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SEVEN MINISTERS ENTERED the famed Al-Bourah Hotel in Doha. Seven ministers from Jordan, Syria, Qatar, Iraq, Lebanon, the United Arab Emirates, and Yemen, grim-faced, all carrying briefcases locked to their wrists by chains, each needing their personal thumbprint to open. They held themselves like kings, these ministers, and in some cases they were as powerful as the kings of past ages. They were accompanied by their bodyguards—men grimmer still than their masters, as heavily muscled as they were armed, ready for any sudden noise or movement.


In the vast lobby, the entourage passed between two rows of gigantic marble pillars, then through the elaborate security screening process their respective countries had paid for, commanded by a dozen uniformed, battle-hardened mercenaries hired specially for this occasion.


The ministers and their bodyguards rode in a pair of elevators to the top floor, walked silently down a thickly carpeted hallway studded on either side with more mercenaries, and entered an enormous light-filled conference room.


They took their places around a polished rosewood table, thumbed open their hard-sided steel-and-titanium-reinforced briefcases, removed files red-stamped top secret. Their bodyguards uncapped iced bottles of water, sipped the water first, then poured it into glasses that had been hand-washed by trusted personnel. With military precision, the bodyguards stepped back to a spot just behind and to the right of their respective masters.


Besides the bottles of water, oversized cut-glass ashtrays had been set out in front of each chair. More than half the ministers shook out cigarettes and lit them. They inhaled deeply and gratefully.


Behind them, through bulletproof windows, Doha was already baking in the morning sun. Heat ignited ripples that rose up the glass-and-steel sides of the sleek modern buildings like smoke. Beyond the grand Corniche, the bay, for which it was said Doha had been named, sparkled like a latticework of diamonds in the raking sunlight.


The minister from Qatar, being the representative of the host nation, began to speak.


“We are here today to answer the call of a catastrophic problem,” he said. He was a small man, distinguished-looking in his robes of state. “Over the past eighteen months, a series of deadly arms shipments have made their way into the African nations to the south—countries notable not only for their oil, but also for natural gas, diamonds, uranium, and rare earth elements.”


The minister paused at this juncture to take a sip of water. As he did so, he took the opportunity to look around the room, regarding each face separately. “Thinking of the nations not represented here,” he continued, “Egypt is in such continuing flux no coherent leader can as yet be recognized, let alone be counted upon to speak for the nation as a whole. As for Saudi and Iran, well, they are both the subjects of our discussion this morning. Nothing could be gained by inviting representatives from their countries.” He cleared his throat. “And the less said about Israel the better.”


“All Israelis are terrorists,” the minister from Iraq said, distaste twisting his thick lips. “Their so-called country was founded by terror and now they subjugate the Palestinians in ever smaller quarters through terror tactics well known to us all.”


The minister from Qatar, staring at the Iraqi, was silent for a moment. “Quite so,” he said at last. Turning his gaze elsewhere, he went on: “To date, our best people have been unable to trace the source of the shipments. What we do know is that they contain ever more modern, and therefore deadly, armaments. The endpoints of these shipments are leaders of various local insurgent groups—terror cells bent on death alone.” Here he lifted an iPad from the dossier. He tapped its screen, and projected onto the opposite wall was a list of the enemies of the states, enumerating their kills, destruction of property, enslavement of children and young adults, and the success rate of their various indoctrination programs.


“As you can see, the success rate is phenomenally high.” He used a laser pointer to underscore his words. “Extreme poverty, disenfranchisement, a promise of martyrdom as well as money for their families bring recruits at such a pace that the high death rate of these recruits becomes meaningless.” He switched off the screen. “Thus we see with our own eyes the truth of the Western criticism of radical Islam: It demeans life as it devalues it.”


At this, the minister from the UAE rose. “This cycle of radicalism must stop,” he said. Unlike the minister from Qatar, he was a tall man—majestic even—dark of eye and hair, with skin like ancient leather: cracked and worn, but still tough as nails. His fist pounded the table. “While the terrorists proliferate, wreaking havoc in their wake, it is we who reap the whirlwind they have created. We wish an end to the purposeful violence, a violence that rebounds onto us. It is our people who are dying in consequence.”


He sat, having said his piece. The minister from Qatar nodded, as did most of the ministers ranged around the table. The minister from Syria, who had been watching the proceedings with a particularly keen eye, noted the others’ reactions.


At a break in the meeting, he left the table and went down the hallway to the men’s room. Ensuring it was empty, he wedged a piece of wood under the door to keep it from opening. Then he stared at himself in the mirror. He touched the bulbous prosthetic nose, removed the plastic inserts that puffed out his cheeks. He rearranged his beard, first applying a bit more spirit gum to several key spots.


Still, Jason Bourne scarcely recognized himself.


That was, of course, all to the good. If he didn’t recognize himself, no one else was going to either. For many years, Bourne had been living off the funds he had provided for himself, lodged in a Zurich bank vault. Now that those funds finally had been used up, he needed a new way to make a living.


For the past year he had been hiring himself out to the highest bidder, impersonating ministers and businessmen who were scheduled to attend high-level diplomatic and business meetings in hot spots around the globe. Rather than risk assassination, these ministers hired him to take their place. In the jargon of the trade, he had become a Blacksmith. And what a Blacksmith! In the space of twelve months he had amassed almost as much money as he had originally stashed in Switzerland.


He took out a mobile phone with software that scrambled all his calls, both incoming and outgoing, and pressed a speed dial button. The moment Sara Yadin answered, he recited chapter and verse the information on the terrorist groups in Africa that had been projected onto the conference room wall.


“More later,” he said, cutting the connection.


He did not normally pass on the relevant product he gathered at these meetings to third parties. He did so this time because he loved Sara, an operative of Mossad. He did it also because of his ever-deepening friendship with Sara’s father, Eli Yadin, Mossad’s director. He wanted to keep them safe; this was an expedient way.


Smiling at his reflection, he reinserted the cheek prosthetics, adjusted them minutely, took one last look at himself, and, satisfied, returned to the conference room.


Apart from the mercenaries on patrol, the lobby of the Al-Bourah was a virtual ghost town. Not a guest came in or out, not a single limousine pulled into the semicircular driveway, not a soul could be seen passing by on the wide, curving Corniche. The security net was as taut as a drawn bow. It was all the phalanx of uniformed young men and women at the front desk and the concierge’s station could do to hold back their yawns. Nothing to do, nowhere to go. They were forbidden even to exchange pleasantries, or the juicy celebrity gossip that usually fueled their workdays.


It was so quiet, in fact, that several of the mercenaries had taken to darting furtive looks at the various young women behind the concierge desk. Several minutes later, the most beautiful of these came around the end of the curved granite desk holding a tray in one hand. On the tray were a number of small cups of tea. The mercenaries’ eyes fixed on her, first warily, then hungrily as she approached them, a provocative smile etched on her face.


She distributed the cups to the men, who sipped the tea gratefully. Only one declined her offer. She held out the teacup, but again he refused. By this time, his compatriots seemed to have developed rubber legs. They staggered and lurched, then, in twos and threes, collapsed onto the polished marble floor. As the lone remaining mercenary in the lobby brought up his semiautomatic weapon, the concierge shot him through the temple at point-blank range.


That was the signal for the terrorists posing as hotel staff to spring into action. Racing across the lobby, they scooped up the mercenaries’ weapons.


The four mercenaries stationed outside were frantically pushing their way through the revolving door. Two of the terrorists turned and fired their assault rifles in short, accurate bursts, killing the last of the ground-floor mercenaries, trapping them in a no-man’s-land of shattered glass.


