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This book is dedicated, with the deepest love a father can feel, to my dear daughter, Esmé.
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When the green field comes off like a lid,


Revealing what was much better hid—Unpleasant:


And look, behind you without a sound


The woods have come up and are standing round In deadly crescent.


The bolt is sliding in its groove;


Outside the window is the black remover’s van:


And now with sudden swift emergence


Come the hooded women, the hump-backed surgeons, And the Scissor Man.


—W. H. AUDEN, THE WITNESSES




PROLOGUE


DNEPROPETROVSK, UKRAINE


CRIMEAN PENINSULA


SOVIET UNION


JULY 4, 1986


Pyotr Vargarin, age five, removed a wrinkled piece of paper from his raincoat, then unfolded it.




My dear son, Pyotr,


While you are perhaps too young to understand what I am about to say, I feel I must nevertheless do my best to explain to you why your mama and I have decided to do what we are, as a family, about to do. And while no five-year-old should be given the power to determine a family’s fate, I above all else respect you and always will seek your understanding, sympathy, and approval whenever possible.


Why, you ask, must we move to the United States of America? Is not the Soviet Union our country? Isn’t it I who always says Moscow is the most beautiful place on earth? Who points out the way the icicles hang down like great sabers from the roof of the palace? Or the chrysanthemums, along the Moskva, how they wave to us in the springtime, like old friends?


Do I not remember, you ask, lying in the field at the dacha, staring up at the summer sky, then watching as the clouds moved in from the horizon, remaining there as the warm rain poured down upon you and me, and how we giggled at it all and how mad Mama was when we returned, covered in mud? Of course I remember! We will always have that memory to cherish! And now we will create new memories!


The gift of adventure, this is what I shall give to you, my one and only love, my brilliant prize, Pyotr, my little cloud . . .





The man in the front seat of the limousine turned and smiled at Pyotr.


“What are you reading, Pyotr?” he asked.


He had a kind demeanor, a gentleness, despite the scar beneath his eye, which made his eye blink in a funny way, as if something was stuck in it.


Pyotr looked up at him. He quickly folded the letter and tucked it back inside the pocket of his mackinaw.


“Nothing.”


“Nothing?” he asked, laughing heartily. “I wish I could get as much happiness from reading nothing as you do.”


Mr. Roberts was his name. He was the American man Papa talked about. He would take them to the boat that would take them to Istanbul, then to the airplane that would fly them to the United States.


“A letter.”


Pyotr looked up at his mother. She stared out the window of the limousine at the passing countryside.


“Do you like fireworks, Pyotr?” asked Roberts, keeping his head turned. “You might get to see some when you land in New York tonight. It’s Independence Day in your new country.”


Pyotr said nothing.


“Are you as intelligent as your father?” Roberts asked.


Pyotr glanced up at his mother. She met his look, then nodded imperceptibly; it was okay to talk with him.


“Yes,” said Pyotr. “I am the smartest one in all of the Soviet Union.”


“The smartest?” asked the American, laughing. “Most humble too.”


“It’s true,” said Pyotr calmly. He looked up at his mother.


“Don’t brag,” she said.


She looked at Roberts for the first time.


“It is true,” she said, placing her hand on Pyotr’s leg. “He scored the highest score of all five- and six-year-olds on the standardized tests.”


Roberts’s eyes seemed to bulge a little.


“In all of Moscow?” he asked. “That’s incredible. There must be—”


“In all of the Soviet Union,” she replied tartly, before turning back to the window.


Roberts looked at him.


“Well, that is most impressive, Pyotr,” he said, nodding his head up and down enthusiastically. “Perhaps you will be famous like your father, Dr. Vargarin? Would you like to be a scientist too?”


When Pyotr awoke a few hours later, his head was in his mother’s lap. She was rubbing his cheek, trying to wake him.


“We’re here, little dumpling,” she whispered.


Outside the limousine, two men were standing. Like Roberts, they wore dark suits. One of the men clutched a submachine gun.


They followed Roberts along a dirt path through the woods. They hiked for more than a mile. In the distance, through the trees, came the sound of water slapping against a rocky shore. When at last they came to a clearing, the Black Sea spread out before them. A red motorboat was tied to a small wooden pier. Pyotr’s father was standing in the clearing, surrounded by more men with weapons. His arms were behind his back. His right eye was swollen shut. His nose had blood beneath it.


“Pyotr!” he yelled when he saw his son.


Pyotr started to run toward his father, but one of the men grabbed his collar.


“Let him go,” said Roberts.


Pyotr scrambled toward his father. He was crying now. He slipped and fell, then got back up. His father’s clothing was covered in dirt and blood, torn in places. He had on one shoe.


“I don’t want to go to America,” Pyotr sobbed as he reached for his father’s arm.


“We’re not going to America,” whispered his father, looking sadly at his son. “Your instincts were correct, Pyotr. The wisdom of a child; I should have listened. I’m sorry. Please, someday, please forgive me for what I am about to do to you. For the terrible, terrible wounds today will create inside you, wounds I will not be there to help heal.”


Roberts stepped toward them. For the first time, Pyotr saw the American’s smile disappear into a haunting look of anger. The scar, instead of looking out of place, seemed to make him complete.


“We’ve been patient, Doctor, but our patience is running out. Where is it?”


“‘Patience’? Is that what you call this? Bringing a man’s family to watch him die?”


Roberts stared at Vargarin. He reached into his jacket and removed a gun. Without removing his eyes from Vargarin, he aimed the muzzle of the weapon in the opposite direction, then fired. The gunshot made Pyotr jump. He turned to see his mother collapsing to the ground, a large bullet hole in her forehead.


Pyotr started to run to his mother, but Roberts grabbed his hair, then thrust the muzzle of the gun into his mouth. It was warm and tasted of smoke and oil.


“Where is it?”


Pyotr looked up. It was the first time he’d ever seen his father cry.


“At the institute,” he said, sobbing. “Beneath the card catalog drawer. The letter ‘O.’ ”


Roberts yanked the gun from Pyotr’s mouth. He trained it on Vargarin and fired. The slug struck his chest, kicking Vargarin back, killing him instantly. He tumbled awkwardly to the dirt.


Pyotr’s mouth went agape. He screamed, but no noise came out. Then he fell to the ground, next to his father. He stared at his father’s face. Pyotr’s eyes were like blank pools, transfixed by the sight of his dead father, there on the ground.


“Put them in the boat,” said Roberts to one of the men. “Remove the cuffs, leave a gun, set it adrift a mile offshore. I’ll go to Moscow and get the disk.”


“What about the kid?”


Roberts aimed the gun at the back of Pyotr’s head. He kept it there for several moments. After almost half a minute, he lifted the gun and put it back in his shoulder holster.


“Bring him to the local orphanage.”
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YERMAKOVA ROSCHA


PRESNENSKY DISTRICT


MOSCOW, RUSSIA


TODAY


An orange-and-white Ducati Superleggera 1199 roared through the neighborhood called Presnensky—empty, dark, and deceptively quiet at a little before dawn on a balmy Moscow morning.


The superbike’s black-helmeted driver had the machine gashing down Rilsok at more than a hundred miles an hour, barely under control, as if he was testing the outer limits of his skills. He was an experienced rider, but know-how went only so far when crouched atop a machine that boasted the highest power-to-weight ratio of any motorcycle.


Presnensky was a clean, incongruous neighborhood of stunning mansions and luxury apartment buildings alongside industrial warehouses. The thunderous decibel of the bike’s Superquadro liquid-cooled engine was neither unusual nor even noticed. Here, more than in any other borough in Russia’s sprawling capital city, Presnensky’s inhabitants had long ago learned to keep their mouths shut, their eyes lowered, and their curiosity at bay.


