husband accused of treason.

         Bill insisted on you, but I—”

      


      “Look,” I interrupted, “if you’re concerned about my feelings, don’t be. Lawyers have no emotions.”


      “Liar.”


      “Liar, huh? At Georgetown Law, they caught a girl crying one day… She’d just learned her mother died. They threw her out on

         her butt. There was a big ceremony in the auditorium and they said she just couldn’t cut it.”

      


      She was shaking her head and laughing. “Oh, come on.”


      “We’re the ones in movie theaters who get dreamy-eyed when the Titanic goes down, counting the corpses and plotting the class-action suit.”

      


      She giggled and said, “God, I’ve missed you,” then instantly looked chagrined, like, Oops, what made those words pop out?

         “Hey,” she said, a little too awkwardly, “do you want to meet the kids?”

      


      “Oh God, kids?” I groaned.


      “It won’t be bad, I promise. They’re just like regular people, only smaller. Just… nothing about Bill, okay?”


      I nodded as she left the room and went into the hallway. She called upstairs and a moment later came the thundering sound

         of little feet bouncing down stairs.

      


      “This is Jamie,” she said, pointing proudly at the boy, “and this is Courtney.” She then paused briefly to fabricate a graceful

         way to explain me, the guy who would’ve been their father were it not for their mother’s awful judgment. To them, she said,

         “Guys, this is Major Sean Drummond. We went to college together and, well… we were best of friends. He’s just stopped by to

         say hello.”

      


      They padded over and shook my hand, a pair of blond-haired, blue-eyed replicas of their mother. This was no bad thing, I must

         tell you, and I felt perversely gratified to see so little of Morrison’s seed evident in their children. Don’t ask me why;

         I just did.

      


      I said to her, “Christ, your genes are greedy cannibals.”


      She giggled. “Bill always said I mated with myself.”


      Then the hard part. There’s a good reason bachelors aren’t supposed to have children and it’s called competency. I try to

         come down to their level, to engage them in conversations about things I assume they’re interested in, like say, Tonka trucks

         and Barbie dolls, and they look back at me like I’m a moron.

      


      I regarded them with my most charming smile. “So, hey, what do you guys think of the Redskins’ chances this year?”


      Mary rolled her eyes, while Jamie, who looked to be eleven or twelve, pondered this a moment, then finally replied, “They

         need a new coach.”

      


      “You think so?”


      “A new quarterback, too.”


      “A new quarterback, huh?”


      “And their defensive backfield stinks. So does their offensive line.”


      “I take it you don’t think much of them?”


      “My grandpa likes them, so I hate them.”


      The timing would be off, but I stared at him and wondered if he was my lovechild. I said, “I predict you’re going to grow

         up and become a very great man.”

      


      Courtney, who looked to be six or seven, had been retreating swiftly toward the protection of her mother’s legs, that way

         shy kids do. But she was a girl—tiny and inexperienced—and thus, should still be susceptible to my charms. I flashed her my

         smarmiest smile. “And what about you, Courtney? Don’t you like football, too?”

      


      She looked terrifically confused as her mother reached down and stroked her hair. “Ignore him, darling. He gets awkward around

         women.”

      


      Courtney giggled. “You mean he’s a dork?”


      “Honey, we never use that word in front of the people we’re talking about,” said Mary, wagging her finger. “Wait till he’s

         gone.”

      


      Courtney giggled some more. “Girls don’t like football,” she instructed me. “I like Playstation, though. Especially the games

         where you get to shoot people.”

      


      “Do they show the blood?”


      “On the better ones. Some of them, the people just die.”


      “Yeah, I could see where that would get boring,” I admitted with a knowing nod.


      “I like it better when they bleed.”


      “I think I love you. Would you happen to be free on Friday night?”


      She hugged Mary’s leg tighter. “He’s strange, Mom.”


      “I know, honey. He can’t help it. Don’t make fun of him, though. He’s very sensitive.”


      I stuck out my tongue at Courtney and she broke into giggles.


      “All right, you two,” ordered Mary. “Back upstairs and stay away from your grandfather. He’s slipped into one of his grumpy

         moods.”

      


      Their obligation to meet their mother’s friend completed, they scampered off with relief on their faces. I was impressed.

         It only took those few moments to realize that Mary was a great mother. The chemistry between her and the kids was palpable

         and affecting.

      


      We sat on the couches and faced off again. I asked, “And is Grandpa ever not grumpy?”


      She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Ignore the stuffy old ass. He thinks we’re idiots for bringing you into this. I told

         him Bill insisted on you, that he had always said if he got in desperate trouble, he wanted me to call you.”