Now one of the terrorists spoke briefly on his mobile phone. Thirty seconds later three enormous American-made SUVs pulled up in front of the hotel, disgorging sixteen more men. The leading terrorists shot out what remained of the glass revolving door, and the cadre, at the center of which was its legendary leader, stepped over the corpses and entered the hotel.


Phase one had been accomplished without a hitch.


Upstairs in the conference room, the ministers had returned to their debate.


“There is every reason to believe,” the Iraqi minister was saying, “that the illegal Jewish state is the entity behind these shipments. It would be just like the Mossad to fund terrorist cells bent on destabilizing countries from which they can never reap economic benefits.”


A number of other ministers nodded their tacit agreement. The Qatari minister, rising to his feet again, turned to Bourne. “Minister Qabbani, we have not heard from you on this subject.”


Bourne nodded. “Easy enough to hang Israel in effigy, but I am more interested in the actuality of the situation. It seems to me that there are entities with far more to gain from arming these cadres than Mossad.”


“Such as?” the Iraqi minister said darkly.


“Such as Iran,” Bourne said. “Such as Russia.”


“Russia?” the Iraqi said, startled.


“China burns natural resources faster than any other nation. It has spent the last five years bribing and buying its way into the African countries with the richest sources of oil, natural gas, and uranium. Russia would dearly love to undermine China’s incursions. What better way to do so than by financing cadres bent on destabilizing the governments of those nations?”


“In regard to Russia, our esteemed colleague makes an excellent point,” said the minister from the UAE, even while the Iraqi snorted in derision. He turned his head. “You disagree, Minister Boulos?”


“Strenuously,” Boulos said.


“Correct me if I’m wrong, Minister Boulos,” Bourne said, “but isn’t Russia a client of yours?”


The Iraqi bristled. “China has taken the largest stake in my country’s oil industry.”


“Which is why,” Bourne said, “elements in the Kremlin have hired you to slip as many legislative spanners as possible in the works to deter China’s advance.”


The UAE minister’s head turned on his neck like a falcon’s. “Is this true, Boulos?”


“Of course it’s not true!” But the louder the Iraqi minister’s protestations, the less anyone was inclined to believe him.


Returning his attention to Bourne, the minister from the UAE said, “Have you suggestions for the way we might proceed from your thesis?”


From the elevators and the fire stairs the terrorists poured into the top-floor hallway. Three mercenaries already in the hallway who were in the terrorists’ pay thrust knives into those nearest them, or else wound garrotes around their necks, pulling tight, holding on with a knee jammed firmly into the small of their victims’ backs. The remainder were dispatched silently and efficiently by the newcomers, who, following hand signals from their leader, then headed toward the closed doors of the conference room.


“With the split within the FSB,” Bourne said, “Russia’s spying policies have become far more aggressive in both the defensive and offensive spheres. My contacts within the organization have confirmed that FSB-2, even more dangerous than FSB-1, has been responsible for—”


At that moment, the doors burst open and the atmosphere inside the room was shattered by the rapid fire of assault weapons wielded by four masked terrorists. Blood, brains, and shards of bones of the ministers from Qatar, the UAE, and Jordan sprayed through the air like an infernal fountain. The terrorists slammed the doors shut, locking in their victims.


Using the gore as cover, Bourne swung up his briefcase and hurled it at the terrorist closest to him. As the man was spun off his feet, Bourne grabbed one of the cut-glass ashtrays and smashed it directly into the face of the second terrorist. Blood fountained out of him as he was thrown backward against a wall.


His two compatriots were busy gunning down the ministers from Iraq, Lebanon, and Yemen, the last of whom had drawn a nastylooking pistol from his briefcase. By this time, Bourne had claimed the weapon of the first fallen terrorist.


He aimed, squeezed off a short burst that flung the third terrorist off his feet, his chest a mass of blood and shredded tissue. The last remaining terrorist swung his assault rifle to bear on Bourne, but Bourne was already on the move, and a second burst from the weapon he wielded nearly cut the man in half.


Bourne stood. Through the red rain still falling, he checked the other ministers for vital signs. There were none.


Still armed, he turned from the carnage and opened the doors, to find the jihadist known as El Ghadan confronting him. El Ghadan, which meant “Tomorrow,” was flanked by a dozen men armed with submachine guns, all aimed at Bourne.


El Ghadan stepped forward, took the automatic rifle from Bourne’s hands, pulled off Bourne’s beard and nose, and, smiling, said, “Hello, Mr. Bourne.”




Part One
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EL GHADAN GESTURED. “Please come with me.”


Bourne said nothing, nor did he move.


El Ghadan said, “So the rumors about your stubbornness are true.” His smile grew into a scar. “Search him.”


A burly man stepped up and, his black eyes burning with hatred, patted Bourne down. He stepped back and nodded.


“Let’s return to the scene of the crime.”


A man grabbed each of Bourne’s arms, turned him around, and frog-marched him back into the blood-spattered conference room.


“One, two, three, four murders,” El Ghadan said as he took in the corpses of his men. He stepped in front of Bourne. He was not a tall man, but he was wide-shouldered. He had the narrow waist of a dancer, but that was where the resemblance ended. His coarse features, pockmarked cheeks, and enormous, powerful hands marked him as a laborer, a Bedouin born and bred in the terrible wastes of the desert.


“Martyrs, all.” His lips were thick, his eyes narrowly focused, as if on the future rather than the present. Possibly that was how he got his name. “But that fact hardly absolves you of your crime.”


Bourne had heard of El Ghadan, though they had never met. He had read his file at Treadstone, but though mostly accurate when it came to actual facts, files were notoriously incomplete—or, worse, inaccurate—when it came to the subject’s personality. With fanatics like El Ghadan—and he was far and away the worst of the extremist bunch—understanding their personalities was the key to defeating them. Therefore, Bourne extended all his senses, focusing his attention strictly on El Ghadan.


“Aren’t you concerned about the police?” he said.


“The police.” El Ghadan laughed, the sound as harsh and dry as a desert wind. “I own the police here.”


Bourne noted his response. Arrogance and contempt. When adversaries felt so in control of a situation that they considered you beneath them, you held a certain advantage. Bourne was building an invaluable knowledge base.


El Ghadan snapped his fingers and the two men holding Bourne sat him down on a chair between two of the fallen terrorists. He held out his hand, and his second in command slipped a tablet into it.


El Ghadan swiped the screen and turned it to face Bourne. On the screen was a live image of Soraya Moore, her daughter, and her husband—Aaron Lipkin-Renais, an inspector in the French Quai d’Orsay. The three were seated in a row, hands tied behind their backs. Soraya’s daughter, not more than two years old, looked panicked; she started to cry.


Bourne felt his stomach contract painfully. His relationship with Soraya Moore was long, complicated, and, at times, intimate. How had El Ghadan captured her and her family? His estimation of the terrorist rose exponentially.


Soraya was looking straight at the lens. Bourne had not seen her in over three years, but knew she had given up her co-directorship of Treadstone after marrying Lipkin-Renais. Not long afterward, she had moved to Paris permanently, starting the next phase of her life with him and her daughter, Sonya, who was born in the City of Lights. Nevertheless, her image was forever etched into his memory.


She had always been a beautiful woman—magnificent, even, being half Egyptian. It was strange, Bourne thought, how her extreme distress had made her even more beautiful—underscoring both the height and the winglike shape of her cheekbones, magnifying her large, uptilted coffee-colored eyes, which were brimming with a cold fury as well as terror for Lipkin-Renais and Sonya. He knew her well enough to understand that the safety of her family was paramount to her.


Unlike Soraya, Lipkin-Renais had his head turned, looking at something or someone just out of camera range.


In the stinking conference room, El Ghadan pointed a callused forefinger. “You know these people, yes?”


Bourne struggled now to keep his attention on the nuances of El Ghadan’s voice.