At a street called Velka, the biker abruptly leaned to his right, leading the Ducati with him, nearly toppling over as he glided in a smooth arc around the ninety-degree turn at 86 mph. His knee scraped the ground but he didn’t slow down. In fact, he feathered the throttle, surging into the corner. Then, as his gloved fingers brushed the tar, he flicked his wrist yet again, juicing the engine on with a last-second splurge of speed that seemed to defy logic and gravity. A moment later, the rider pulled a powerful, dazzling switchback, banking abruptly in the opposite direction—hard left—then ripping the throttle to the max as the front tire burned a cloud of rubbery smoke and the back tire caught a squall of air.


He tore down the last half mile of empty, unlit street, then skidded to a stop in front of a three-story white brick building, its only window tinted crimson. He turned off the bike and put the kickstand down. He climbed off, then removed the all-black helmet. He left it on the seat. The Superleggera made a taunting statement, and the helmet, there atop the seat, was like the proverbial cherry on top.


Steal me, it seemed to say, and see what happens.


Presnensky was the neighborhood where Moscow’s mafia lived and breathed, a city, a government, unto itself. Everyone, including the police, knew it. Moscow was, for a certain precious few, lawless. Presnensky was the epicenter of that lawlessness.


The man walked toward the building’s entrance. A low beat echoed from inside.


He pulled the door open. Like a bomb going off, music exploded out into the dark street. It was a chaotic electronica of synthesizers, infused with a dull, seismic drumbeat.


Inside was a cocaine-fueled pandemonium of bodies, music, lights, and smoke, with a dark, dystopian edge. At least a thousand men and women danced frenetically beneath flashing blue, orange, and yellow lights as a bizarre, thunderous strain of arbitrary-sounding synthesizers and drums caused the floor to undulate. The air was fetid with sweat, cologne, perfume, and marijuana smoke.


He moved into the crowd. The drugged-out eyes of young Muscovites registered him as he pushed his way through, almost knocking people over as he cut straight across the jam-packed dance floor. He was charismatic; his blond Afro was flamboyant, with clumps of unmitigated curls bobbing about. The eyes of every female within ten feet were drawn to him. His face was thin and gaunt, youthful and, above all, captivating.


At the back of the massive dance floor was a red velvet curtain. The man pushed through, immediately encountering the muzzle of a silver MP-448 Skyph 9×18 pistol, clutched by a lone security guard. The gunman, hulkish and mean-looking, wore a tight black silk shirt unbuttoned to the navel. He eyed the stranger as he pushed through the curtain and moved toward him. He trained the gun on the stranger’s forehead.


“Sem’desyat dva,” muttered the man.


“Da.”


The guard holstered the Skyph beneath his left armpit. He patted him down, then nodded, without looking into his eyes, indicating he could pass.


The man descended a set of stairs into the basement, then moved along a dimly lit corridor. At the end of the hallway, a pair of gunmen stood like pillars outside a steel door. Both men clutched submachine guns. Reflexively, they trained the muzzles on him as he approached.


If being held in the sight lines of a pair of submachine guns bothered him, he didn’t show it.


The guard on the left repeated the pat-down, more invasive this time, looking for anything that the visitor might have been concealing. Finding nothing, he nodded to the other guard, who reached for the door handle.


The man stepped inside the room as the security guard shut the door behind him.


It was a large, windowless room, meticulously neat. On one side was a glass desk, empty except for a small laptop computer, a thin stack of papers, and a handgun. On the other side of the room was a seating area. A huge plasma screen hung on the wall. A video game was being played. In the specific frame was an image of a battlefield in remarkably clear relief, almost like documentary news footage. The vantage point was that of a soldier moving across the battlefield, shooting people.


On a black leather couch, directly in front of the screen, sat a man with slicked-back brown hair, parted in the middle, a tank top, and, around his neck, a mess of gold chains. He continued to stare at the screen and fire off rounds.


“Hello, Cloud,” said Malnikov, the thirty-four-year-old head of the Moscow mafia.


“Alexei,” said Cloud curtly.


Malnikov fired a few more rounds, then abruptly stopped the game. He turned and looked at his visitor. He smiled and stood up from the sofa.


“Can I get you something?”


“Vodka.”


“Sure.”


Malnikov walked to a bar in the corner. He poured two glasses, then returned.


“Please,” said Malnikov, handing Cloud the vodka and pointing to a different sofa, near the desk. “Have a seat, my friend.”


The sofa was long, curving slightly in a quarter-moon, and covered in light yellow leather. Malnikov and Cloud sat down at either end of the sofa, leaving a wide space between them. Each man took sips from his glass, glancing at the other in silence.


“Let’s make this quick,” Cloud said. He took a gulp from his glass as his eyes darted about the room. “I don’t like being here. How much?”


Malnikov laughed.


“What’s wrong?” he asked, looking around the office, a hint of offense taken in his voice. “You don’t like my office?”


Cloud shot Malnikov a look of contempt, unafraid even of the head of the Moscow mob.


“I grow tired of your games, Alexei,” snapped Cloud. “If you wanted to kill me, you would’ve had one of your men put a bullet in my head. You have a nuclear weapon. There is precisely one individual on the face of the planet who can take it off your hands without raising the eyebrows of the Central Intelligence Agency. How much, you greedy fuck?”


“How dare you—” Malnikov started, his face flushing.


“How much?” Cloud screamed, interrupting Malnikov before he could finish his sentence. Cloud raised his index finger and pointed it at Malnikov’s reddening face.


Malnikov sat back. His nostrils flared. His teeth flashed. He had a murderous look in his eyes, as if he was debating in his head whether to kill Cloud right then and there.


The door burst open. One of the gunmen stepped inside and trained the submachine gun on Cloud.


Malnikov held up his hand and shot his guard a look. “Get the fuck out!” he barked.


After the door shut, he turned back to Cloud. For a few moments, Malnikov was silent. He tried to cool off and regain his composure. He knew he needed to be rational, especially now.


Malnikov’s life, thanks to his father, was already one of privilege. It was his father who spent two decades fighting for control of organized crime in Russia. Alexei Malnikov was the recipient of a generation’s worth of blackmail, bribery, extortion, and murder. When Yuri Malnikov was arrested, Alexei became the boss of the Russian underworld. That was when he moved to acquire his nuclear leverage.


Three weeks before, after more than two years of bribes, threats, and more bribes, Malnikov had finally succeeded in pressuring a corrupt Ukrainian general named Bokolov into selling him a stolen 1953 Soviet-made thirty-kiloton nuclear bomb. Malnikov had bought it in order to create leverage for himself. It was an insurance policy, which he intended to use only if he was ever incarcerated by FSB or a foreign law enforcement agency, as his father had been the year before. Yuri Malnikov had been arrested on his yacht off the coast of Florida by the FBI and was now confined within the Colorado prison called ADX Florence, aka Supermax, where he would likely spend the rest of his life.


But Alexei Malnikov was wrong. Very wrong. It took less than one day for him to regret the move. He hated the nuke and wished he’d never bought it. The leverage he thought he would garner by owning it was soon replaced by paranoia.


Malnikov, who moved more heroin than any other mobster on the face of the earth, had let hubris take over. Not content with the money, the unfettered access to women, luxury homes, art, rare wines, and whatever else a black AmEx could buy, he somehow came to think possession of the bomb would insulate him from the one thing every mobster feared: the lawman. But he miscalculated. When you tried to buy or—God forbid—own a nuclear weapon, you were no longer fucking with the lawman. You were fucking with nations.


Malnikov had made a grave error and wanted desperately to get rid of it.


There were the jihadists. Already a representative from ISIS had made entreaties through an affiliate in Chechnya. Hezbollah would not be far behind. How ISIS knew about the nuclear device he didn’t know, but it scared him to his core. Eventually, if he was unwilling to sell, the day would come when the towel heads would send a suicide bomber to the nightclub or his home.


