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  “I cannot forecast to you the action of Russia. It is a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma.”
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  PROLOGUE
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  October 1962




  The end of the world was in plain sight. Missiles sprouted in the cane fields of Cuba, American and Soviet battleships squared off in the South Atlantic. America’s young

  president, John Fitzgerald Kennedy, had had himself one hell of a week.




  The Kremlin’s angry salvos continued night and day, as events spun rapidly out of control. Bellicose communiqués volleyed and thundered between Moscow and Washington; frayed nerves

  snapped and sizzled like live wires at either end. Diplomacy was long past the tipping point, and the old, tried-and-true Cold War rules of engagement no longer applied.




  There were no rules, none at all, not now. Not since Russian premier Nikita Khrushchev had started declaring “We will bury you!” to Western ambassadors and banging his shoe on the

  table at the UN. And certainly not since Castro’s imported Russian ICBMs had been discovered ninety miles from Miami.




  The once rock-solid fortress of Camelot, the cherished, peaceful realm of the handsome young king and his beautiful queen, Jacqueline, had begun to crumble and crack. And through that

  ever-widening fissure, Jack Kennedy knew, lay a doorway straight to hell.




  Between them, the two major combatants had more than fifteen thousand nuclear warheads aimed at each other’s throat. On the borders of Western Europe stood ninety Soviet divisions, ready

  to roll. America’s Army, Navy, and Strategic Air Command bomber squadrons had gone, for the first time in history, to DEFCON 2, a heartbeat away from all-out war. And that’s where

  things had stood all week.




  Two helpless giants, afraid to breathe.




  Until now.




  On this rainy, late October afternoon in 1962, Jack Kennedy was well aware that global nuclear annihilation was no longer the stuff of nightmares; it was right around the corner.




  It was closer than Christmas.




  At the nightmare’s vortex stood the embattled White House. Everyone who worked at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue was struggling to function for one more hour, one more day, in an atmosphere of

  impending doom. On people’s desks, the faces of cherished children, pets, and loved ones, many framed in crayon-colored Popsicle sticks, never let them forget for an instant what they might,

  at any moment, lose forever.




  The U.S. response time to a Cuba-based incoming Soviet missile attack was only thirty-five minutes. That gave a few lucky White House staffers and high-ranking generals seven minutes to scramble

  into helicopters bound for the “Rock,” a top-secret underground bunker carved inside a Maryland mountain.




  Those remaining behind would just have to grab their pictures, shut their eyes, and dive under their desks, like the schoolkids in those pitiful Civil Defense ads on T V. The Desk against the

  Bomb. It was a sick joke.




  Jack Kennedy ducked into a darkened West Wing alcove and popped two Percodans. His Addison’s was acting up, his nerves were shot, and his back was killing him. But his brother Bobby was

  waiting for him in his last remaining sanctuary, the Oval Office, and he headed for the stairs.




  Kennedy had just emerged from the Situation Room after yet another superheated briefing with his Joint Chiefs. The hawkish Pentagon brass wanted immediate preemptive nuclear strikes, deep within

  the heart of Russia. Kennedy wouldn’t budge. His Cuban naval blockade, he insisted, was America’s best hope of calling Khrushchev’s bluff and averting all-out war.




  Behind the closed doors of the Oval Office, Jack Kennedy paced before the crackling fire, his public face gone, his private one a rictus of worry and pain.




  “You heard about this goddamn Redstick business, Jack?” Bobby Kennedy asked his older brother.




  “Hell, it’s all they want to talk about down there. Now that they’ve finally got the stick to beat me with, they are hell-bent on using it.”




  “Tell me, Jack.”




  “At the Russian convoy’s current speed, the Pentagon calculates Soviet ships will arrive at our outer defensive perimeter in less than seventy-two hours. But based on all this new

  information we’ve been getting from British Naval Intelligence, the scales may have tipped dangerously in favor of Russia’s submarine hunter-killers.”




  “Why?”




  “The Russkies have some new kind of undersea acoustic technology called SOFAR, an advanced sonar buoy code-named Redstick. Apparently, they can pick up our sub’s screw signatures

  from a thousand miles away. Jesus, Bobby, if it’s true, it means our blockade is full of holes. Worthless, just like the Chiefs have been telling me for days.”




  Bobby, his hands shoved deep into his pockets, his shoulders slumping with fatigue and anxiety, stood staring through the window at the sodden Rose Garden. He wasn’t sure how much more bad

  news his brother could take. He put a smile on his face and turned toward Jack.