      


      “Well… that’s interesting.”


      She wisely ignored this. “Sean, he followed your legal career very closely. He really admires you, you know.”


      “Well, desperate trouble calls for desperate action, I suppose.”


      She nodded that this was so and asked, “How do you think it’ll go?”


      “Frankly, it’s going to be an ordeal for him, for you, and the kids. When it comes to espionage cases, the government leaks

         everything. It’s like the bureaucrats feel some obnoxious compulsion to tell the American people exactly what kind of disgusting

         bastard they’ve caught.”

      


      She closed her eyes and looked pained. “I’ve seen it before. I’m trying to prepare myself.”


      Truthfully, there was no way to prepare for this, however, I moved on and asked, “What are they telling you at work?”


      Regarding this particular question, the day after we graduated, Mary disappeared into that big CIA training facility down

         by Quantico, Virginia, to begin the career Homer had tried to derail with his fruitless pimping. I never understood why Mary

         was so intent on becoming Jane Bond, however, she was the kind of model candidate the CIA dreamed of attracting—smart, polished,

         adaptable—and its recruiters had likely promised her a world of bullshit. Over the years I’d heard she was doing quite well,

         however, her world was as much smoke and mirrors as mine, so I had not a clue what she did.

      


      She leaned back in her chair and released a big gust of air. “They haven’t told me anything. They can’t. I’m the Moscow station

         chief whose husband is accused of working for the Russians. It’s a terrible predicament for everybody.”

      


      Oh my. Trying to hide my stupefaction, I asked, “The station chief ?”


      She nodded as I tried to absorb this news. Needless to say, this presented a whole new array of potential problems. I settled

         for, “So you haven’t been canned or anything?”

      


      “Not yet. I’ve been reassigned to a management job here in Langley without access to anything even remotely sensitive. They’ll

         keep me packed in mothballs until this thing is resolved, then they’ll quietly pinkslip me.”

      


      She explained this matter-of-factly, as though it was just the way things worked, and why worry about it. Actually, it left

         a great deal to be worried about. In reply to my stare, she said, “I know… it’s going to be the bombshell when it gets out.

         I’m not looking forward to it.”

      


      I pondered this a moment, then asked, “Did you have any inkling it was going down?”


      “I’m his wife, Sean. I was the last person they’d say anything to.”


      That obviously made sense. I asked, “Did the two of you… uh . . .”


      “Share things?”


      “Exactly.”


      “He had a Top Secret, SCI clearance. He was the military attaché, which is an intelligence job, and I was the station chief.

         Leads, sources, discoveries, you name it—I held nothing back.”

      


      “Mary, I advise you to get a lawyer.”


      “I know. I’ll be interviewing several over the next few days.”


      “Have you been interrogated?”


      “Formally, no. I’ve had a few sly queries from my boss, the deputy director for intelligence, but nobody has yet sat me down

         for a rigorous grilling. They’ll get around to it, though.”

      


      Indeed, they would. “Don’t say anything. As his wife you’re protected from testifying against him. Not to mention, you need

         to keep as much distance from this as you can.”

      


      “I’m not sure I can sell them on that. He’s my husband. I’m in this up to my eyeballs.”


      “Legal distance, Mary. There are all kinds of possible avenues of culpability in this. Get that lawyer quickly, and if they

         try to question you in between, politely refuse to answer anything.”

      


      She nodded, but with an amused expression, I suppose because it’s a bit awkward to get legal advice from a former lover. I

         recalled the warning about mixing business with pleasure, however, this was old pleasure mixed with new business so perhaps

         it did not apply.

      


      I asked, “Are you mad at him?”


      “Truthfully, I’m furious. I can’t believe this happened. Maybe it’s not his fault, and I keep trying not to blame him… I can’t

         stop myself. I need someone to be mad at.”

      


      “It’s natural, and you’ll get past it. Say he actually did it, got any idea why?”


      “Not one, Sean. Everything was going so well. We had a good life… we both loved our work. Did you know Bill was on the two-star

         list that’s about to come out?”

      


      I didn’t know. “Was” would be the operative verb, however, as some guy was probably at that very moment seated in a back room

         putting a match to that list. The Army tends to be very grouchy about these things.

      


      I walked across to where she was seated, bent over, pecked her cheek, and said, “I have to go. You’ll be hearing from me soon,

         okay?”