“Well, you know the woman, for certain. Soraya. Soraya Moore. She is co-director of Treadstone—or rather, she was.”


It was clear that he was boasting of his knowledge, a beating of his chest like a male mountain gorilla, but beneath that was a curious gloating Bourne needed to know more about.


“Odd that she chose the Frenchman over you, Bourne. But then perhaps not so odd. I daresay you’d make as poor a father as you would a husband.”


The personal belittling was a sign of insecurity—even of fear, Bourne knew. What could El Ghadan be afraid of ?


“Speaking of which, have you met Sonya? What a creature! Children of her tender age are completely innocent, don’t you think, Bourne? And as beautiful as her mother, possibly more so. As she grows into womanhood, who knows?”


Here it comes, Bourne thought.


“If she grows into womanhood.”


Bourne looked straight ahead, said nothing.


“Take him,” El Ghadan ordered.


A hood was thrown over Bourne’s head, and he was hustled along the death-strewn corridor, down in the elevator, past the carnage in the lobby, and out into one of the waiting SUVs. Someone stuck a needle in his arm. Dumped into the backseat, he struggled to stay conscious, but the drug was too powerful, and as the SUV took off, he passed out.


Returning to consciousness, Bourne experienced a short interim when all was calm, all was serene. Then, as if he had been struck by a bolt of lightning, the recent past came roaring back, jolting him into complete awareness.


His first sense was that he was bound wrists and ankles to a ladder-back wooden chair. Looking around, he found himself inside a small room with bare concrete walls, no windows, one door, locked and guarded. The sole decoration was a thick afghan carpet hanging on the wall directly in front of him.


On his right side, El Ghadan sat in another ladder-back chair, a small octagonal table inlaid with Arabic script in mother-of-pearl between them. Bourne noted his posture: draped across the chair, one leg over the other. He might have given the full illusion of nonchalance had not his upper leg been swinging back and forth with a nervous energy. He lifted a hand and one of his men scuttled away, returning with a tray filled with two mugs of coffee, cream and sugar, and a plate of dates rolled in coconut.


El Ghadan gestured as the tray was set down. “Please, help yourself.” He shook his head. “My apologies.” He picked up one of the mugs. “Coffee? No.” He sipped it himself. “Dates, then?” He held one out, popped it in his mouth.


He licked stray shreds of coconut off his fingertips. “I need something done,” he said. “I need it done quickly.”


“You have your own men, your own resources.”


El Ghadan ignored him. “A week from now, in Singapore, your American president is set to broker an historic peace treaty between the Israelis and the Palestinians.” He leaned forward even as he lowered his voice. “The treaty is hanging by a delicate thread. Without his help, without his guidance, it will never get done. I want you to see that the president never reaches the Golden Palace Hotel in Singapore, where the signing will take place.”


“You’re out of your mind,” Bourne said.


“That is your response?” El Ghadan waited patiently, but when Bourne remained silent, he nodded. “So be it, then. A lesson in humility must be learned.”


As if on cue, one of his men wheeled in a 24-volt car battery. Over his shoulder were two lengths of bare copper wire. He wore heavyduty rubber gloves. He set the battery down beside Bourne, shrugged off the wire, and affixed one end to a battery terminal, leaving the other dangling off the corner.


Bourne watched with the kind of stoicism bred in the Treadstone program and put to the test a number of times in the field. The man wound the copper wire several times around Bourne’s chest. When he was finished, he crouched down, nodded to his leader.


“Here’s what’s going to happen, Bourne,” El Ghadan said. “Rashid is going to touch the unattached wire to the second terminal. When that happens twenty-four volts of electricity will run through your chest.


“Not enough to electrocute you, of course, but then, that is not my aim. No one learns a lesson from dying. No, the twenty-four volts will make the intercostal muscles around your lungs seize up. If Rashid here isn’t careful, if the current stays on too long, you’ll asphyxiate. But that will take time, and in the meanwhile the pain will be excruciating, like being on the verge of dying.” He nodded. “Show him, Rashid.”


El Ghadan’s man touched the wire to the second terminal. Bourne was certain he had prepared himself, but the blinding agony that lanced through him made his body jerk. A great fist clamped down on his lungs and squeezed until his eyes began to water.


Rashid lifted the end of the wire off the terminal. Bourne’s body collapsed, sweat ran down the sides of his neck, burned his eyes, flooded his underarms and groin. He knew he had to keep his wits about him, had to maintain at least a modicum of control. Otherwise . . .


Once again Rashid sent the current through Bourne. All the color leached out of the room, sounds were distorted. Bourne’s head lolled, chin on sweat-streaked chest. His mind was in chaos, his thoughts fractured. He needed to remember something. What was it?


The current surged through him a third time, and all coherent thought fled him. The giant fist bore into him as if it were about to crush his rib cage, send the scimitar-shaped bones through his heart. The room turned red, then black.


“How are we feeling?” El Ghadan’s voice floated ghostlike through the darkness. “Back among the living?”


All the lights in the room had been extinguished. Bourne took one shuddering breath after another, felt as if a freight train had run over his chest. Coarse fingers gripped his chin. A light shone in his eyes, blinding him. Someone pulled his lids apart.


“Pupils normal,” another voice said. “A remarkable recovery.”


“To be expected.” This from El Ghadan. “We’re ready for act two.”


Someone pulled aside the carpet on the wall. Light flooded the room, coming through a one-way mirror. Bourne, struggling to focus, blinked furiously to clear his vision, then wished he hadn’t bothered. He was observing the room he had seen on the tablet’s screen. There were Soraya, Sonya, and Lipkin-Renais, bound, sitting in a line facing him.


El Ghadan was just visible, his face limned in profile on the other side of the octagonal table. “The little girl is terrified, Bourne.”


“Sonya.” Bourne’s mouth was full of sand. His tongue felt swollen to twice its normal size. He tried to gather saliva. “Her name is Sonya.”


El Ghadan shifted and his chair creaked. “In a moment Sonya is going to be so much more terrified.”


Bourne jerked his head around. The terrorist’s face was alight. “Don’t do anything stupid,” Bourne said.


“Stupidity doesn’t enter into it.” El Ghadan shrugged. “This is on your head, Bourne, not mine.”


He made a sign. Bourne saw Lipkin-Renais’s face go pale. A gunman stepped into view. Sonya screamed, her little body shaking as if with ague. Soraya’s eyes opened wide in horror; she knew what was coming.


On either side of the glass, Soraya and Bourne shouted, “No!”


Sonya kept on screaming.


Bourne’s voice was hoarse. “You don’t need to do this.”


El Ghadan settled back, as if about to watch his favorite movie. “Watch, Bourne. Your lesson in humility continues.”


The pistol fired. Lipkin-Renais’s blood, bone, and brains splattered over the cringing Soraya like pink hail.


El Ghadan rose, stood in front of Bourne, blocking his view, but the wails of shock, anguish, and grief remained in the room.


“Now,” he said, “your conscience holds yet another sin.”


He folded his hands in front of him, fingers laced, like a priest about to deliver a homily. “Here is what will happen if you do not comply. First Sonya will be shot in front of Soraya. Then Soraya will be taken to an interrogation cell where she will be systematically stripped of her will, of her personality—her very self. She will become a nonperson, nothing more than a slab of meat. Then I personally will flay the flesh from her one strip at a time, until her body is a quivering mass of bleeding sinew and fat.”


He leaned forward, his hands still clasped, his voice low and conversational over Soraya’s wails and Sonya’s crying. “I have it on good authority that you are something of an expert in these matters, Bourne.”


He stepped aside, once more revealing the horrific scene in the other room. Soraya was trying to take her hysterical daughter into her arms, but the restraints held her fast.