  “Look. The Brits are on it. All we can do at the moment is being done.”




  “Any word from them? Christ, we’ve been waiting to hear something from that sub of theirs since dawn. Timely information from these people is as rare as rocking-horse

  shit.”




  “Naval Intelligence London called Defense ten minutes ago. Their sub Dreadnought is steaming at flank speed, on route to pick up one of their top field agents in Scotland. A man

  named Hawke. Sub’s ETA at Scarp Island in the Hebrides is oh-six-hundred GMT. Hawke will be inserted inside the Soviets’ Arctic Redstick base six hours later. If their man gets in and

  out alive, we’ll know something definitive about Redstick’s range parameters, acoustic sensitivity, communication capabilities, and—”




  “Fuck the acoustic sensitivity! I want to know how many of these damn things they’ve got and where the hell they’re located! If they’re anywhere near our theater of

  operations, I want to know how fast we can take them out.”




  “The Brits say we’ll have that intelligence in twelve hours.”




  “Twelve? Bobby, goddamn it, I need this information now. If they’ve deployed these fucking Redsticks in the South Atlantic, it affects every single defensive operation Admiral

  Dennison’s submarine forces are conducting down there.”




  “Apparently, Hawke is the best they’ve got, Jack. If anything can be done, he can do it.”




  “Well, I hope to God they’re right,” Jack said, collapsing into his favorite wooden rocker, the one with the cane seat and yellow canvas covering the wooden back.




  He rocked as he stared into the fire, desperately trying to come to grips with the fact that he was suddenly entrusting the fate of the whole damn world to some goddamn Englishman he’d

  never even heard of.




  “Hawke?” Jack Kennedy said, rubbing his reddened eyes and staring up at Bobby.




  “Who the living hell is Hawke?”




  He had a rifle slung on his back and a single bullet burning a hole in his pocket.




  His name was Hawke.




  He was a hard-hearted warrior in a Cold War suddenly gone piping hot. Killing time before a mission pickup, he was stalking a giant red stag across the rain-swept moors of Scarp Island. The

  Monarch of Shalloch had eluded him for years. But Hawke’s trigger finger was itching so severely he thought this might be the day man and beast would have their final reckoning.




  Marching along the seaside cliff, head high, Hawke himself was like a stag in a state of high alert. The year was 1962, and he was twenty-seven years old, already an old man in Naval

  Intelligence. After many long months patrolling these very waters aboard a Royal Navy destroyer, searching for Russian submarines, he’d personally felt the menace and reach of Soviet power.

  He was always aching to strike back, and it looked as if he might finally have a sporting chance to spill some bright red Russian blood.




  He’d arrived on the godforsaken island of Scarp two days ahead of his scheduled submarine pickup, travel arrangements courtesy of the Royal Navy. His mission, Operation Redstick, was so

  highly classified he wouldn’t be briefed until he was aboard Dreadnought and headed north of the Arctic Circle. There, on a Norwegian island called Svalbard, was some kind of secret

  Russian listening post. That’s all he knew.




  He could guess the rest. It would be his job, he imagined, to find out what the hell the post was all about and then destroy it. Getting out alive would not be mentioned in his brief. But that

  would be the tricky bit, all right, always was.




  Sod it all. He wasn’t dead yet, and he still had a few hours left until his pickup. The Monarch, a great red stag, was out there somewhere on the moors or the cliff below. The single

  bullet in Hawke’s pocket had its name engraved on it. He began a careful descent of the cliff face. It was bitterly cold. A fog was rolling in from the sea. Visibility: not good.




  Suddenly, amid the cries of gulls and terns, an odd sound made him look up. Bloody hell, it sounded like the crack of a high-powered rifle!




  Another stalker tracking the Monarch of Shalloch? Impossible. This miserable island was inhabited only by sheep, crofters, and farmers. They would hardly be out stalking on a god-awful day

  like—




  Christ! The bastard fired again. And this time, there was no mistaking his target. Hawke ducked behind a rocky outcropping and waited, forcing his heart rate to slow to normal. Another round

  whistled just above his head. And another.




  He caught a glint of sunlight up above, probably reflected off the shooter’s binoculars. The man was climbing. Hawke’s own position was dangerously exposed. He looked around

  frantically for cover. Should the man climb even a few feet higher, he’d be completely unprotected. That thicket of trees on the ledge below now looked very good.