      


      I thought her expression looked bleak and abysmally lonely and I didn’t really want to leave. What I really wanted to do,

         I won’t go into. I asked, “You sure you should be staying here? With him?” I pointed a finger at the ceiling to show I meant

         you-know-who.

      


      She gave me a forced smile and replied, “It’s the best place for us. He believes in protecting his brood, and that’s what

         the kids and I most need.”

      


      Wrong. What she and the kids needed most was to turn back the clock a dozen years, a different husband, a different father,

         and so on.

      


      But, this being America, when fate deals you a crappy hand, there is one other thing you need—a lawyer. And so, here we were.


   

      CHAPTER THREE


      GIVEN THAT EDDIE HAD A SEVERAL MONTH HEAD START, speed was going to count for everything at this stage. I pulled over at the first gas station and used a pay phone to call

         my legal assistant, whose name, title, and all that crap is Sergeant First Class Imelda Pepperfield. She answered on the first

         ring, as that’s her way with everything, prompt to the point of preemptive.

      


      I said, “Hey, Imelda, me. You know that Morrison case that’s splashed all over the news?”


      “I heard of it.”


      “It’s ours. Morrison asked for me, and his wife is a, uh, an old chum and she, uh, she sort of, well… twisted my arm.”


      Imelda’s about five foot one, 160 pounds, a fiftyish black woman with a pudgy face, frumpy build, gold-rimmed glasses, and

         slightly graying hair. People who observe her only from a distance immediately lump her into that harmless grandmotherly category,

         one of those late-middle-aged women who use their spare time to knit mufflers and sweaters for their nephews and make chicken

         soup for sickly friends. One could more safely confuse an atomic bomb with a firecracker.

      


      Imelda was raised in the mountains of North Carolina, where she acquired the affectations of a poorly educated backwoods hick

         she has long since outgrown, yet milks to this day to persuade suckers like me that there’s some tangible reason she’s supposed

         to salute and call me sir. What lurks behind that wicked camouflage are a razor-sharp mind, two master’s degrees, and the

         moral ambiguity of a Mack truck. She’s spent nearly thirty years in the Army, seeing law practiced and malpracticed in all

         its gritty varieties, and offers her seasoned advice whenever it’s asked for—or not—usually the same way a ballpeen hammer

         helps a tent peg find its way into the ground.

      


      “This a bad idea,” she finally replied.


      “Why?”


      “ ’Cause you don’t know diddly-squat ’bout espionage cases. ’Cause you over your head.”


      Not many people can say “diddly-squat” and still be taken seriously. But then, I don’t know anybody who doesn’t take Imelda

         seriously. I take her very seriously. I assured her, “It’s like any other criminal case. Different actors and setting is all.”

      


      “Horseshit. This ’cause of his wife?”


      “Imelda, she’s just an old friend. This isn’t personal, it’s professional… and please recall that her husband asked for me.”

      


      Without replying to that point, she asked, “You heard who the prosecutor is?”


      “Golden. So what?”


      “You takin’ this case ’cause you hot for the wife of the accused traitor, and you goin’ up against Golden, in something you

         don’t know shit about. And now you askin’ me so what?”

      


      Imelda has a maddening habit of developing her own opinions, which can be annoying, but then I have my annoying habits, too,

         so it all balances out. I replied, “I’m not hot for Mary. And regarding Eddie, I’ll blow him out of the courtroom.” Getting

         back to the business at hand, I added, “I’ll look into hiring an associate, and I need you to arrange a satellite office at

         Leavenworth.”

      


      “You better find a damned good one… You gonna need it.”


      “Thank you for your confidence in my abilities.”


      “Didn’t say I was confident in your abilities.”


      She was right, however, and I next placed a call to the JAG personnel officer and asked him to run a computer search for all

         the Army lawyers who spoke Russian.

      


      He called back a few minutes later with two names, one being Captain Karen Zbrovnia, previously committed. And a guy named

         Jankowski, whose Polish was flawless, but whose Russian was rated just shy of marginal.

      


      This wouldn’t do; I needed someone who could speed-read a Tolstoy novel in Russian without missing a single fractured nuance,

         assuming the Russians have such things. I therefore called an old law school chum who practiced criminal law in the District

         of Columbia. Harry Zinster is his name, and he is the Hedda Hopper of Washington law; sadly, what he isn’t, is an even halfway

         competent lawyer.

      


      He answered himself, as he definitely can’t afford a secretary. I said, “Hey, Harry, Drummond here. I need a favor.”


      “Whatever. You got a friend who needs good representation? I’ve got a busy calendar but I’ll see if I can squeeze him in.”