“Please,” she shouted at the gunman. “I just want to hold Sonya.” She stared up into his implacable eyes, the only part of his face visible through the scarf wrapped around his neck and head. “Please let me hold her!”


“Rejoice,” the gunman said. “Your two-year-old hasn’t been incinerated in a drone strike.”


“How long do you think it will take her to die?” El Ghadan said. “Four days? A week? She looks a hardy soul, so I think longer, don’t you, Bourne? And all the while the flies will land on her flesh, feeding.”


“Enough,” Bourne said.


El Ghadan cocked his head. “Are you certain, Bourne? I warn you, there can be no going back from this decision.”


“Give me the details.”


El Ghadan released a great sigh. “Gladly.” He leaned across the table, his tone conversational, one friend to another. “Keep this truth close to your heart: You’re mine now, Bourne. Mind, body, and soul.”
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CAMILLA STOWE ARRIVED at the West Wing while D.C. was still dark. She had never been much for sleeping, even as a child. Ever since President Magnus had asked her to join his inner circle as head of the Secret Service, she slept no more than an hour or two a night. That was fine by her. She always said, “I’ll sleep when I’m dead.”


A natural redhead, with green eyes shot through with brown flecks and skin looking like it had been dipped in milk, Camilla cut an enviable figure inside the Beltway. The effect of her pale face and petite, curvy body on the male population of D.C. politics on both sides of the aisle was startlingly lustful. Those who did not know her often mistook her delicate looks as a reflection of an inner fragility.


Her father was British, the immensely wealthy scion of an aristocratic family that for decades oversaw the expansion of the British Empire in Africa and India. He had insisted that she be schooled in England in a vain effort to keep her from returning to the States to join her mother in the military. Carla Stowe had been an ace marine fighter pilot in her day. By the time her daughter returned to her she was an ace flight instructor. Her classes were always full; everyone wanted a slice of her knowledge and war expertise.


Camilla had other ideas, joining Marine Intelligence as a lieutenant. She served in the Horn of Africa, Afghanistan, and Iraq, twice. She quickly made captain, before being aggressively recruited by the CIA. She left after eighteen months, unhappy with the Company’s treatment of women. That was when she caught the attention of POTUS. He was looking for a new top cop to deal with the moral quagmire the Secret Service had become enmeshed in. He wanted someone to clean house, to reset the machine closest to him, which was responsible for his public and private safety. She was one of five candidates for the position, and the only female.


Magnus interviewed her for over ninety minutes, though he had made up his mind to hire her after ten. The truth was, he didn’t want to let her go. At the end of her intake interview, he offered her the job, and she accepted. Later, he confided in Howard Anselm, his chief of staff, that Camilla had a core of steel that would bend but not break. “She’s just what the West Wing needs,” he said.


At the conclusion of her intake interview, POTUS promptly took Camilla to lunch, which meant a meal sent up from POTUS’s private kitchen.


Magnus was a family man. Initially his telegenic wife ruffled conservative feathers by wearing sleeveless dresses, showing off her well-turned shoulders and upper arms, of which she was justly proud. But she carried herself with such spirited grace and was so unafraid to make fun of herself that even her worst critics eventually retreated into their bunkers, emitting only the occasional muted grumble. They had two children, an older girl and a younger boy, both of whom presented well for the cameras and were unafraid of either questions or crowds.


All this notwithstanding, it was noted by both Anselm and Marty Finnerman, the under secretary of defense for policy, both of whom had the most access to POTUS, that he was infatuated with Camilla. Whether POTUS and Camilla had had sex or were going to could not yet be divined, but putting their heads together, Anselm and Finnerman determined to keep an eagle eye on the two, the better to head off even the tiniest whiff of scandal.


That very early morning when Camilla arrived at the West Wing, the city had not begun to stir. Anselm’s new assistant, Noreen, as young and beautiful as the previous one, informed her that he was already in his office. The door was open, the lights burning brightly, and the scent of freshly brewed coffee from his Nespresso machine wafted down the hallway, drawing Camilla toward it, away from the occupied Oval Office, as it was meant to do.


“Did you even go home, Howard?” Camilla said as she strode into his office.


“Frankly, I didn’t see the point,” he replied without looking up. His divorce was writhing through its final convolutions. “Too damn much to do for the Singapore peace summit.”


He stopped writing, put down his pen, and flexed his fingers. He was a man who never used electronic means of communication. Not after the Snowden affair. Too insecure, despite the repeated reassurances of the cyber-guardians. It was handwritten drafts and typewritten finals for him and everyone on his staff. Back to the future. The really great thing about typewriters, he told anyone who would listen, was that each one had a signature as unique and distinct as a human fingerprint. If some memo went wayward, it was easy enough to trace it to the machine on which it had been typed. “The impreciseness of mechanics,” he’d say, and Camilla, for one, believed him, switching over all Secret Service correspondence to mechanical means.


Now Anselm looked up. “Help yourself.” As she went about fixing herself a triple espresso, he eyed her contemplatively. “And your plans?”


“You know my plans, Howard.” She opened the half-fridge, poured a dollop of half-and-half into the white porcelain cup with the presidential seal emblazoned on either side. “I submitted them to you ten days ago. They’ve already been implemented. The guys regularly fucking those Colombian whores have been shit-canned. The rest of the crew is on lockdown, pending the final stage of my investigation.” She added sugar, stirred, then lifted the cup to her lips and sipped. “Mmmm. That’ll get a rush of blood to my head.”


Then she turned to face him, a small, round man with short arms and legs and thin sandy hair brushed over his bald spot. He was round-shouldered, had the face of a bulldog, a nose like a mushroom or a failed prizefighter. Even in D.C.’s swampiest months, he wore thick wool suits, much-rumpled black suspenders, and heavy brogues that everyone suspected of containing lifts, indicative of his stern countenance and lack of a sense of humor. He appeared, in short, to be the perfect bureaucrat: half political engine, half desk.


“But you knew that, Howard. What’s up?”


He gestured for her to sit. She was wearing a smart beige suit with matching pumps, an oyster-colored silk blouse, and a simple gold cuff. A Hermès scarf wound loosely around her neck like a pet serpent.


After she had settled herself and taken another dose of caffeine, he said, “I’d like you to clear your schedule for the next week, at least.”


“My entire schedule? Why? What for?”


He had prepared himself for her.


“New information has come to light.” Anselm took his time sipping his coffee, while his watery brown eyes behind round gold-rimmed spectacles scoured her face.


Instead of showing any sign of irritation, Camilla finished her coffee, rose, went back to the Nespresso, and made herself another double shot. When she was finished, she tasted it, then returned and sat down. Only then did she say, “Care to share?”


“There’s been an incident in Doha,” he said in a perfectly neutral voice, “involving ministers from seven Arab nations, who were holding a high-level summit there.”


“I hadn’t heard.”


“For the moment, it’s being kept from the newswires and Internet termites.”


“That can’t last.”


“POTUS is determined to use what little head start he’s been given.”


Camilla regarded him over the rim of her cup. “What happened, exactly?”


“Six ministers dead, exactly. Along with over a dozen mercenary bodyguards and four jihadists.”


“Christ. Do we know which—?”


“The cadre was led by El Ghadan himself, by all accounts.”


“He hasn’t been seen in over a year.”


“But his people, the Tomorrow Brigade, have been mighty active in Somalia, the Congo, Iraq, Syria, India, Pakistan, Indonesia—all over the fucking globe. He’s a one-man wrecking ball.”


“I’ve been keeping abreast of the reports. What would bring him into the open now?”


Anselm evinced a sphinxlike expression. “Excellent question.”


Camilla waited, her double shot growing colder by the minute. When no answer was forthcoming she decided to press on. “And the seventh minister?”