But the jihadists were not what worried Malnikov most. It was America, specifically the CIA.


His drugs and other vices were not a top priority of the CIA. They had bigger fish to fry. The nuclear bomb made him one of those bigger fish, and being a target of the CIA was the last thing he needed. If Langley suspected he possessed the bomb, his Russian ass could end up in a Guantánamo Bay sweatbox for the next decade. Unless the Americans decided to simply kill him and be done with it.


It was time to move the fucking nuke. And it was Cloud who held the key.


He took a deep breath and looked at Cloud.


“Let’s calm down a little,” suggested Malnikov. “We’re on the same page.”


Malnikov felt Cloud’s eyes on him. The genius computer hacker was either oblivious of the risk of owning the bomb, or he simply didn’t give a fuck.


Malnikov, like everyone who came into contact with Cloud, feared him. He was flamboyant, ruthless, and creepy. It was rumored that he’d helped manipulate U.S. air traffic control systems in the days leading up to 9/11, participating in the greatest terror attack in American history.


If he crossed Cloud, Cloud could do a great deal of damage, and very, very quickly. In Cloud’s hands, computers were weapons.


Malnikov took another sip of vodka, then glanced in Cloud’s direction.


“One hundred million dollars,” said Malnikov.


Cloud was silent. His eyes looked like a calculator as they blinked and darted about, his brain conducting calculations in his head. After more than half a minute, his eyes shot to Malnikov.


“One hundred million?” Cloud asked. “That sounds reasonable.”


Cloud leaned toward Malnikov, his hand outstretched.


“Good,” said Malnikov, smiling, relieved.


“When will you be wiring me the money?” asked Cloud.


Malnikov did a double take.


“What did you say?”


“When will you wire me the money?” Cloud repeated, an innocent smile on his face.


Malnikov stood up from the sofa. He took two steps, raised his arm, and started to swing at Cloud.


Cloud held up his hand, interrupting Malnikov.


“I assume it will come from your account in the Guernsey Islands?” continued Cloud, just before Malnikov struck him.


Malnikov caught himself, stopping his swing just inches from Cloud’s cheek.


“In fact, I took the liberty of taking the first fifty million before coming over,” said Cloud. “You know, these encryption keys are very difficult to penetrate these days. It took me nearly ten minutes to get inside the bank. They really are becoming much more sophisticated with these firewalls and other accoutrements.”


Malnikov stared at Cloud, his mouth agape, then staggered to his desk. He typed into his laptop, frantically signing into his bank account. After nearly a minute, he looked up at Cloud.


“What have you done?” he whispered, hatred in his voice.


Malnikov reached to the gun on top of his desk. He lifted it, chambered a round, then pointed it at Cloud.


Cloud stood up, clutching his crystal highball glass, staring back at Malnikov, then at the muzzle of the pistol. Cloud’s smile abruptly vanished. He shook his head.


“What am I going to do with you, Alexei?” asked Cloud empathetically. “You don’t seem to understand, do you?”


Cloud swigged the last of the vodka, paused a half second, then dropped the glass to the concrete floor, where it shattered into a thousand pieces.


Malnikov moved around the desk and stepped in front of Cloud. He was half a foot taller than Cloud and dramatically wider. He could’ve broken Cloud in half with his bare hands. Any other man, and he would have. Malnikov moved the muzzle of the gun to within an inch of Cloud’s right eye.


“I want every cent of my money back, you little fuck!” Malnikov seethed. “As for the nuclear bomb, you can fuck yourself in the ass. Look into that muzzle, you little nerd, because it’s the last thing you’ll ever see.”


Cloud’s demeanor remained placid, even dismissive.


“Who do you think had your father thrown in jail?” asked Cloud. “The most powerful mobster in Russia, perhaps the world, and I had him set up, then chopped down like a weed. It was so easy I found myself laughing afterward. He will never leave the U.S. prison, not for the rest of his life.”


Malnikov’s mouth opened in shock and disbelief. He reached for his chest.


“Why . . . ?”


“Why? Because I knew your father would never be stupid enough to acquire a nuclear bomb, and you would.”


Malnikov tried to speak, but couldn’t.


“If you want me to take the bomb, you will pay me, Alexei. If you complain, I’ll drain the rest of the account. Delivery of the nuclear device will be to a dock in Sevastopol tonight, at midnight.”


“I don’t even understand what you’re threatening,” whispered Malnikov, his hand shaking. “I don’t have the time to get it to Sevastopol by tonight.”


Cloud took a deep breath.


“I should also mention that if I’m not back to my dacha in”—Cloud checked his watch—“seventeen minutes, you will be destroyed. Forget your money for a moment. Your entire organization will be rolled up, then locked up. Everything! United States, Hong Kong, Europe, Russia, Brazil, Australia. Do you realize how much heroin you’ve sold to those poor little American schoolchildren? Not to mention the electronic signature of the entire transaction with General Bokolov? Actually, now that I think about it, you’ll simply be sent to Guantánamo Bay. If I’m not back in . . . sixteen minutes, my guess is you’ll be in shackles by dawn. And you’ll wear those shackles the rest of your days on earth.”


Malnikov stared at Cloud. He was beyond anger or hatred. He was speechless, numb, and confused. He lowered the gun.


“You can kill me right now, we both know it,” said Cloud reassuringly. “This is not about being a man and who is tougher, Alexei. You are tougher. But where I am going, it requires something different. It requires hatred.”


Malnikov took a small step backward. “You’re insane—”


“Yes, I suppose that’s true,” said Cloud, nodding. “So kill me. You have the gun. Just shoot me. The thing is, I wouldn’t care. I could take dying just as easy as getting up in the morning. You, on the other hand, do care. And that is why you will pay me one hundred million dollars to take this nuclear bomb off your hands, an amount that, I’m guessing, is about one hundred million less than I actually could pressure you into paying. But, you see, I’m a generous man.”


Cloud turned from the muzzle of the gun and walked to the door. He placed his hand on the doorknob.


“One more thing,” he said. “They will come to you. As soon as the bomb is moved, they will find out and they will somehow track it to you. This is unavoidable. My guess is, it will be the United States. You can attempt to lie, but it will be pointless. They will wire you up and, if you are lying, they will use various methodologies to elicit the truth and ultimately they will succeed. So do yourself a favor, Alexei, tell them everything you know. As much as you hate me right now, the truth is, I am grateful to you. I mean you no harm. And I wish you a long and prosperous life. You made a mistake, we both know it, the day you shook hands with Bokolov and acquired the bomb. Do what they say. It is the only way you will be able to put it behind you.”


“They’ll ask for my help to find you,” said Malnikov.


“Give it to them. I will not be found, at least not until it’s too late.”


“What will you—” Malnikov began to ask a question, then stopped, as if fearing what the answer might be.


“What will I do with it? Is that your question?”


“Yes.”


Cloud glanced back as he turned the doorknob and opened the door.


“Something I should have done a long time ago,” he said quietly. He paused and looked once again at Malnikov. “Sevastopol. Midnight. Don’t be late.”
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THE CASTINE INN


MAIN STREET


CASTINE, MAINE


On the first Saturday of summer, at a little before eight in the morning, a crowd was gathered in front of the elegant, slightly dilapidated buttercup-colored Castine Inn. There were approximately two hundred men, women, and children, from infants in Baby Bjorns to grandparents clutching wooden canes, talking, laughing, catching up after the long winter, sipping coffee, hot chocolate, and cider, waiting. All were from Castine but one, the boyfriend of a Castine girl, a nice-looking fellow from San Francisco who’d come up with her for the weekend from Andover, in all likelihood unaware of the fact that his first visit to the pretty, remote, slightly ornery seaside town would feature a grueling six-and-a-half-mile race, and that he’d be expected to participate.