      Nice try—Harry hadn’t seen a busy calendar since law school, leave aside that I’d never commit a friend to his feeble hands.

         I said, “Actually, I’m looking for an attorney who speaks Russian, and speaks it really well. Know any?”

      


      “A few.”


      “I also need it to be someone who either has, or can get, a security clearance. Have I just made the problem too hard?”


      “Nope. Katrina Mazorski… she used to have some kind of government job. She works out of her home in the District, doing criminal

         stuff mostly.”

      


      “You know her, or of her?”

      


      “Know her, Sean, but only vaguely. She hangs out sometimes at the Fourteenth Street precinct, scrounging scraps off what the

         night shift drags in. We’ve shared a few late-night cups of coffee.”

      


      One of the things I love about Army law is that my clients fall into my lap off a conveyer belt. Spending all night in police

         stations begging pimps and whores and muggers for work is a part of the profession law schools don’t advertise. Funny thing,

         huh?

      


      I asked Harry, “Would you happen to have her number?”


      “Somewhere…” He began opening and slamming drawers. This lasted awhile, as organizational skills were another of Harry’s weaknesses.

         “Found it,” he finally mumbled.

      


      I thanked him, jammed in another seventy-five cents, and she answered on the first ring. I said, “Katrina Mazorski?”


      “Yeah.”


      “My name’s Drummond. Harry Zinster gave me your name.”


      “I know Harry.”


      “Well, uh, Harry told me you speak Russian. Is that speak it like you can order a beer and hot dog or like you could have

         a long, frank discussion with a Russian rocket scientist?”

      


      There was a quick, harsh chuckle. “Look, I couldn’t have a long, frank discussion with a rocket scientist in any language.

         If you mean, am I a native-quality speaker, yeah.”

      


      I noted that she had an interesting voice—deeper than most female voices, husky even. A picture formed inside my head of a

         woman of about thirty, elegant, mysterious, seductive. It would be too much to try to add a physical description to that picture,

         although one can always hope.

      


      I asked, “How’d you learn it?”


      “From my parents.”


      “How’d they learn it?”


      “From their parents. I hope there’s a point to this discussion.”


      “There’s a point. I’m a JAG officer, assigned a case that requires me to have a Russian-speaking co-counsel.”


      “I see. And you’re thinking of me?”


      “Harry also said you used to have a government job. What did you do?”


      “I was a translations clerk at State.”


      “Did you have a clearance?”


      “Yes. A Top Secret.”


      This was sounding too good to be true. I asked, “Can you drop everything and come meet me?”


      “I, uh… is this an interview?”


      “It’s only a temporary job, maybe a few months, and it’ll involve some travel. That satisfactory with you?”


      “Maybe.”


      I gave her the address for my office and then raced back to get ready. Imelda awarded me a testy frown, hrummphed a few times,

         and threw a stack of yellow phone message slips at me. She was very unhappy with me. Granted, she was being subtle, but I

         could tell. I killed time returning calls.

      


      Then came a knock at the door and Imelda stuck her puzzled face in. “Some lady here… says she’s supposed to interview with

         you.”

      


      “Katrina Mazorski?”


      “Same one. She ain’t an attorney, is she?”


      “Why?”


      Imelda’s eyebrows merged with her hairline, and a moment later Katrina Mazorski stepped through the portal. I had stood up

         to shake, only my arm froze—call it a momentary paralysis. She had on skintight, hip-hugging, black leather pants, a halter

         top with a black bra peeking out, maroonish lipstick, a silver bead in her left nostril, and a silver hoop poking out of her

         naked navel. Her hair was dark and hung straight, and her eyes were brown, or possibly green. She had wide shoulders, no waist

         to speak of, long, slender legs, and she was pretty—and yes, okay, sexy, too, just not in the way I’m used to girls being

         pretty… or sexy. Along the lines of Sandra Bullock pretty, only clownishly made up, with a few bangles punched through her

         skin.

      


      “You’re, uh, you’re Miss Mazorski?”


      She slid into the chair in front of my desk. “My friends call me Kate, but you’re not my friend yet, so Katrina will do fine.

         What do I call you?”

      


      “Sean Drummond’s my name. Of course my friends call me Sean. Why don’t you call me Major?”


      She tipped back on the chair, grinned, and replied, “That’s cool. What’s the gig?”


      “Gig?”


      “Y’know, the case?”


      We stared at each other a moment. I finally said, “I’d like to ask the questions. Silly as that might sound, I read a management

         book once and it said that’s the way these interview things are supposed to work.”