Anselm’s eyes behind his spectacles flicked down at his paperwork, then back up, all in the space of a heartbeat. “A man by the name of Qabbani. He’s from Syria.”


“What happened to him?”


“Vanished. As if he had never existed.” Anselm looked at her darkly. “Except Minister Qabbani most assuredly does exist. In fact, POTUS has just this hour spoken with him. Qabbani is safe and sound in Damascus, having never left.”


“Then how the devil . . . ?”


“A Blacksmith.”


Camilla shook her head. “I beg your pardon?”


“Blacksmith,” Anselm repeated, enunciating the word carefully. “Someone who impersonates a dignitary, posing as them in world hot spots.”


Camilla sat back and whistled. “There’s a dangerous job.”


“Dangerous for you when the Blacksmith you’ve hired is Jason Bourne.”


Camilla was so startled some of her espresso slopped into the saucer. “What?”


“We believe Bourne is working with El Ghadan.”


She shook her head. “Does that track?”


“There’s simply no other explanation. How did the cadre gain access to a highly restricted area, so well guarded? Bourne is a master of infiltration. How did El Ghadan know that Bourne was impersonating Qabbani unless Bourne told him beforehand? All the ministers are dead except Bourne. You know El Ghadan as well as I do. He would never leave a witness alive. Ergo, he never had any intention of harming Bourne. Ergo, he and Bourne are working hand in glove.”


“Even if everything you say is true—”


“It is. Jason Bourne does what he wants, when he wants. He’s the most dangerous man in our neck of the woods, Camilla. A constant threat that gives POTUS gray hairs.”


“Accepting all that, why in the world would El Ghadan team up with Bourne? From his dossier, we know that El Ghadan does not have a history of sharing power. Just the opposite, in fact.”


Anselm leaned forward, the overhead lights sparking against his lenses, turning them briefly opaque. “All true, but here’s what’s just crossed the NSA’s signals desk: El Ghadan is planning an attack so big, so important that even he needs help.”


“But what would . . . ?” Camilla picked up on the sudden flurry of anxiety in the air. Then her hand flew to her mouth. “Oh my God, POTUS’s summit in Singapore.”


Anselm showed his teeth at last, tiny nubbins that glittered briefly as he drew back his thin lips. “This raid was a dry run. They got into the hotel, they overcame security, and then, the coup de grâce, they had someone on the inside.” He lifted a forefinger like a college professor. “A little-known fact: Bourne is an absolute master of disguise. There’s no one better.”


Camilla stared at him, wide-eyed and mesmerized.


“Over the years,” he continued, “this government has done everything in its power to bring Bourne to heel, to administer to him the justice he so richly deserves. How perfect, then, for him to engineer the assassination of the president of the United States, the man who issued his termination order.”


His tiny-tot elbows stuck out as he leaned more heavily on his desk. “This is revenge, Camilla. Revenge, pure and simple.” He took the cup and saucer out of her hand, set it aside. “We have to stop him. We have to end Bourne’s reign of terror once and for all. This is the mandate POTUS has given us.”


“Us?”


“The Company has been unsuccessful, so has the NSA. Even Treadstone, which has now been disbanded following the resignation of Soraya Moore and the severe wounding of Peter Marks. POTUS believes the time has come to think outside the box.”


“Meaning?”


“If Bourne has a weakness, it’s for people in distress.”


“Do you have someone in mind, Howard?”


“Here’s the brief.” Anselm handed her a hefty folder.


“Good God, it’s as thick as a brick.”


“The Joint Chiefs put their heads together.”


She opened the brief. “This plan must be something special if it got the alphabet soup to play nice with one another.”


Anselm smiled. “It is special, Camilla. Very.”


She began to read, then looked up, startled. “Wait a minute. This means—”


“It’s you, Camilla. We’ve created a scenario expressly for you. We’re sending you into the field as the center. Your brief is to terminate Jason Bourne with extreme prejudice.”
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ELI YADIN, director of Mossad, was tacking into the wind, sails straining, taking full advantage of the weather. His boat, a thirty-three-foot sloop he sailed himself, was perhaps a nautical mile off the coast of Tel Aviv. Sunlight winked in and out from behind puffy cumulus clouds. He looked up, grinned at his daughter Sara. He had taken her out on the boat as a celebration of her recovery from her near-death knifing. They had broken bread together, shared a bottle of rosé, had even gone for a brief swim.


Then his phone rang—not his mobile, but his sat phone. For a moment they stared at each other, recognizing the portent of disaster. He handed her the sail lines and went belowdecks to take the call.


It was his asset-in-place in Doha.


“Director, a Quai d’Orsay operative was just dropped off at the French embassy doorstep.”


An icy ball of fear formed in the pit of Yadin’s stomach. If it was him . . . “Dead or alive?”


“Half his head has been blown off.”


“Not a professional assassination, then.”


“Probably not.”


Yadin looked out a window. Tel Aviv seemed very far away. Nevertheless, his world had found him. He dreaded asking the fateful question.


“His name?”


“Aaron Lipkin-Renais. I know the Frenchman was only an occasional, but still I thought his death important enough to—”


“You did the right thing.” Yadin squeezed his eyes shut for a moment. Dammit, he thought. Dammit to hell. “Now tell me all of it.”


“Sara!” Eli Yadin called. “Sara!”


The wind was in her hair, the sun in her eyes. She had never looked more beautiful, he thought, nor felt more precious to him.


“What is it?” She tied off the line, came toward him as he took the wheel.


Tears overflowed her eyes when he told her. “How?” she said. “How did it happen?”


“Aaron had been missing for two days, along with his family. His daughter had been ill; it was assumed he had taken the family away for a rest. Twelve hours later, he still hadn’t responded to the emergency signals from his own office. His colleagues were canvassed. He’d said nothing to any of them. He, his wife, and daughter had vanished.”


“Then he washes up dead outside the French embassy in Doha?” Sara shook her head. “It makes no sense.” She sat on a teak taffrail. “What about his wife and daughter?”


“Nothing,” Eli said. “Not a word, not a sign.”


Sara looked away, didn’t bother to pull her hair back from her face.


“I know you and Aaron were close.” When she did not immediately respond, Eli went on. “Did your situation change after he was married?”


She looked at him sharply. “Why should it?”


Eli shrugged. “A man marries, he has a child. Priorities change.”


“They didn’t for you, Abba.”


Now it was his turn to give her a sharp look. “Do you resent me for that?”


“How can I resent you, Abba? You’re the bravest man I know.”


“Sara.”


“Now Aaron is dead, his wife and child are missing.”


Eli made a course correction while he considered a moment. “We’ve got a most vexing mystery on our hands.”


Sara squared her shoulders. Her feet were braced at shoulder width. She was clearly gathering herself. “Abba, I need to find out what happened. I want to go to Doha.”


Without a word of protest, Eli turned the wheel over, headed the sloop back to Tel Aviv. He did not care for the idea of sending her to Qatar, but when she used that tone of voice he knew from bitter experience not to cross her.


“Sonya.”


Silence.


“Sonya!”


The darkness exploded into light and Sonya, sobbing, ran into her arms. “Darling, I’m here.” Soraya gathered her daughter up, cradling her, rocking her back and forth. “Sonya, I’m here. It’s all right. It’s all right,” she crooned.


They had been allowed out of the room in order to use the bathroom. A jihadist had remained with them as Soraya washed them both down with the soap and washcloth provided, used the toilet, before they were escorted back to their cell.