  Hawke bolted from the now worthless protection of rock and leaped into space. He landed on the ledge on his feet, went into a tuck, and rolled inside the trees. A hundred feet below, the cold

  and fog-bound sea crashed against ageless rocks.




  Five more shots rang out, rounds ripping into the thicket of birch above his head, shredding leaves and branches, debris raining down. Firing blindly now, the shooter knew he was the one exposed

  for the moment.




  Hawke removed the single red-tipped cartridge from his pocket, inserted it into the breech, and shot the bolt.




  He took a deep breath and held it, slowing his mind and body down. He was a trained sniper. He knew how to do this. He knew the distance to the target, about 190 yards, the angle of incidence,

  approximately 37 degrees, humidity 100 percent, wind three to six miles per hour from his left at 45 degrees. One bullet, one shot. You got the kill, or you did not.




  Stags, of course, could not shoot back if you missed.




  Hawke tucked the stock deep into his shoulder and welded his cheek to it. He put his eye to the scope and set his aim, bisecting the target’s form with the crosshairs. His finger closed,

  adding precisely a pound and a half ’s worth of pressure to the trigger, not an ounce more. Keep it light . . . deep breath now . . . release it halfway . . . wait for it.




  The crosshairs bisected the target’s face. That’s precisely where he aimed to shoot him. Right in the face. Into his eyes. Shoot him in a part of the skull that would cause

  irrevocable, instantaneous death.




  He fired.




  The round cooked off; his single bullet found its mark.




  His stalker lay facedown, a pool of dark blood forming under what remained of his head. He was dressed for the hunt, in a well-used oiled coat and twills. Hawke looked at his

  boots and saw they were identical to his own, custom-made at Lobb’s of St. James. An Englishman? He fished inside the dead chap’s trouser pockets. A few quid, an American Zippo lighter,

  a book of matches from the Savoy Grill with a London phone number scrawled inside in a feminine hand.




  Inside the old Barbour jacket pockets was nothing but ammunition and a tourist map of the Outer Hebrides, recently purchased. He pulled off the boots and used his hunting knife to pry off the

  heels. Inside the left boot heel, a hollowed out space had been created professionally.




  After opening the small oilskin packet stuffed inside, Hawke found a thin leather billfold bearing the familiar sword-and-shield pin of the KGB. He knew its meaning well enough: the shield to

  defend the glorious Revolution, the sword to smite its foes. Inside the wallet were papers in Cyrillic, clearly issued by the Committee for State Security, popularly known as the KGB.




  Also inside the wallet, a not unflattering photograph of Hawke himself taken recently at an outdoor café in Paris. The woman at the table with him was a pretty American actress from

  Louisiana. His beloved Kitty. Moments after this picture had been taken, he’d asked her to marry him.




  Was this just an isolated assassination attempt, based on his past sins? Or had the KGB penetrated Operation Redstick? If the latter, the mission was clearly compromised. The Russians on that

  frozen Arctic island would be waiting for him. Losing the cherished element of surprise always made things a bit spicier.




  He stood there, looking at the dead Russian, an idea forming in his head. Whitehall could immediately put out a coded signal, on a channel the Russians regularly monitored.




  “SSN HMS Dreadnought arrived on station 0600 for pickup,” the false signal would read. “Two corpses found at site: British field agent and KGB assassin both apparently

  killed during struggle. Mission compromised, operation aborted per Naval Command Whitehall.”




  Worth a shot, at any rate.




  There was a collapsible spade inside the stalking pack on his back. Hawke slipped out of the canvas shoulder straps, removed the shovel from the pack, and, his spirits lightened considerably,

  found himself whistling his favorite tune, “A Nightingale Sang in Berkeley Square” as he plunged his spade again and again into the icy ground.




  Sometimes a man just had to bury his past and bloody well get on with it.
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  Bermuda, present day




  War and peace. In Alexander Hawke’s experience, life usually boiled down to one or the other. Like his namesake late father, a hero much decorated for his daring Cold War

  exploits against the Soviets, Hawke greatly favored peace but was notoriously adept at war. Whenever and wherever in the world his rather exotic skill set was required, Alex Hawke gladly sallied

  forth. Cloak donned, dagger to hand, he would jubilantly enter and reenter the eternal fray.




  He was thirty-three years old. A good age, by his accounts, not too young and not too old. A fine balance of youth and experience, if one could be so bold.