      


      “Fire away,” she said. “That’s how you guys talk, right?”


      I rolled my eyes. “How old are you?”


      “Twenty-nine.”


      “When’d you graduate from law school?”


      “Two years ago. Maryland… night school.”


      “And what have you been doing since graduation?”


      “A little of this, a little of that.”


      “I don’t mean to pry, but could you be more descriptive?”


      “Okay… I spent the first few months passing the D.C. and Virginia bars and interviewing with firms. And then—”


      “And did you get any offers?” I interrupted.


      She appeared amused. “A few.”


      “What’s that mean?”


      “I got several invitations to sleep with the interviewers. Do you want to hear the details?”


      “No, I, uh… let’s skip that. The firm route didn’t work out.”


      “You got the picture.”


      I was nodding when she asked, “What about you?”


      “I’m sorry?”


      She bent forward. “What about you? Where’d you go to law school? How long have you been a JAG officer? What do you expect

         from me?”

      


      There still seemed to be some confusion about whose interview this was. I swallowed my irritation and replied, “Georgetown

         Law eight years ago. For five years before that I was an infantry officer. And I’m interviewing you to become a member of

         the defense team for General William Morrison.”

      


      She slumped back in her chair. “Morrison… the spy?”


      “Same guy. Interested?”


      “Uh, yeah… I’m interested. What do you expect from me?”


      “We’ll figure that out as we go along.”


      She considered this a moment, then said, “Do I get involved in the criminal case or do you expect me to be a glorified paralegal?”


      I have a good memory and was sure I told her I was interviewing her. I allowed a long, cold moment to pass. “This is a military case that involves espionage. The Army picked two top guns to

         prosecute. You said you went to U of Maryland night school, right? They have the top-drawer lawyers of the CIA and the Justice

         Department at their beck and call. There’s going to more Ivy League degrees trying to fry my client than you can count. So

         tell me… what can you contribute?”

      


      She laughed. “I speak excellent Russian.”


      “Well there you have it. Married?”


      “No.”


      “Ever been married?”


      “No again.”


      “A U.S. citizen?”


      “My mother and father emigrated ten years before I was born.”


      “Any limitations on travel or long hours?”


      “No limitations. What’s it pay?”


      “I can get you one-fifty a day, plus expenses. It’s no great shake, but the Army’s stingy. And incidentally, that’s about

         what the Army pays me.”

      


      “I’ll take it.”


      “Well, that presents a problem,” I politely noted. “I didn’t offer it yet.”


      “You’re going to.” She chuckled. “You’re definitely going to.”


      “Why’s that?”


      “Martindale-Hubbell’s will tell you there’s only three other lawyers in this town that speak fluent Russian. Two bill five

         hundred an hour and do most of their work for the Russian Mafiya. The third’s facing disbarment for running an adoption scam

         and bilking childless couples. None of them could bribe their way into the Republican Convention, much less a security clearance.

         You’re lucky I’m available. Now, put on a nice expression, make your offer, and quit wasting time.”

      


      I shook my head. “This may come as a surprise, but I hear there’s actually lawyers outside of this city.”


      She shrugged. “You’ll waste weeks and still not find somebody with my credentials and talents. Quit jerking me around and

         make your offer.”

      


      Her head was canted sideways, and she was observing me with a sort of insouciant expression. Her eyes were brown, I realized.

         But the more relevant thing I realized was that this woman was a bit of a ballbuster.

      


      Actually, so what? Maybe she was bluffing about how hard it would be to find another suitable attorney. But maybe she wasn’t.

         Time was already a bit of an issue for me.

      


      I pondered the pros and cons and then said, “We’ll try it, but conditionally. If I don’t like your work, it’s sayonara.”


      “I’ll start tomorrow,” she responded, “and don’t worry about my work. Just try to keep up.” Then she abruptly got up, spun

         around, and left.

      


      The things I liked about her: She was obviously smart, self-confident, and attractive—if you like that type.


      What I didn’t like was that she was sassy, cocky, pushy, and looked like a Technicolor cartoon of Generation X. The appearance

         issue could be a problem, but more her problem than mine. What was a problem for me was that she was definitely a wiseass.

         I happen to admire the characteristic, however, we all know what happens when you put two wiseasses together.

      


      But then, I’m confident of my devastating wit and, misgivings aside, would find some use for her.