Thirty-three runners—thirteen men, twenty women—stood in the road behind a strip of yellow police tape, stretching, jogging in place, and getting ready for the race. They had on a motley assortment of shorts and T-shirts in a variety of colors and styles. The one unusual aspect to the group of runners was that no one wore running shoes. Everyone had on work boots.


At the back of the cluster of runners stood a big man off by himself. At six-four, he was the tallest in the group, and stocky. He had on beat-up Timberland boots, madras shorts, and a green T-shirt. His brown hair was long and looked like it hadn’t been brushed in weeks. His face was covered in a month’s worth of stubble. He leaned casually against the front bumper of a rusted light green Ford pickup truck.


At precisely eight o’clock, Doris Russell, Castine’s seventy-two-year-old mayor, stepped off the curb and into the road. Doris looked gentle, even matronly, but, as everyone knew, she possessed the wit, and the mouth, of a sailor. Doris waved her arms in the air, trying to get everyone’s attention. Gradually, silence settled over the crowd.


“Good morning, everyone,” said Doris in a high-pitched, slightly squeaky voice. She had a large smile on her face. “I hope you all had a wonderful winter.”


“It sucked,” someone shouted from the back of the crowd.


Laughter burst out from the throng of people.


“Who’s that?” Doris asked, peering into the crowd. “Is that Tom? Yeah, well, mine was a stinker too, Tom, if you want to know the truth. I broke my hip falling down the stairs and my granddaughter was expelled from Miss Porter’s. But thanks for asking.”


“He didn’t ask,” yelled someone else.


Another ripple of laughter spread through the crowd.


Doris shook her head, trying not to laugh.


“If you don’t let me get this thing started, we’ll be here all day. Which means, odds are, I’ll be dead.”


“We’ll miss you, Doris.”


Doris laughed, shaking her head, along with the rest of the crowd. Finally, she raised her hand.


“Well, anyway, as you all know, today is the first Saturday of our beloved Castine summer, and thank God for that. I’m so goddam sick of winter I could kill someone.”


“My wife would like to volunteer for that,” yelled someone.


Laughter once again erupted from the crowd.


“I’d want to be dead too if I was married to you, Burt,” said Doris. “Now, as I was saying, it being the first Saturday following the beginning of summer, it’s time once again for the annual Wadsworth Cove Marathon.”


Loud clapping and a chorus of enthusiastic cheers swept over the crowd.


Like many towns along the beautiful winding, rocky coast of Maine, Castine tolerated its summer visitors, the wealthy people from away, who came in June and left at Labor Day. But the long, hard, bitter-cold winter months were the province of the people who lived there year-round: the fishermen, teachers, nurses, construction workers, bus drivers, farmers, electricians, plumbers, police officers, doctors, a lawyer, and even a few artists.


Most towns in Maine had their own peculiar tradition to mark the end of winter, the season they’d all just suffered mightily through, mostly pent up inside their homes. In Castine, it was the Wadsworth Cove Marathon. The course was a punishing six and a half miles to the cove, then up a dirt path along Bog Brook to a large, well-known birch tree, then back to town. Running shoes were not allowed, only work boots, symbolic of the fact that the race was meant for working people, not city slickers, though technically anyone could run if they wanted to.


This year, an unusually large crowd was gathered to watch the race. A celebrity was in town. Not a celebrity in the traditional sense, just a kid from town whom everyone knew—the thirty-nine-year-old kid with the mess of brown hair.


“Now, as many of you know, this is the twenty-fifth running of the Wadsworth Cove Marathon,” said Doris. “I can remember the very first race. It was that New York city slicker Jed Sewall’s idea. Jed’s son was the captain of the Harvard University cross-country team at the time.”


“Yale,” someone yelled.


“What?” asked Doris.


“Yale. He went to Yale.”


“Oh, for chrissakes, Harvard, Yale, it doesn’t make a goddam bit of difference as far as I’m concerned,” said Doris, shaking her head. “They’re both asshole factories. Give me a Maine Maritime Academy man and a glass of gin and I’ll be perfectly happy. Anyway, the point of the story is, Jed concocted this cockamamie race so Jed Junior could beat everyone in town.”


A low wave of hoots and hollers echoed from the back of the crowd.


Doris paused, smiling as she worked the crowd into a lather.


“Of course, Jed hadn’t considered the fact that a certain fourteen-year-old Castine kid might decide to enter the race!” Doris yelled.


A chorus of cheers erupted from the crowd. A few people even shouted out his name: “Dewey! Dewey!”


“A kid who, I’m happy to say, is back here twenty-five years later, and, from what I’ve heard, is prepared to defend his title.”


Doris raised her hand and pointed at the man leaning against the pickup truck. He didn’t move, in fact, he didn’t seem to be listening.


Dewey Andreas was Castine’s son, as much a part of the town’s fabric as the hard, wind-swept place was part of him.


He was born in the three-room Castine hospital, delivered by Doris Russell’s late husband, Bob. He was raised on a pretty rambling farm called Margaret Hill, up a winding dirt road behind the golf course. He was a boy like any other boy in town until that one day everyone saw Dewey wasn’t like every other boy in town. He was eight years old at the time. The occasion was the annual Independence Day picnic at the Castine Golf Club, attended by everyone in town along with all of the summer folks.


Dewey was playing tennis, barefoot, with his older brother, Hobey. At some point, one of the summer kids, a prep schooler named Hampton, told the Andreas brothers to get off the court. They weren’t supposed to be playing in bare feet. When Hobey told the older boy to wait his turn, he’d called Hobey a “townie.”


What happened next on the green-grassed #2 tennis court lives on in Castine infamy. Dewey charged over and slammed the fifteen-year-old in the chest, knocking the taller boy over. When Hampton stood up, he lurched at Dewey, taking a big swing at his head. But Dewey ducked. Then he punched Hampton in the nose. Hampton dropped to the court, screaming in agony, as blood gushed from his nostrils. But Dewey wasn’t done with him. As horrified onlookers watched from the terrace, Dewey jumped on him, straddling him, then punched him over and over, beating the living crap out of him, stopping only when a combination of Hobey and their father, John Andreas, was able to pull him away from the bloody, bawling St. Paul’s freshman.


From then on, it wasn’t considered a wise move to fuck with the younger Andreas brother, the one with the mop of uncut, unmanageable brown hair, the kid who liked to ride his horse to school, the handsome, quiet one with the blue eyes as cold as stone. It wasn’t that people were embarrassed that day Dewey beat up Hampton. It was the opposite. Dewey had stood up for his brother and, by extension, his town.


They watched him grow up. By the time he was in sixth grade, he was six feet tall and had the gaunt, sinewy physique of an athlete. He had few friends, choosing mainly to hang out with his brother. Those friends he did have had been selected largely based on their interest in shooting things and by a shared dislike of talking, girls, and summer people.


By high school, he was six-four, two hundred pounds, and had the posture and gait of a prizefighter. After breaking every high school football scoring record in the state, Dewey ventured south to Boston College to carry the ball for the BC Eagles.


To say the town of Castine was proud of Dewey would’ve been an understatement. Every fall, twice a season, a bus was rented to ferry a crowd down to Chestnut Hill to watch BC’s hard-nosed 225-pound tailback tear through every defensive line in the Big East.


After college, Dewey returned to Castine long enough to steal away the prettiest girl in town, Holly Bourne, daughter of a professor at Maine Maritime Academy. Everyone in town went to the wedding. By then, Dewey was getting ready to try out for the U.S. Army Rangers. His hair was short. That was when some people started to recognize that Dewey’s aloofness, his standoffish demeanor, his confidence, the meanness in his eyes, the hint of savageness in his stride, that all of it had been given to him for a reason. No one was surprised when Dewey graduated first in his Ranger class out of 188 recruits.


There were tough people in Castine. There were tough people in Maine. And then there was Dewey.