  Alex Hawke, let it first be said, was a creature of radiant violence. Attack came naturally to him; the man was all fire. Shortly after his squalling birth, his very English father had declared

  to Kitty, his equally American mother, “He seems to me a boy born with a heart ready for any fate. I only wonder what ballast will balance all that bloody sail.”




  He was normally a cool, rather detached character, but Alex Hawke’s simmering blood could roil to a rapid boil at very short notice. Oddly enough, his true nature was not readily apparent

  to the casual observer. Someone who chanced to meet him, say, on an evening’s stroll through Berkeley Square would find him an amiable, even jolly chap. He might even be whistling a chirrupy

  tune about nightingales or some such. There was an easy grace about the man, a cheery nonchalance, a faint look of amusement uncorrupted by self-satisfaction about the eyes.




  But it was Hawke’s “What the hell” grin, a look so freighted with charm that no woman, and even few men, could resist, that made him who he was.




  Hawke was noticeable. A big man with a heroic head, he stood well north of six feet and worked hard at a strict exercise regimen to keep himself extremely fit. His face was finely modeled, its

  character deeply etched by the myriad wonders and doubts of his inner experience.




  His glacial blue eyes were brilliant, and the play of his expression had a flashing range, from the merriment and charm with which he charged his daily conversation to a profound earnestness.

  His demeanor quickly could assume a tragic and powerful look, which could make even a trivial topic suddenly assume new and enlightening importance.




  He had a full head of rather untamable jet-black hair, a high, clear brow, and a straight, imperious nose. Below it was a strong chin and a well-sculpted mouth with just a hint of come-hither

  cruelty at the corners.




  Picture a hale fellow well met whom men wanted to stand a drink and whom women much preferred horizontal.




  He’d been dozing on a pristine Bermuda beach for the better part of an hour. It was a hot day, a day that was shot blue all through. The fluttering eyelids and the thin

  smile on Hawke’s salt-parched lips belied the rather exotic dream he was having. Suddenly, some noise from above, perhaps the dolphinlike clicking of a long-tailed petrel, startled him from

  his reverie. He cracked one eye, then the other, smiling at the fleeting memory of sexual bliss still imprinted on the back of his mind.




  Erotic images, fleshy nymphs of pink and creamy white, fled quickly as he raised his head and peered alertly at the brightness of the real world through two fiercely narrowed blue eyes. Just

  inside the reef line, a white sail shivered and flipped to leeward. As he watched the graceful little Bermuda sloop, the sail turned to windward again, and from across the water he distinctly heard

  a sound he loved, the ruffle and snap of canvas.




  No question about this time and place in his life, he thought, gazing at the gently lapping surf: my blue heaven.




  Here on this sunlit mid-Atlantic isle, peace abounded. These, finally, were the “blue days” he had longed for. His most recent “red” period, a rather dodgy affair

  involving a madman named Papa Top and armies of Hezbollah jihadistas deep in the Amazon, was mercifully fading from memory. Every new blue day pushed those fearful memories deeper into the

  depths of his consciousness, and for that he was truly grateful.




  He rolled over easily onto his back. The sugary sand, like pinkish talc, was warm beneath his bare skin. He must have drifted off after his most recent swim. Hmm. He linked his hands

  behind his still damp head and breathed deeply, the fresh salt air filling his lungs.




  The sun was still high in the azure Bermuda sky.




  He lifted his arm to gaze lazily at his dive watch. It was just after two o’clock in the afternoon. A smile flitted across his lips as he contemplated the remainder of the day’s

  schedule. He had nothing on this evening save a quiet dinner with his closest friend, Ambrose Congreve, and Congreve’s fiancée, Diana Mars, at eight. He licked the dried salt from his

  lips, closed his eyes, and let the sun take his naked body.




  His refuge was a small cove of crystalline turquoise water. Wavelets slid up and over dappled pinkish sand before retreating to regroup and charge once more. This tiny bay, perhaps a hundred

  yards across at its mouth, was invisible from the coast road. The South Road, as it was called, had been carved into the jagged coral and limestone centuries earlier and extended all the way along

  the coast to Somerset and the Royal Naval Dockyard.




  Fringed with flourishing green mangrove and sea-grape, Hawke’s little crescent of paradise was indistinguishable from countless coves just like it stretching east and west along the

  southern coast of Bermuda. The only access was from the sea. After months of visiting the cove undisturbed, he’d begun to think of the spot as his own. He’d even nicknamed it

  “Bloody Bay” because he was usually so bloody exhausted when he arrived there after a 3-mile swim.