   

      CHAPTER FOUR


      THE TOP STORY OF THE WASHINGTON HERALD ON MY FIRST full day as William Morrison’s lead attorney had this to say: A knowledgeable source who wished to remain anonymous claimed

         Morrison was first recruited by a case officer of the KGB as early as 1988 or 1989. Mr. Anonymous knew this because those

         were the years when the trail of Morrison’s damage first ignited. After the Soviet Union got swept into the dustbin of history,

         Morrison’s case officer simply transferred his files into Russia’s new intelligence bureaus and kept the game rolling.

      


      Over that period, Morrison had scored some very impressive intelligence coups against the Soviets, and afterward, against

         the Russians, that dramatically furthered his career. He received a slew of early promotions and special assignments.

      


      Also over that period, a number of critically vital intelligence programs had been blown and several double agents and Russian

         turncoats had been exposed and then brutally executed by Russia’s intelligence agencies. These signs were noticed. The CIA

         and FBI knew they had a traitor and searched relentlessly for his identity, a search that led eventually to Aldrich Ames and

         Robert Hanssen, but the CIA and FBI were now forced to consider the ugly possibility that both had been tossed by the Russians

         to keep the spotlight off Morrison. Ames and Hanssen weren’t exactly minnows—this only accentuated the scale of treason Morrison

         was suspected of committing.

      


      Regarding Mary being the Moscow station chief, there was no mention. Eventually it would have to surface. It was too stunningly

         juicy to ignore. If Morrison was a Russian vacuum cleaner, he had not only inhaled what he discovered in his own increasingly

         prestigious positions, but also what Mary learned from hers.

      


      But the tidbit that especially whetted my interest was the mention of his case officer, or, in the lingo of professional spies,

         his “controller.” Not two controllers, or a team of controllers— the article referred to only one controller. In the lingo of lawyers, a highly relevant fact.

      


      I got to the office at six, jump-started the coffeemaker, poured a fresh cup, and then ventured into my office to ponder the

         situation. A few minutes later I heard Imelda rumble in, and shortly behind her, Katrina. After a few more minutes I heard

         them chatting.

      


      Probably Imelda was telling her to lose that damned belly-button ring. Probably Katrina was telling Imelda she’d have a special

         place in the guillotine line when the revolution went down. I heard banging and shuffling and wondered if Imelda was body-slamming

         her around the office.

      


      By eight-thirty I had a general idea of what I wanted or, more accurately, needed to do. I began making calls, first to the

         office of the CIA general counsel for an appointment to see him. Second, to Eddie Golden’s office for an appointment to see

         him. Third, to Clapper’s office to arrange to have Katrina hired and paid, and for her Top Secret clearance to be restored.

      


      When I walked out, a second desk had been added for Katrina, and both wall safes had their drawers opened and emptied. Imelda

         and Katrina had battened down the hatches, preparing for an onslaught of evidence. Smart girls.

      


      Looking surprisingly chummy, they were seated at a makeshift table, empty Starbucks cups between them, and a crumb-cake that

         had been reduced to its namesake.

      


      I shrugged and started heading for the door. Imelda asked, “Where you goin’?”


      “To the CIA, then to see Golden. I’ll be gone most of the morning.”


      “You forgettin’ something?”


      “Let me see… briefcase… pen… underwear… No, I have everything.”


      “Like your co-counsel?”


      “Oh, I didn’t forget. They’re introductory meetings. She can wait here.”


      “My ass. She an attorney, ain’t she?”


      “I might even surprise you and be useful,” said Katrina, looking amused. “Hard to believe, I know.”


      Did I really need to explain the problem here? Other issues aside, first impressions are important in this business, especially

         when your first stop is the most tight-assed place on the planet. She was wearing a loose blouse, tight bell-bottoms, clogs,

         and a spiked collar around her neck. But on second thought, it might be worth bringing her along for the shock value. Maybe

         her nose bead and belly-button ring would set off the metal detector at the CIA. Wouldn’t that be a thrill?

      


      Three minutes later we were racing down the GW Parkway. Wanting a better angle on this woman, I said, “So tell me about yourself.”


      She chuckled and replied, “ ‘Tell me about yourself’?” like, What kind of asshole would phrase it like that?


      “It’s just a question. Answer however you choose.”


      “However, huh? Herpes-free single white female with a law degree from a third-rate school. Likes Chanel Premier Rouge lipstick,

         stands in long lines for U2 concerts, and would really appreciate less condescension from her boss. Does that work?”

      


      “Fine.” However, I believe I detected a veiled message.


      She said, “Quit jerking me off and tell me what you’re interested in.”