When he left Rangers for Delta, people stopped gossiping altogether. It was no longer about pride. Dewey, they all knew, was being groomed to be one of America’s most elite soldiers. Not only was he serving his country, he was being trained to be part of America’s jagged front edge, the place where secrets were killed for, in cities no one had ever heard of, where nations clashed in the fog-shrouded dark of night. Dewey was in the middle of it all. He was in the maelstrom. A palpable sense of intrigue was always there, even when he wasn’t anywhere near the town.


The few times he came home with Holly and their toddler, Robbie, what had been a quiet, laconic nature became distant. Dewey’s silence told of a world the people in Castine would never know, a world Dewey didn’t want them to know, not because he didn’t like the people in town—because he loved them.


Where I’m going, you cannot come. I’m going there so you don’t have to.


Castine’s pride turned into something deeper then. Something quieter. When Dewey would return, on those rare occasions, back from an operation, his arrival was noted but not discussed. He was, they all knew, engaged in activities on behalf of the U.S. government that could never be talked of. Dewey, their Dewey, was at the bloodstained front edge of America’s covert war on terror. He was the razor’s edge, the tip of the spear, the hunter. It all made sense then, the toughness, the fierceness, the inability to be stopped, to feel pain.


And then, like a lightning bolt thrown from a cruel sky, it was all destroyed. Leukemia stole Robbie at age six. The town gathered at the cemetery, speechless and numb, to help Dewey and Holly bury their boy. A month later, Holly was found dead in an apartment near Fort Bragg, North Carolina, and Dewey was accused of murdering her. The town’s grief turned bitter. Its character was shaken to its core. Yet instead of destroying the town, the tragedy brought everyone together. There was never a moment of doubt. Dewey could never do such a thing. Every family in town donated money so that Dewey could hire a good lawyer, a gesture he appreciated but refused to accept. In fact, he didn’t hire a lawyer, despite the fact that he faced the death penalty. He represented himself, standing alone against a well-heeled prosecution, and told the truth. He stood tall, just as he’d done so many years before, back on the tennis court.


When he was acquitted after only thirty-one minutes of deliberations, it was the coda to a terrible chain of events that had physically and emotionally exhausted the entire town. No one talked about Dewey after that. They all knew he fled the United States, but no one asked where he was going or what he was doing. They let him be. His parents, John and Margaret, aged. They left Margaret Hill only on rare occasions. Hobey moved to Blue Hill. A decade passed, with vague rumors about Dewey working on offshore oil platforms in faraway countries, and that was all.


And then he returned. It was a week after the greatest terror attack on American soil since 9/11, crafted by the Lebanese terrorist Alexander Fortuna. Maine’s largest employer, Bath Iron Works, had been destroyed in the attack. But someone had stopped the terrorist, though no one knew who. Several news reports mentioned a roughneck—an oil worker—with a military background, though the government refused to comment. Yes, that was when Dewey came back, and no one dared ask him if he was the one. They didn’t have to.


Now he was back again. Everyone knew why. It had been in the news for weeks. Dewey’s fiancée, Jessica Tanzer, the national security advisor to the president of the United States, had been killed in Argentina. Dewey had returned that fall, shell-shocked and broken. Most people assumed he’d leave after a few days, but days turned into weeks, then months, and it was then when people in Castine started to comprehend the fact that perhaps Dewey wasn’t ever leaving again. Perhaps this time, something had finally gotten to him. He’d survived the death of Robbie, then Holly, but Jessica’s killing had struck a blow that he didn’t seem to be able to recover from. The proverbial straw that breaks the camel’s back.


As Doris pointed to Dewey, a cacophony of clapping and cheers came from the crowd.


“Hey, Dewey, you gonna win it this year?” yelled someone.


From the front of the pickup, Dewey turned but didn’t answer.


“Talkative as ever, eh, Dewey?” someone else yelled.


A few laughs rippled out from the crowd. Dewey glanced in the direction of the remark, remaining silent.


“Hey, Dewey, how’s that new talk show of yours coming along?” someone shouted from the back.


At this, Dewey’s lips spread into a smile. He glanced in the direction of the remark.


“I got him to smile!”


Dewey started laughing.


“I wasn’t smiling at you, Uncle Bill,” said Dewey.


“What were you smiling at, then?”


“I was thinking about the time we went duck hunting and you shot yourself in the foot.”


More laughter erupted.


“That was an accident, goddammit.”


“Sure it was,” said Dewey.


“No hurtin’ anyone if you don’t win, Dewey!” came another voice.


More laughter this time.


“Now, leave the boy alone,” said Doris, holding up her hand. “Was that Dickie? I don’t see your fat ass out there, Dickie.”


“That ain’t fat, that’s one hundred percent muscle, and stop staring at it.”


“Richard Pye, the only muscle you got left is the one you use to keep your money hidden at the bottom of those Grand Canyon pockets of yours.”


“I got five dollars right here for whoever wins this here race, Mayor,” said Pye, holding up a five-dollar bill for the crowd to see.


“Look at that,” said Doris. “Abe Lincoln is squinting because he hasn’t seen the sun in so long.”


As Dewey listened to the banter, he leaned forward, off the bumper of the truck, then walked to his niece, Reagan, who was standing next to her boyfriend.


“Can you beat her, Will?”


Will smiled and shook his head.


“No way,” he said. “She’s the fastest runner at Andover, boy or girl.”


“Prettiest too, right?” added Dewey, smiling and patting Reagan’s shoulder.


“That goes without saying,” said Will.


Reagan scowled and looked at Dewey, then her boyfriend.


“I know what you two jerks are trying to do, and it’s not going to work,” she said. “I’m not going to be distracted. Will, I will definitely destroy you. You’re the one I’m worried about, Uncle Dewey.”


“What’s your best mile?” asked Dewey.


“Four fifty-five.”


“You’ll beat me,” said Dewey. “I won’t even get to State Street by four fifty-five.”


“It’s not going to work. You can’t hustle me. I see through you.”


“Then again, running in boots is a little different,” said Dewey, ignoring her. “Starts to hurt a little. It’s the skin on the back of your foot that goes first. Scrapes right off. Then comes blood. Gets a little muddy in there.”


“Ewww,” said Reagan.


“Yeah, it’s nasty,” continued Dewey. “Like pea soup. Only it ain’t pea soup, know what I mean?”


Reagan glanced down unconsciously at her feet.


“I bandaged them.”


“Oh, then you should be fine,” said Dewey. “Bandages never fall off.”


“You should also point out the extra weight, Dewey,” said Will, smiling as he pitched in. “These boots are heavy.”


“Excellent point, William,” said Dewey, nodding. “That extra weight’ll make your legs get all muscly and big, like an Amazon lady. Will, what do you think, are guys into girls with big, thick tree trunk legs these days?”


Dewey and Will were now doubled over in laughter. Reagan seethed with a mixture of anger and annoyance, though a small grin did manage to sneak through.


“Look, I usually don’t talk like this, so please forgive me in advance,” said Reagan, “but fuck off, both of you. I hope the dust I kick up will settle down by the time your lame asses come crawling along behind me.”


She stormed off, shaking her head.


Just then, Doris Russell let out a loud whistle.


“Let’s get this shindig going,” Doris said loudly. “It’s time for this race to start. I got eleven people coming for dinner and I don’t even know what the hell I’m going to make.”


“Trust me, Doris, no one comes to your house for the food,” yelled someone from the back.


“Good luck getting that lobster license, Lincoln,” said Doris, grabbing the police tape and preparing to yank it out of the way. “Now, on your mark . . .”


The runners crowded up toward the tape, except for Dewey, who remained a few feet behind everyone else.


“Get set . . .” she continued.


“Wait!” came a voice from up the road. “Wait for me!”


Doris waved her arms, stopping the countdown.