Now she tried not to think about Aaron, about how his corpse, cut loose, had lain between her and her daughter, a terrible reminder—if any more were needed—of their captors’ ultimate power. Now he was gone. God alone knew how they had desecrated his poor body. It was impossible not to think of Aaron. God in heaven, he was dead, his life winked out in the space of a heartbeat. The reality of it was almost too much to bear, and, strong of mind and body as she was, so well trained by Treadstone’s most accomplished masters, she felt certain she would have broken down were it not for Sonya. She had to remain strong for her daughter. Her primary duty now was to keep Sonya calm, to reassure her that everything was going to be all right. Mourning for Aaron must wait until they were both far away from here—wherever here was—and safe. So, like the best agents, she placed her grief into the farthest corner of her mind, reverently sealing it off for the time being.


“Darling,” she said in her steadiest voice, “I’m here. You’re safe.”


“Mommy!”


That little voice, as familiar to her as her own, now full of anguish and terror, almost broke her heart.


“I couldn’t see you, Mommy.”


“I was right here, sweetheart. Right here all the time.”


“I couldn’t see you!” the child repeated, as children do.


God, keep me strong, Soraya prayed. Let me protect my child and I will love you forever and ever. “If the lights go out again, here’s what you do, muffin. Listen to my voice. Follow it in your mind and you’ll find me.”


“I won’t be able to!”


“Yes you will, muffin. Remember Scheherazade? Remember the stories she told the old king, the stories I sing to you in Farsi as you go to sleep every night?”


“I remember them all, Mommy.”


“Of course you do, muffin. Your memory is like a long, gorgeous river. Now think back to the song of Dinazade in the Cave of the Djinn. Do you remember how dark it was in the cave?”


“Very dark.”


“So dark that Dinazade could not see a thing.”


“And she had no lamp to light. And outside it was nighttime, a night with no moon or stars.”


Soraya smiled to herself. Sonya was such a remarkable child. “Yes. But Dinazade had to find her way. What did she do?”


“She heard the wind blowing through the cave. She followed the sound of the wind.”


“And what happened?”


“She found the many-roomed house of the djinn.”


“How?”


“Their voices sounded like the wind when they spoke to her.”


Soraya began to sing in Farsi: “I will come for you when the moon is full to melon-bursting / When the trees shiver and bend to my will / When darkness lulls you to sleep / I will come / I will gather you in my arms and sail with you to shores unknown.” Her voice almost cracked. “Now, sweetheart, does my voice sound like the wind?”


“Yes, Mommy.”


“Then follow it and in the darkness you will find me, and like the djinn did for Dinazade, I will keep you safe from harm.” Soraya sang, almost in tears, “For I am the sun and I am the moon / The stars, they do my bidding / None dare stand before me / For I am made of air and sea and sky / When you are with me / When I hold you / You are in the arms of God.”


“So you’ve agreed to it.”


“Yes, sir, I have.”


President Magnus frowned. “For Christ’s sake, Camilla, don’t call me ‘sir’ when we’re alone.”


Camilla’s generous lips curled in a cat’s smile. “As you wish, Bill.”


The two of them were sitting on one of the two facing sofas in the Oval Office. In front of them glowed the iconic seal of the president of the United States, woven into the majestic blue carpet, reminding all who entered just where they were.


“You’ve read the brief.”


“I have.”


“All the way through.”


“I’ve memorized it. It’s quite complex.”


“It has to be. With the summit only a week away, surely you can see that.”


“Why not postpone the summit? Or at least change the venue.”


Magnus shook his head. “Too late. Besides, I’ll be goddamned if I’ll let a terrorist threat disrupt the culmination of the most important peace process of our lifetime.”


“Of course. It’s just that—”


“I know.” POTUS sighed. “Why did you say yes, Camilla? Was Howard that persuasive?”


“You know me, Bill,” she said. “I’m a patriot at heart. That’s my training. I go where my country needs me most. I will protect you. As the head of Secret Service that’s my job.”


“And the rest of Secret Service?”


“Cleaned up, as you directed. Besides, Warren has been with me every step of the way. He’ll do fine until I return.”


POTUS seemed uninterested in Warren, her deputy. “What about your own needs?”


She pursed her lips, which, though she did not know it, made her look all the more alluring. “Now you’re being disingenuous. It’s not my needs you’re referring to.”


“Our needs.”


She stared at him, breathing softly. By any measure he was an impressive man: tall, square-shouldered, oozing masculinity. Women loved him, men envied him. His skill as an orator was outstripped only by his ability to connect with individual people, be it a foreign leader, a legislator, or the common man or woman. He had won the last election in a landslide, and, remarkably, his approval ratings had stayed high into this, his second year in office, traditionally the most perilous, as the honeymoon effect wore off. Not for William Magnus. Not at all.


“I was amused this morning,” Camilla said now, “the way Howard tried to waylay me.”


“Let me guess,” POTUS said. “With his Nespresso.”


She laughed; they laughed together.


“Come over here,” he said, patting the fabric next to him.


“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”


His face clouded over, his wide-set gray eyes darkening. “Nothing’s a good idea anymore,” he grumbled.


“Now you sound like a little boy.”


“I want what I want. We all do. It’s a primal human trait.”


“Primal animal trait, you mean.”


He shrugged, ran a hand through his thick salt-and-pepper hair. “What’s the difference?”


“In this case, none.”


He shook his head, looked for something for his restless hands to do, found only her. “You know the brief’s hidden agenda. It’s an evil plot dreamed up by Howard and Marty to keep us apart.”


“Maybe it’s not so evil.”


“You don’t know what you’re talking about.”


The phone on his desk rang, but he made no move.


“Aren’t you going to answer that?” Camilla asked, knowing he wasn’t.


Magnus was looking at the American flag furled on its stand behind his desk. “I was just thinking . . .”


The ringing stopped; the silence in the Oval Office was absolute. Sound bafflers and frequency-modulating surveillance jammers made it so.


“I was just thinking,” POTUS began again, “what it would be like to take you, wrapped in the flag.”


“You see,” Camilla said, “Howard and Marty do have your best interests at heart.”


He turned to her, his expression now slightly hostile. He could be mercurial that way. She had learned this very quickly.


“Do you?” he said.


She considered a moment. “To be honest, I don’t know whether it’s in my best interests either.”


“It.” His hostility was more evident. “You won’t even use the word.”


“There are many words for what we did.”


As quickly as it had appeared, his hostility vanished. He grinned at her. “Don’t you want to come over here and fuck me again?”


“You see, that’s just what I mean, Bill. I have no intention of becoming the other woman, outed by God alone knows who, hounded for the rest of my life. Monica Lewinsky finally had to flee the country, for God’s sake.”


“You’re not Monica Lewinsky.”


“She and Clinton only did it once.”


“Supposedly.”


“You and I did it once, and luckily for us we didn’t get caught.”


“We’re not going to be outed, Camilla.”


“And you—you’d face impeachment in this very puritanical country.” She shook her head. “No, once was enough.”


He looked genuinely stung. “You can’t mean that.”


“Of course I don’t mean it, Bill. But also I do. Very much so.” She stirred. “Come on, we’re both too smart for this.”


“The heart wants what it wants.”


“Cock, Bill. Cock.”


He smiled, sadly, a little boy again. “Okay, okay. I take your point.” His expression became suddenly serious as he half turned toward her. “But look here, Camilla, promise me you’ll take care of yourself.”


“Of course I will. I always do.”


He nodded. “I know that, but . . . this is different. You’re going up against Jason Bourne.”


“He’s been a thorn in the CIA’s side for years, not to mention the NSA and you. But he’s just a man—one man. And the Black Queen brief is correct: This is the only way to get to him. He won’t come at you at your hotel—it’s too heavily defended. He might be able to get in, but he’d never get out.”


“So it will be at the Thoroughbred Club. The day before the summit begins, when I, along with the other heads of state, have been invited to sit in the presidential box to watch the races. An atmosphere of mutual enjoyment, a loosening of the neckties and all that.”