      “It’s called getting acquainted. Familiarity breeds teamwork. Says so in a management book I once read.” Of course, this was

         the same management book that told me how to conduct interviews, so its validity was highly suspect at this point. I said,

         “You mentioned your parents were Russian. How come they ended up here?”

      


      “I didn’t say they were Russian, I said they taught me to speak Russian. My father was Chechen; my mother was the Russian.

         When they got married… well, the Communists didn’t like Chechens or mixed marriages, and things became uncomfortable. They

         were smart. They came here.”

      


      “And you grew up in New York City?”


      “TriBeCa, before the yuppies discovered it. It used to be a nice neighborhood before all the condo associations converted

         it into high-gloss hell.”

      


      “And college?”


      “That would be CUNY and four years of humping dishes in Broadway restaurants with horny tourists groping my ass as I tried

         to balance a tray over my head. College sucked.” She paused a moment, then said, “Are we done yet?”

      


      “Almost. Why law school?”


      “As in, What’s a girl who looks like me doing in your profession?”


      “Hey, that’s a good question, too.”


      “If I had a rack of power suits and a Dooney & Bourke briefcase, you wouldn’t ask. Meet me in court someday and I’ll bust

         your nuts.”

      


      “I’ll bet you would,” I replied. Of course we both knew I was lying. “Why criminal law?”


      “It’s my turn.”


      “Who said we were taking turns?”


      “Don’t be an asshole,” she persisted. “What about you?”


      “What about me?”


      “Where’d you grow up?”


      “I was an Army brat. We were migrants. As soon as the bill collectors figured out where we lived, we moved on.”


      “Then this is legacy work for you, huh?”


      “I don’t think of it that way, no.”


      “How do you think of it?”


      “As a worthy trade inside an honorable profession.”


      “Wow. You actually said that with a straight face.” She regarded me a moment, then asked, “Why law?”


      I flashed my ID to the guard at the gate of the big CIA headquarters, and said, “Because back when I was an infantryman, I

         had the misfortune to stand in front of a few bullets. When the docs were done putting me back together they’d made a catastrophic

         wiring mistake and turned me into a lawyer.”

      


      “That sucks. I hope you sued their asses off.”


      “Well, you know how doctors feel about lawyers. They all shot themselves.”


      We pulled into a guest parking space and walked over to the entrance. A young man with a sour expression met us, handed us

         temporary building passes, actually showed us how to put them on, and then escorted us to the elevator. You have to love these

         people. We went up four floors and were then deposited at the office of the general counsel, where a secretary with the face

         of a dried prune eyed Katrina with a disapproving stare, then starchly told us to sit and wait. For all I knew, she had a

         gun in that desk. We sat and waited.

      


      A minute or so later, a guy in a nice suit poked his head out of his office and in an unwelcoming way said, “Come in.” We

         did that, too.

      


      It wasn’t a big office, but few government offices are. He had his J. D. diploma from Boston University hanging on his wall,

         as well as your typical rogue’s gallery of photos that showed him shaking hands with or standing beside a whole array of impressive

         and recognizable faces.

      


      I took one peek at those photos, realized with a sudden, overwhelming shock how outclassed I was, stood up, and fled. Just

         kidding.

      


      His name was Clarence O’Neil—he was somewhere in his late forties, and well along that road of regression from being a fairly

         fit, reddish-haired young man to becoming a florid-faced, stout, broad-nosed Irishman. His eyes lingered radioactively on

         Katrina for a few brief seconds, then he and I traded pugnacious glares, as we opposing attorneys are inclined to do. One

         way or another, Clarence was going to be in the background of this case, and probably was going to call a lot of the shots.

      


      He finally leaned back into his chair, ran a hand through his unruly, thinning hair, and asked, “What can I do for you, Major?

         Miss Mazorski?”

      


      I said, “We thought it might make sense to come over here and get acquainted. Maybe create some joint ground rules.”


      “I’m afraid I’m confused. This is a military case. It has nothing to do with this office.”


      I just love getting jerked around. “Let’s not go there. Your Agency headed up the task force that arrested my client. You’ve

         got vaults filled with information I need. Order your people to share what the law says I’m entitled to see, or I’ll walk

         out of this building and convene a press conference.”

      


      A nasty half-smile popped onto his face. “Every defense lawyer makes that threat. We’ve weathered it before, and we’ll weather

         it again. And frankly, ever since the World Trade Center, the courts are much more sympathetic to us.”

      


      I half smiled back. We were making progress. Pretty soon, we’d half smile each other to death.


      “How many of those lawyers attended press conferences wearing Army green? How many had Top Secret clearances? How many knew

         exactly how to embarrass this agency to get what they want?”