Over the crest of the hill, a boy came sprinting down Main Street. He was shirtless. His face was painted black and green in some sort of hellish-looking camouflage. He wore Nantucket red cutoff shorts and was barefoot. He was holding a boot in each hand, though one was long and orange, the other short and brown.


A smile spread across Dewey’s face. He looked in Reagan’s direction. She was shaking her head.


“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she muttered.


The sight of thirteen-year-old Sam Andreas, charging down Main Street, elicited laughter, a few cheers, and some clapping, though most people just watched the kid in silent amusement.


He barreled down the last few yards to the starting line.


“Sorry, Aunt Doris,” said Sam, panting as he came close. He shot his older sister a demonic stare as he sat down on the curb to put on his boots. “Reagan hid my boots.”


“I did not,” said Reagan.


“Yeah, right,” he said. “Which is why I gotta wear these stupid things.”


Sam pulled a bright orange knee-high rubber boot onto his left foot. Then he pulled a worn-out L.L. Bean hunting boot onto his right foot.


“I don’t even know who these belong to, for chrissakes.”


“Watch your language, Sam,” came a voice from the crowd.


“Sorry, Grandma,” said Sam. “I didn’t know you was back there.”


“Were back there,” corrected Margaret Andreas. “And even if I wasn’t, young man, you do not have license to use the Lord’s name in vain.”


“I know,” he said, eyeing Reagan with a huge grin on his face. “I apologize.”


Sam finished tying his boot and stood up. He ducked under the tape and walked up to Reagan. He stood in front of her. He was at least half a foot shorter than her. His blue eyes stared out from the dark camouflage.


“Good luck out there, sis,” he whispered derisively. “You’re about to learn what it feels like to lose to a thirteen-year-old wearing his grandma’s boots.”


“Actually, the Bean boot’s mine,” said Dewey.


Sam looked up. A smile creased his lips.


“Hey, Uncle Dewey,” he said, still eyeing his sister. “Thank God you’re here. I thought I wouldn’t have any competition.”


“Glad to be of service,” said Dewey as Reagan gave Sam the finger. “What’s with the makeup?”


Sam suddenly looked crestfallen.


“It’s camo,” said Sam. “I got it at the Army-Navy store in Brewer. What, you think . . . it doesn’t look good?”


“No, you’ll blend right in. If there are any Viet Cong in the woods, you’ll be fine.”


Doris clapped her hands, then whistled again.


“Okay, everyone, now that we seem to have the entire field of runners here, let’s get going. On your mark, get set, go!”


Doris ripped the tape down from in front of the runners and the tightly packed throng moved out, Reagan Andreas at the lead. The crowd was cheering as the runners moved up Main Street.


Dewey started in last place, at the back of the pack. He smiled at Doris as he ran by her.


“I’m rooting for you,” she said as he passed by.


As he crossed the starting line, Dewey’s eyes were drawn to the right, down a side street. Parked halfway down the block, tucked in behind a line of Subarus and pickup trucks, was a black sedan, its engine idling. A spike of warmth jabbed at the base of his spine, then shot through his body, a warmth he hadn’t felt in a long time. He scanned the sedan one extra moment, then turned back to the race.


The sedan was a heavily customized Cadillac CTS with tinted bulletproof windows, steel side paneling, an undermounted bomb plate, and low-profile steel-meshed escape tires. In the backseat sat a large, dark-haired man in a navy blue suit. On his lap were two sheets of paper. He studied the documents as he sipped from a coffee cup adorned with a red-and-yellow Tim Hortons logo.


Both documents were printed on the letterhead of the Senate Select Committee on Intelligence. SSCI was responsible for providing congressional oversight of the U.S. intelligence community, including the CIA, NSA, and an alphabet’s worth of other agencies. In this capacity, SSCI had the right to conduct whatever investigations it deemed appropriate in order to ensure the CIA was doing its job properly. The man was reading one such file: a top secret analysis of a CIA operative who some believed had gone “off the rails.” The two documents were actually different versions of the same document. One was heavily redacted; the other was the clean, unredacted version, obtained surreptitiously by the man through a contact on the staff of the committee.


Most CIA agents, when on assignment in foreign land, assumed a position at an embassy or other benign department of government, giving them official diplomatic immunity, or cover, thus protecting them from the harsh punishments typically handed down to captured spies. An official agent, if captured, was usually escorted to the border and kicked out of the country.


There also were those agents who ventured into enemy lands without diplomatic immunity, unprotected. It was called non-official cover. If captured, these agents faced severe criminal punishment, up to and including execution. They operated alone, across enemy lines, without a safety net. Inside Langley, they were nicknamed illegals. Officially, they were known as NOCs (pronounced “knocks”).


If infiltrated correctly, a NOC had more freedom to roam because he or she would not necessarily be on any government’s watch list, as embassy workers were. But the value in being unsuspected by enemy governments was only part of it. NOCs were the most lethal combatants America’s intelligence and military were capable of producing. NOCs were culled exclusively from CIA paramilitary, Delta, and Navy SEALs. The NOC was Langley’s most effective and most dangerous human weapon. Some had been trained to be NOCs. Others migrated there because there was nowhere else to go.


Unfortunately, NOCs were also the most likely agents to develop severe psychological problems, and when this did occur, the results were unpredictable, and sometimes catastrophic. NOCs had the highest suicide rate of any federal employees, by a wide margin. They had the second-highest divorce rate, trailing only members of Congress. Alcoholism, domestic abuse, and a variety of other lesser travails plagued NOCs. The problems tended to occur when they were nonoperational.


Much more worrisome was the threat of a NOC being recruited into an enemy intelligence service. In the past decade, it had occurred six times. In each case, Langley was faced with a hard dilemma: kill the NOC, or let him sell whatever secrets he could—usually tactical operation design parameters—to America’s enemies. In each case, the decision had been made to terminate.


The subject of the SSCI investigation was a NOC.


The man scanned the two documents for the umpteenth time, beginning with the redacted version:


U.S. SENATE SELECT COMMITTEE ON INTELLIGENCE


Washington, D.C. 20510














	FOCUS:


	
ANDREAS, DEWEY


NOC 295-R








	SANCTION:


	
SSCI RK667P


AS PER ASSIGNEE: US SEN. FURR


IN COLLAB W/CI


NOVEMBER 19








	FIELD VISIT:


	
JANUARY 24–25


FEBRUARY 7–10








	ASSIGN:


	
COVER BLACK WIDOW


DO NOT SHARE (PER DEP DIR GANT)








	SITUATION:


	ANDREAS IS A 39-YEAR-OLD MALE SUSPECTED OF EXHIBITING TRAITS ASSOCIATED WITH POSTTRAUMATIC STRESS DISORDER (PTSD). TRIGGERING EVENTS INCLUDE DEATH OF FIANCÉ DUE TO U.S. INTELLIGENCE OPERATION. GIVEN POSSIBLE PAST SOCIOPATHIC TRAITS EXHIBITED BY SUBJECT, THIS OFFICE WAS ASKED TO DETERMINE IF ANDREAS REPRESENTS A SECURITY THREAT TO THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA







	CONCLUSION:


	
ANALYSIS INCOMPLETE


HUMINT INSUFFICIENT








	REC:


	WITHOUT PROPER THERAPIST/SUBJECT COMMUNICATION, SANCTION MUST BE DEEMED INCONCLUSIVE. HOWEVER, ANALYSIS OF ANDREAS PERSONAL, MILITARY, AND INTELLIGENCE HISTORY SUGGESTS A UNIQUELY CAPABLE ASSET WHOSE REHABILITATION SHOULD BE A TIER 4 PRIORITY. ALTERNATIVELY, THE SAME SKILLS WHICH MAKE HIM A PRIORITY AGENCY ASSET ALSO MAKE HIM, UNREHABILITATED, A UNIQUELY DANGEROUS POTENTIAL ADVERSARY







	CITATION:


	
DR. EDWARD HALLOWELL


TS #9773921A








	SUBMISSION:


	
SUDBURY, MA


MARCH 1









Next, he looked at the unredacted analysis:


U.S. SENATE SELECT COMMITTEE ON INTELLIGENCE


Washington, D.C. 20510














	FOCUS:


	
ANDREAS, DEWEY


NOC 295-R








	SANCTION:


	
SSCI RK667P


AS PER ASSIGNEE: US SEN. FURR


PER DDCIA GANT


NOVEMBER 19








	FIELD VISIT:


	
JANUARY 24–25


FEBRUARY 7–10








	ASSIGN:


	
COVER BLACK WIDOW


DO NOT SHARE (PER DEP DIR GANT)








	SITUATION:


	ANDREAS IS A 39-YEAR-OLD MALE SUSPECTED OF EXHIBITING TRAITS ASSOCIATED WITH POSTTRAUMATIC STRESS DISORDER (PTSD). TRIGGERING EVENTS INCLUDE DEATH OF FIANCÉE DUE TO U.S. INTELLIGENCE OPERATION. GIVEN POSSIBLE PAST SOCIOPATHIC TRAITS EXHIBITED BY SUBJECT, THIS OFFICE WAS ASKED TO DETERMINE IF ANDREAS REPRESENTS A SECURITY THREAT TO THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA.







	CONCLUSION:


	
ANALYSIS INCOMPLETE


HUMINT INSUFFICIENT








	REC:


	WITHOUT PROPER THERAPIST/SUBJECT COMMUNICATION, SANCTION MUST BE DEEMED INCONCLUSIVE. HOWEVER, ANALYSIS OF ANDREAS PERSONAL, MILITARY, AND INTELLIGENCE HISTORY SUGGESTS A UNIQUELY CAPABLE ASSET WHOSE REHABILITATION SHOULD BE A TOP AGENCY PRIORITY. ALTERNATIVELY, THE SAME SKILLS THAT MAKE HIM A PRIORITY AGENCY ASSET ALSO MAKE HIM, UNREHABILITATED, A UNIQUELY DANGEROUS POTENTIAL ADVERSARY.







	CITATION:


	
DR. EDWARD HALLOWELL


TS #9773921A








	SUBMISSION:


	
SUDBURY, MA


MARCH 1









The man’s focus was interrupted by his driver.


“You think Andreas will win?” the man in the front seat asked, nodding toward the runners as they ran up Main Street.


The man in the backseat glanced up, meeting his eyes in the rearview mirror.


“No.”


By the time the pack of runners reached Bog Brook, marking the halfway point in the race, there were two people out in front, and the rest of the field was scattered about, far behind. Reagan was leading, and Dewey was just a few steps behind her. The two were both panting hard and drenched in perspiration.


Every time Reagan looked back at Dewey, he gave her a confident, relaxed smile, toying with her. He pounded the ground behind her as they ran down from the brook toward the road which, in a little over a mile, would conclude at the finish line.


At the outskirts of town, as the dirt path popped them out onto Battle Avenue, Dewey made his move, cutting to Reagan’s left. He knew that in order to beat her, he would have to pass her suddenly, and forcefully, at a pace that was dramatically quicker. To move on her in a gradual way would only spur her on.


By the time Dewey reached the small wooden sign marking the entrance to the Castine Golf Club, he was at least a hundred yards in front of Reagan.


His lungs burned. His legs ached as he pushed himself harder and harder. Dewey didn’t look back. The truth is, he didn’t want to see the look in Reagan’s eyes. Part of him felt guilty about beating her. As he turned onto Main Street for the final stretch, he could hear the crowd cheering in the distance. A smile came to his face as he pushed himself toward the finish line.


Dewey’s eyes suddenly shot left. It was a runner. Dewey hadn’t heard the approach, but it was why everyone was cheering, he now realized. He watched, helplessly, as the wiry, shirtless figure of his nephew Sam went whizzing past him, orange boot on his left foot, Bean boot on his right, his skinny arms pumping up and down as he almost seemed to take flight.


“Oh, shit,” muttered Dewey.


Dewey broke into a sprint, looking for the extra gear he realized he would need in order to catch up to his nephew. But it was futile. He could only watch as Sam coasted away from him. Sam seemed to pick up speed the closer he got to the finish line, as if he himself wasn’t fully aware of his own God-given swiftness.


The crowd was going nuts as Sam approached the yellow police tape marking the finish line. Dewey was at least twenty feet behind him. No one else was even in sight yet.


Just before the finish line, Sam stopped. He leaned over, in pain, catching his breath, as Dewey approached. Sam stood just in front of the line, waiting for Dewey.


“What are you doing?” Dewey panted.


Sam shook his head as he tried to catch his breath.


“I want you to win,” he said. “Next year’ll be my time.”


Dewey pushed him across the police tape. The crowd let out a wild chorus of cheers.


Dewey waited for Reagan to arrive at the finish line. He watched with a big smile on his face as she ran the last few feet and crossed. Finally, he stepped over the police tape, taking third.


Sam lumbered over to him.


“Why’d you do that?” he asked, panting. “I wouldn’ta run if I knew you was going to do that.”


“Were going to do that,” corrected Dewey. “You won, Sam. Deal with it.”


He put his hand on his nephew’s shoulder. As he did so, he again registered the foreboding sight of the black sedan, parked along Court Street, vapor rising from the tailpipe into the air.


“Wanna go get some pancakes?” asked Sam.


Dewey smiled.


“Sure. Give me a few minutes.”


Dewey walked slowly to Court Street. As he approached the sedan, the back door suddenly opened. A man in a suit climbed out. He was tall, a bit heavy, with thick black hair. The man, Hector Calibrisi, director of the Central Intelligence Agency, stared at Dewey for several seconds without saying anything. Finally, he spoke.


“Hi, Dewey.”


“Hector.”


“How you been?” asked Calibrisi.


“Good.”


“You win the race?”


“No.”


There was a brief pause in the conversation, then Calibrisi cleared his throat.


“I need to speak with you,” he said.


“I told you on the phone, I’m not interested in coming back.”


“Jessica died six months ago, Dewey.”


“Did you fly up here just to remind me of that?” Dewey glared at Calibrisi.


“I’m sorry. That came out wrong.”


“Who were those people up here skulking around? Did you send them?”


Calibrisi shook his head.


“No, I didn’t.”


“Who did?”


Calibrisi crossed his arms and leaned back against the car. He shot the driver a look, telling him to turn the car off.


“Some people are worried about you.”


“Who were they?” Dewey asked again.


“Shrinks hired by the Senate Intelligence Committee,” said Calibrisi. “Senator Furr.”


“If anyone tries to fuck with me, Hector—”


Calibrisi held up his hand.


“Stop,” he said, as he cast his eyes about, instinctively aware of the danger of their conversation being listened to through electronic surveillance.


“Stop what?”


“Just don’t say it.”


Dewey bent over, putting his hands on his knees, and stared at the ground. He was still breathing heavily from the race.


Calibrisi crouched so that he was close to Dewey.


“Why were they here?” whispered Dewey.


Calibrisi was quiet. He looked away, avoiding the question.


“What are you not telling me?”


“Someone is attempting to have you classified as a breach risk,” said Calibrisi.


“What the fuck does that mean?” Dewey said, his temper rising.


“You have knowledge,” said Calibrisi. “All NOCs do. If that knowledge fell into the wrong hands, it could be devastating.”


“That’s insane.”


“We lost two NOCs last year. One to China, one to Russia. That’s just a fact.”


Dewey stood.


“I never wanted the designation and you know it.”


“You agreed to it.”


“I’m not a security threat,” said Dewey. “Go tell them to fuck off.”


“That’s the last thing we want to do,” Calibrisi said. “We need to be calm here.”


Dewey nodded.