She smiled. “And he won’t ever see me coming. He’ll be on the lookout for someone else—a DOD assassin, a man, you can be sure of that.”


“Indeed I am.” A frown overtook his face. “But, Cam, horsemanship—”


“Is essential to my cover. That’s how I’m going to gain access to the working part of the Thoroughbred Club. I’ll be in the area that Bourne is sure to infiltrate. That’s his specialty, according to the brief. He’ll blend in, become part of the rank and file. That’s how I’m going to locate him.”


Magnus’s face twisted briefly. “Well, I know firsthand how good you are at the art of seduction.”


“Who said anything about seduction?”


“First you charm him, then you kill him. The brief suggests an old and proven method. Honey’s the best way to trap a dangerous assassin. It works. From Mata Hari all the way down to—”


“Bill, for Christ’s sake!”


“That’s a compliment, dammit!”


Shaking her head, she smiled, but it was a rueful smile. “Time to end it, once and for all.” How many layers of meaning in that statement?


Magnus frowned, still clearly concerned. “The operation may not be as straightforward as the brief makes it out to be.”


“What do you mean?”


“Briefs have a tendency to make everything seem cut-and-dried. Do x, and y happens. One move follows the next in logical progression. But the field doesn’t always progress that way. The field is chaos; people who are logical by nature die out there, wondering how it could be that their life is ending because the mission went off the rails in an insane twist the brief never covered. In the field, other, hidden factors are always at play. Factors the authors of the brief know nothing about.”


“I’ll be careful, Bill. I told you.”


“I want you to come home,” he said, “with or without Bourne’s head. But don’t you dare tell Howard I said that.”


“I make it a rule never to tell Howard squat.”


“Good girl.” He nodded. “And you’re sure you’re up to this?”


“Bill,” she said, rising, “if I had a cock it would always be up.”


She went to the door, turned to him, and smiled sadly. “You see how emotions fuck things up? We’re fearing for each other’s lives instead of concentrating on the situation at hand.”
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IT WAS A TERRIBLE THING to wake up in Doha alone and in despair.


“If you look for them,” El Ghadan had told Bourne before they slipped the hood over his head and took him away, “you will not find them.”


It was a terrible thing to wake up in Doha alone and helpless.


“If you look for them,” El Ghadan had said just before they had dumped him at the edge of the desert, “I will kill them myself, one slow inch at a time.”


The heat was intense, the sun blinding, almost hallucinatory. And perhaps it actually was, because, squinting into the white glare, Bourne saw an Arabian oryx, its body white as milk, legs black as night, a splash of the same ebon hue pigmenting the center of its muzzle. The oryx stared at him with a rare intelligence, as if to say, You fool. Then it tossed its head, as if in contempt, its magnificent, impossibly long horns seeming to rake the sky.


Bourne blinked and it was gone. Picking himself up off the dusty verge, he commenced to walk in the direction of the city, until, hours later, a truck stopped beside him. Drenched in sweat, he climbed in beside the driver.


“What are you doing way out here in the middle of nowhere?” the driver said in Arabic, as he ground the gears out of neutral.


“Having a conversation with an oryx,” Bourne replied, staring ahead at the city towers shimmering in the heat haze.


The Museum of Weaponry, in the Al Luqta quarter of Doha, was not open to the public. A letter was required from the Museums Authority before entrance could be gained. No such permission was needed, however, for Abdul Aziz, or Zizzy, as his intimates called him.


Abdul Aziz lived like a pasha. Not a modern-day pasha, whatever that might be, but a pasha from the opulent days of the Ottoman Empire. In fact, for him the Ottoman Empire was in many ways still alive, for his shipping empire extended as far as the Ottomans’ had in its heyday. It was almost as lucrative, too, though in reality, what could compare to the wealth of the Ottomans? Apart, of course, from that of the Vatican.


Zizzy was an Arab who successfully negotiated the modern world while keeping the seven pillars of Islamic culture vibrantly alive. How he managed this almost superhuman metaphysical juggling act was a mystery to all, including his family. But everyone who knew him was grateful for his ability to defy gravity, as it were.


Jason Bourne was one of those. Bourne had encountered Zizzy some years earlier when both men were on assignment in the Sinai. Zizzy was inspecting a site he was considering buying. Bourne had penetrated the site in pursuit of a small cadre of terrorists who had blown an Egyptian church sky high, killing almost a hundred worshipping Copts, many of them women and children.


Zizzy had proved his astonishing marksmanship by shooting dead the last of the terrorists who had lain in wait for Bourne. Zizzy had used an L115A3 AWM sniper rifle, arguably the best in the business. One shot, one kill. That was the sniper’s code—one, as it turned out, Zizzy adhered to religiously.


Zizzy was fiercely loyal, well connected, a man with an irreverent sense of humor who did not automatically view all westerners as inherent enemies of Islam. He possessed a deep and abiding hatred of extremism, of terrorists who, in his opinion, distorted the teachings of Islam to suit their own purposes. “Islam is a religion of peace,” he was fond of saying with a ferocity that could keep a pack of jackals at bay.


But straddling past and present had its price. He was, in his own way, as much an outsider as Bourne. The two men had hit it off at once.


After the truck driver let him off, Bourne made his way back to Minister Qabbani’s hotel room, took a long shower, first hot, then cold, shaved, and dressed. The pain hit him the instant he toweled himself off. The hot water had lulled him into believing the aftermath of his torture wouldn’t be so bad. He was dead wrong. The pain flashed through him, constricting his chest, bringing back the session with the car battery.


Opening the room’s safe, he pulled out a small rucksack. He stared at it a moment, thinking of his last, abortive identity, thinking of Soraya and Sonya, thinking of Aaron, his brains exploding from a head that resembled a dropped melon. With a supreme effort he blocked all the flashing images. Then he made the call.


Zizzy met Bourne at the entrance to the Museum of Weaponry, where they were let in by a wizened old man with a hunchback and a mad gleam in his eye. Being in constant contact with such a display of exquisite weapons dating back to the sixteenth century could do that to you, Bourne supposed.


Swords from all the great dynastic families of the Middle East were represented, including one belonging to King Faisal of Saudi. But by far Zizzy’s favorite was the dagger once belonging to Lawrence of Arabia. To him it was the crown jewel of the collection, the weapon he returned to over and over.


“A great man, that Lawrence,” Zizzy said as they stood in front of the case housing the dagger. “A man who understood Islam, a man who appreciated the seven pillars of Islam’s wisdom. Of course, he was considered mad by the British. They said he’d gone native. Poor things. They never understood.”


He pointed to the scabbarded dagger, curved as a houri’s slipper. “It doesn’t look like much, does it? If you saw it in a bazaar, you’d most likely pass it by. You wouldn’t think that the future of Islam in the desert resided there. But it did. It does.”


Having spoken his heart, Zizzy turned to Bourne, his expression somber, even worried. “My friend, what has happened?”


“Anything of mine is yours for the asking.”


Bourne, sitting across from Zizzy in a café that was a small part of a shopping arcade Zizzy owned, nodded. “I appreciate that. As always.”


In sharp contrast to the hypermodern boutiques surrounding it, the café was done up in authentic Arabian Nights style. Walking in was like stepping into a sultan’s palace of three hundred years ago. The place was packed with westerners and locals alike, its reputation for excellent food known throughout Doha’s hotels as well as its expat community. Its buzzy atmosphere was perfect for keeping important conversations private.


Unlike Bourne, who was in Western gear, Zizzy was in traditional dress—watery blue thoube over loose white cotton trousers. His head was covered in the traditional ghutra, in a black-and-white check, held in place by a doubled black coil, the iqal. To show his Bedouin roots, Zizzy’s iqal had two tassels hanging from it, which Bedouins used to tic—or hobble—their camels at night to keep them from wandering off.