      


      He stood up and walked around his desk to position himself in front of me. He got less than a foot away and looked down at

         my face. It’s the oldest intimidation stunt in the book. You either stare at his groin like a pervert or up at his face like

         a supplicant.

      


      I opted for the supplicant option, in case you’re interested.


      “Listen, Drummond, your client betrayed this country in ways too horrible to contemplate. Sure, you’re only doing your job,

         and believe it or not, I admire that. But when you learn everything your client did, you’ll want to strangle him. He’s responsible

         for more havoc than you can imagine. We’re still trying to assess the damage, but it’s probable we’ll add murder to the crime

         of treason.”

      


      In an outraged tone, Katrina said, “Murder? That’s bullshit.” He pinched his nostrils and stared over at her. She was shrewdly

         trying to provoke more information from him. Smart girl… nice move… very commendable.

      


      Unfortunately, Clarence didn’t get to this level by being stupid. He went across the room and stared out his window. “William

         Morrison not only gave the Russians the names of agents and turncoats, he also exposed the inner workings of our foreign policy

         deliberations and helped shape our responses to Russian acts that would turn your stomach. In the history of espionage, there’s

         never been one like him.”

      


      When neither of us responded, he continued, “Your client’s a master of duplicity. He worked right under our noses for over

         a decade and fooled everybody. For three years Mary Morrison headed up the task force responsible for finding the traitor.

         He slept beside her every night, so forgive me if we seem reluctant to share sensitive information. There’ll be no orchestrated

         effort to stonewall you—hell, I’ve already assembled twenty attorneys to cull through the evidence, but don’t you get on your

         high horse, Drummond. It won’t sell.”

      


      I tried to listen to his every word but was having some difficulty coming to terms with that one nasty zinger he’d let slip.

         Mary Morrison had been in charge of the molehunting task force—she’d been sleeping with the man they were now convinced was

         her prey. If Morrison was in fact a traitor, she’d been cuckolded in ways that almost defy the imagination.

      


      I stood up and Katrina followed my lead. “Mr. O’Neil, thank you for your time, and I look forward to getting your team’s products

         at the earliest possible date.”

      


      A self-satisfied smile erupted on his face and remained there as I fled out his door. Score: Clarence one, Drummond zero.


      Back in the car, Katrina said, “Gee, you handled that well.”


      “Thanks.”


      “I wasn’t serious.”


      “I know.”


      “Am I missing something here? What was that about his wife?”


      “Mary Morrison was the CIA station chief in Moscow. You know those Washington power couples you always read about? Bill and

         Hillary. Dole and Dole. The Morrisons were all that in the world of supersecret agencies. Oh, and incidentally, I had a fling with his wife in college.”

      


      Sometimes, say things quickly enough and it doesn’t register. She frowned, however, and remarked, “A fling, huh? She wasn’t

         the one who talked you into defending her husband? Tell me this isn’t so.”

      


      “The relevant point is that he asked for me,” I said, partially answering her question, and partially not.

      


      “Then you and he are acquainted also?”


      I nodded, and she asked, “How well acquainted?”


      “More than I want to be.”


      “Why’s that?”


      “He’s a jerk.”


      “He’s a jerk?”


      “You’re right. Let me amend that. A social-climbing, ass-covering, arrogant, self-serving, mealy-mouthed jerk.”


      “Are we having objectivity issues?”


      “What’s not objective? The subject’s a jerk and all else flows from there.”


      Wisely, she decided on a different tack. “I was under the impression you guys promoted capable people to such high ranks.

         Don’t tell me Hollywood had it right all along?”

      


      “I never said Morrison isn’t capable. I worked with him once, back when I was in the infantry. Back before he met Mary, even.”


      She leaned against the door and said, “Tell me about that.”


      “I was a team leader of a unit that was ordered to take out a terrorist cell that was planning to murder some American diplomats

         in Israel. Only our intelligence agencies intercepted a few of their messages and somebody decided to preempt it. Morrison

         was the liaison officer from the intelligence community. I had no complaints there. He knows his job.”

      


      “What part did you have complaints about?”


      “Him. He was bossy and abusive to my people. He started telling us how to prepare for the mission, how to plan it, how to

         cut eggs. I told him to back off, and he rudely reminded me he was a lieutenant colonel and I was a lieutenant. He started

         angling to come along. I said no, he wasn’t part of the team, wasn’t screened, wasn’t trained. It was dangerous for him, and

         dangerous for us.”
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