“What do they do with breach risks?”


Calibrisi took a deep breath.


“It could mean a few sessions with a white coat,” said Calibrisi. “A CIA psychologist. Lying on a couch. I told you you needed it.”


Dewey read Calibrisi’s face.


“Is that it? Doesn’t seem so bad. I could take a nap.”


“It could also mean a few weeks at a clinic somewhere,” added Calibrisi.


Dewey remained silent.


“Or it could be worse,” Calibrisi continued, “a lot worse. It’s called ‘institutional clinical management.’ It means incarceration at a CIA hospital somewhere where you’d be managed with pharmaceuticals and not allowed to leave for a few years. Depends on your probability level for failure.”


Dewey’s eyes were blank and emotionless. He stared at the ground.


“Probability level for failure?” he whispered. “What am I, a toaster oven? Aren’t you the boss?”


“Why do you think I’m here?” asked Calibrisi. “The way to protect you is to bring you back in.”


Dewey shook his head.


“I’m not ready,” he said.


“We’ll get you ready.”


Dewey shook his head.


“I don’t want to run ops anymore, Hector. I want to be left alone.”


“That’s not an option.”


“I’ll call Dellenbaugh,” said Dewey.


“No, you won’t.”


Dewey stared at Calibrisi. His look wasn’t one of anger or even resentment. Rather, it was a look of sadness.


“Who is it?”


“His name is Gant. He’s a career Agency man. I don’t know what his agenda is. He’s clever. Machiavellian.”


Dewey looked away. He understood that Hector was there to help him, that he’d flown up to try to warn him, that he wanted to bring him back in because he cared for him. But what Hector couldn’t know was something only Dewey understood. He really wasn’t ready. He wasn’t just saying it.


“It’s a straightforward project,” said Calibrisi.


“A project?” asked Dewey. “You already have me assigned?”


“A cocaine refinery down in Mexico. You’re on a two-man team, the other guy is good. He’s already in-theater. It’ll be like riding a bike.”


Dewey stared calmly into the distance.


“It’s happening tonight,” continued Calibrisi.


Dewey turned and looked at the crowd of townspeople. He saw Doris handing Sam the winner’s trophy.


“I don’t blame you for wanting all this,” said Calibrisi, waving his arm toward the crowd gathered at the finish line. “It’s a wonderful place. But it’ll be here when you’re done. Right now, I need you back inside the fold.”


“How much time do I have?”


Calibrisi glanced at his driver. Suddenly, the car started.


“We’re leaving right now.”
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111 EDGEMOOR LANE


BETHESDA, MARYLAND


Josh Gant stood at the island in the middle of his kitchen, holding a cup of tea and reading the morning newspaper.


Across the room, his wife, Mary, was contorted on top of a purple yoga mat, deep into her daily routine.


Gant had on a blue button-down with white collars, a yellow tie, suspenders, tortoiseshell glasses, and olive pants. He looked meticulously neat and well put together. His hair was slicked back and parted down the middle. He scanned The Wall Street Journal.


“Honey, don’t forget, we have therapy at two,” said his wife in a lockjawed Connecticut accent, her eyes closed.


Gant’s eyes shot up for a moment, a hateful look in them. Then, as if flipping a switch, a smile creased his lips.


“I have it right on my schedule, sweetie,” he said.


One of Gant’s two cell phones started ringing.


“Hello?”


“Mr. Gant, it’s John McCauley at the country club. You wanted to speak?”


“Hi, John,” said Gant. “Thanks for calling. It’s somewhat of a delicate matter.”


“You have my promise of utmost discretion, Mr. Gant.”


“Good, John. You see, it’s just that one of the men I play tennis with seems to have a problem obeying the club rules.”


“The rules, Mr. Gant? Is he . . . cheating?”


“No, nothing like that,” said Gant. “But he doesn’t wear whites, as club rules dictate. I mean, yes, sure, sometimes he does, but he’s just as likely to wear a pair of colored shorts or a striped shirt.”


McCauley, the Bethesda Country Club general manager, was temporarily silent.


“I see, sir. Did you have an opportunity to discuss your concerns with the member, Mr. Gant? Often I find that many issues can be ‘cut off at the pass,’ so to speak, with a few simple words.”


“No,” said Gant, “and I don’t necessarily want to. I play tennis with him.”


“Of course, I see. Would you like me to say something to the member?”


“Per club rules, I believe it is the responsibility of the rackets committee to address the issue,” said Gant, his lips flaring for a brief second as he contemplated the anonymous reputational strike he was making at the member, a player who had now beaten Gant for four consecutive years in the club singles championship.


McCauley was silent.


“Anonymity is of the essence.”


Gant’s other cell started to vibrate. He looked at the screen:


:: US SEN FURR ::


Gant hung up one phone as he answered the other.


“Hello, Senator,” he said.


“We have a problem,” said Furr, the junior senator from Illinois, barely above a whisper.


“Where are you?” asked Gant. “You sound like you’re in an elevator.”


“Who the fuck cares where I am,” said Furr. “We have a problem. Someone leaked the Andreas file to Calibrisi.”


“I expected it, Senator,” said Gant. “There’s nothing wrong with what we did.”


“He’s going to rip your head off.”


“Calibrisi? I’ll be ready for him. In the meantime, you need to continue demand access to any other aspects of Andreas’s life that are even remotely questionable. The death of his first wife. His time on the oil rig. Jessica Tanzer’s death. Push it.”


“Look, Josh, I don’t like the guy either,” said Furr. “I was willing to run the psych eval, but I’m not about to start ruining his life. We’re talking about a bona fide American hero. For fuck’s sake, he was awarded the Presidential Medal of Freedom. Dellenbaugh loves the guy.”


Gant took a sip of his tea.


“You don’t get it, Senator,” said Gant. “This isn’t about Dewey Andreas. He’s a means to an end. He’s a pawn, a poker chip.”


“Yeah, I know,” said Furr. “But if he’s innocent—”


“The question is not whether Andreas is innocent,” interrupted Gant. “It’s about image. This is a political campaign. We’re going to expose a security risk at the highest levels of the Central Intelligence Agency. We’ll be notorious, Senator.”


“I’m not sure I want to be notorious.”


“Notorious is the rung on the ladder just before ubiquity,” said Gant.


There was a short silence.


“It would be a front-page story,” agreed Furr, calming down. “The American public likes their heroes until they’re exposed as something else, then they tear them down and kick them to the curb. The press would have a field day, Josh.”


“We need to be patient,” said Gant. “Calibrisi might say something, but I can handle it. We need to be patient and bide our time.”
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PIVDENNA BAY


SEVASTOPOL, UKRAINE


A rusty light blue CMK 12.5-ton crane spewed diesel smoke out into the Sevastopol sky. The smoke blended into the thick fog shrouding the port city as dawn approached. The sun would burn off the fog by 6:00, but now, at 4:30 A.M., it hid the port well enough to obscure any possible observation from satellites overhead or Ukrainian patrol boats.


The operator of the crane sat in the cab and smoked a cigarette as he maneuvered the boom. He swept it above a flatbed semitruck. The truck was parked on a concrete pier sticking out into the ocean. He stopped the boom when the hook and ball were above a brown-skinned man named Al-Medi.


He was tall, with a thin, sinister-looking mustache, a beaklike nose, and long black hair. He was shirtless. His chest, shoulders, and torso were thick with muscles.


He was standing near the back of the flatbed, next to a wooden crate. The crate was four feet tall, eight feet long, and wrapped in thick steel cables, drawn around to a thick steel padlock on top.


“Lower!” yelled Al-Medi to the crane operator. “One foot. Hurry!”


Moored alongside the pier was a fishing boat, a 211-foot vessel built for use in deep ocean all over the world. The ship had been in dry dock for several years before its current owner purchased it, in cash, just a week ago.
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