Sweet mint tea was poured and an array of small dishes were set out until the entire tabletop was covered. When they were alone again, Zizzy said, “Now, tell me what brings you to my great city.”


“Work,” Bourne said.


“Yes, work.” Zizzy nodded. “Always work with you, my friend.” He scooped up a bit of hummus with a triangle of pita, toasted a golden brown, chewed reflectively. “Eat, my friend. Eat! You cannot starve yourself! Nothing can be as bad as that.”


Zizzy gave the aspect of a mythical creature—his goggle eyes and beaked nose dominated a sun- and wind-darkened face. He had a wide forehead, as prominent as the prow of a fast ship. When he smiled, which was often, his teeth gleamed like little cakes of sugar.


As he watched Bourne pick at his food, he said, “I worry about you, Jason. I worry that one day I will find your perfectly preserved corpse half buried in the side of a sand dune.” He laughed. “But then I console myself with the sure and certain knowledge that you are far too tough for that to happen.” Popping an enormous date into his mouth, he sat back and said, “Now, tell me what has befallen you.”


Bourne told him what had transpired at the hotel, both before and after the massacre. As he finished, he put a mobile on the table. “El Ghadan gave this to me. Every day at midnight he will send me a short video of Soraya and Sonya, along with the day’s newspaper.”


“Proof of life.”


Bourne nodded. “It also contains a GPS that cannot be turned off.”


“So he can monitor your every move.” Zizzy shook his head. “He’s got you in an escape-proof box. This is a disaster, Jason. A complete and utter disaster.” He spread his hands, the food and drink forgotten. “How can I help, my friend?”


“My first impulse was of course to go find them, despite El Ghadan’s explicit warning,” Bourne said. “But then I forced myself to take several steps back and look at the situation objectively.”


“That’s good,” Zizzy said. “Because as of now you have seven days until the Singapore summit, seven days before El Ghadan goes to work on your friend and her daughter, seven days before he reshapes your world.”


Bitterness squeezed Bourne’s heart. It was a fact, hard but true, that everyone who had ever mattered to him had been either exposed to mortal danger or killed. Pulling his mind back to the problem at hand, he said, “Zizzy, I need to know as much as I can about him.”


“Not an easy task, my friend. El Ghadan’s past is as heavily guarded as his real identity.” Zizzy pulled at his lower lip, as he was wont to do when he had sunk deep in thought. “Well, I do think there is someone who might be able to help.” He checked his watch. “And, as luck would have it, this is just about the right time to catch him.”


“He might be Jordanian or Omani—there are people who believe that—but I’m not one of them.”


So said the tiny man—he was barely five feet tall—with a huge head, a nose like a hawk’s beak, the ears of an Indian elephant, and a halo of white hair tangled as a thorny bush. This was Nebuchadnezzar, known as Nebby. He could have been seventy or a hundred and seventy, it was impossible to tell. His eyes were bright with a mischievous intelligence rare in men a quarter his age.


Bourne and Abdul Aziz were sitting on a circular rug in the center of Nebby’s living room. He had a small apartment on the outskirts of the city, where, as he put it, he could study the desert. What there was to see in the expanse of sand and wind was anyone’s guess. According to Zizzy, the old man dealt in information, traded item for item. He owed Zizzy several favors, so in this case no payment from Bourne was expected.


Tea had been served by a young woman with dark hair and a ready smile. All around them were shelves containing artifacts from Nebby’s long and varied life: shells from Zanzibar, carvings from Namibia and Ethiopia, strange voodoo-like dolls from Uganda that looked like preserved babies, Moroccan tiles and pottery. A Maasai chieftain’s polished wooden stick, strange deep-sea fish, dried and preserved. The array was dizzying, virtually endless. The air vibrated to the energies of these shards of his past.


Nebby sipped his tea as daintily as an English nanny, set his glass down, and continued. “No, I’m not one of them. I think El Ghadan is Persian, and this is why. Unlike other extremists who hate the Saudis as much as they do the Americans, his fury is directed solely at the United States and Israel. This, to my mind, marks him out as Persian.”


The ensuing silence went on so long that Bourne felt obliged to say, “What else can you tell me?”


“This is not enough?” Nebby cocked his head like a bird eyeing a choice bit of food. “No, I suppose for a man in your position it is not.” He raised a finger, as if testing the direction of the wind. “There is a story I’ve heard, though whether to credit it is strictly your choice. This story concerns El Ghadan’s son. Now, what makes this story interesting is that it is widely known in some circles that, though married, the man is an inveterate womanizer. Doubtless, these escapades have led to issue, both male and female. However, the story says that El Ghadan has one legitimate son. The boy, who might be in his early twenties by now, ran away when he was perhaps sixteen, give or take a year. Ever since then, El Ghadan has been desperately searching for him. To no avail.” A cackling laugh issued from Nebby’s lips. “Can you imagine? A child disappears and the great and powerful El Ghadan cannot find him.”


“What is known of this son?” Bourne said.


“Practically nothing,” Nebby admitted, “though several things can be intuited. I believe he is hiding in plain sight, which is why his father’s people cannot locate him. They’re looking in the wrong places.”


“What does that mean, exactly?”


Nebby finished his tea. “Well, if I were him I’d have joined a terrorist cell—under a different name, of course. One that’s as close as possible to his father’s cells.”


“Such as?”


Nebby shrugged. “It is believed that from time to time El Ghadan partners with people who can be of particular use to him. Currently, that would be Ivan Borz.”


“The arms dealer?”


Nebby nodded.


“Do you know where Borz is now?”


“Rumor has it Waziristan, working with one of El Ghadan’s cadres.”


“I’m hungry,” Zizzy said. “What about you?”


Zizzy led him to an opulent restaurant whose owner Zizzy knew well. Even though at this hour the room was packed, Zizzy’s friend ushered them to the best table in the house, had a kettle of rare silvertip white tea brought to their table, and spoke to them effusively for several moments before departing with a smile and a deferential incline of his head.


“Sorry, Jason,” Abdul Aziz said. “Difficult to know whether our little visit to Nebby was of any use.”


“Any bit of insight into El Ghadan I can glean is important,” Bourne said. “Especially the news that he has a wayward son he’s desperate to find.”


“Leverage, yes?” Zizzy said.


“If he exists,” Bourne said. “If I could find him.”


They paused to order.


“Of most concern now,” Bourne said when they were alone again, “is how El Ghadan knew I was impersonating Minister Qabbani.”


“Do you think Qabbani himself is a conduit for El Ghadan?”


“Possibly. Qabbani was instrumental in making the summit happen.”


“Yet he didn’t want to go himself.”


“That in itself means nothing. I was watching his face the entire time. I wouldn’t have taken the commission otherwise.”


“If not Qabbani, who betrayed you?”


“That’s what I have to find out. I need a back door into the Ministry of Interior.”


Zizzy grinned. “You know, I’ve been wanting to revisit Damascus.”


“The place is an out-and-out war zone, Zizzy.”


Zizzy winked. “That’s what I mean.” He took out his mobile. “I’ll have my pilot set out a flight plan and warm up the engines.”


Shortly after their meal had been served, Bourne noted a young man enter the restaurant and scan the interior with professional acuity before settling himself into a corner table, after which he never looked in Bourne’s direction.


“We have company,” Bourne said, and Zizzy nodded, not even bothering to query the acute left turn in the conversation. “At your four o’clock, corner table.”


“Alone?” Zizzy asked, without turning to take a look.


“In here, at least,” Bourne said.


“El Ghadan making good on his threats.” Zizzy said. “This is positive news; it means he’s predictable, which is more than you can say for most terrorists. If he’s predictable we can stay one step ahead of him.”
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