  Hawke had chosen Bermuda carefully. He saw it as an ideal spot to nurse his wounds and heal his battered psyche. Situated in the mid-Atlantic, roughly equidistant between his twin capitals of

  London and Washington, Bermuda was quaintly civilized, featured balmy weather and a happy-go-lucky population, and it was somewhere few of his acquaintances, friend or foe, would ever think to look

  for him.




  In the year before, his bout of nasty scrapes in the Amazon jungles had included skirmishes with various tropical fevers that had nearly taken his life. But after six idyllic months of

  marinating in this tropic sea and air, he concluded that he’d never felt better in his life. Even with a modest daily intake of Mr. Gosling’s elixir, called by the natives black rum, he

  had somehow gotten his six-foot-plus frame down to his fighting weight of 180. He now had a deep tan and a flat belly, and he felt just fine. In his early thirties, he felt twenty if a day.




  Hawke had taken refuge in a small, somewhat dilapidated beach cottage. The old house, originally a sugar mill, was perched, some might say precariously, above the sea a few miles west of his

  current location. He had gotten into the very healthy habit of swimming to this isolated beach every day. Three miles twice daily was not excessive and not a bad addition to his normal workout

  routine, which included a few hundred situps and pullups, not to mention serious weight training.




  His privacy thus ensured, his habit at his private beach was to shed his swimsuit once he’d arrived. He’d made a ritual of stripping it off and hanging it on a nearby mangrove

  branch. Then a few hours sunning au naturel, as our French cousins would have it. He was normally a modest man, but the luxuriant feeling of cool air and sunlight on parts not normally

  exposed was too delightful to be denied. He’d gotten so accustomed to this new regime that the merest idea of wearing trunks here would seem superfluous, ridiculous even. And— what?




  He stared with disbelieving eyes.




  What the bloody hell was that?
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  A small rectangular patch of blue had caught his eye. It lay on the sand, a few yards to his right. Raising his torso and supporting himself on his elbows, he eyed the

  offending item. Detritus washed in from the sea? No, clearly not. It seemed that while he’d slept, serene in his sanctum sanctorum, some invidious invader had arrived and deposited a

  blue towel on his shore.




  The thing had been scrupulously arranged on the beach by the silent marauder, at right angles to the surf, with four pink conch shells at the corners to hold it in place. There was, too, in the

  middle of the dark blue towel, a fanciful K richly embroidered in gleaming gold thread. Above the initial was a symbol he thought he recognized, a two-headed eagle. A rich man’s beach

  rag.




  Bloody hell. No sight of the owner. Where had he got to, this cheeky Mr. K? Off swimming, Hawke supposed. Why, of all places, should he drop anchor here? Surely, the sight of another man—a

  nude man, for God’s sake—sleeping peacefully here on the sand would be enough to encourage an intruder, this K whoever the hell he may be, to look elsewhere for solitude?




  Apparently not.




  At that moment, a woman appeared from the sea. Not just a woman but perhaps the most sublimely beautiful creature Hawke had ever seen. She emerged dripping wet. She was tall, with long straight

  legs, skin tanned a pale shade of café au lait. She was not quite naked. She wore a small patch of white material at the nexus of her thighs and, over her deeply full and perfect pink-tipped

  breasts, nothing at all.




  She wore a pale blue dive mask pushed back above her high forehead, and damp gold tresses fell to her bronzed shoulders. He had never witnessed such raw animal beauty; her presence as she drew

  near seemed to give him vertigo.




  She paused in mid-stride, staring down at him for a moment in frank appraisal. Her full red lips pursed in a smile he couldn’t quite read. Amusement at his predicament?




  Hawke cast his eyes warily at the mangrove branch some ten yards away. His faded red swim trunks hung from a bare branch among the round, thick green leaves. Following his gaze, the woman

  smiled.




  “I shouldn’t bother about the bathing suit,” she said, her wide-set green eyes dazzling in the sun.




  “And why should I not?”




  “That horse has already left the barn.”




  Hawke looked at her for a long moment, suppressing a smile, before he spoke.




  “What, if I may be so bold, the bloody hell are you doing on my beach?”




  “Your beach?”




  “Quite.”




  “What does it look like I’m doing?”




  She was carrying a clear plastic drawstring bag containing what looked to be small pink conch shells and other objects. Hawke also noticed a line looped around her waist, strung with a few small

  fish. His eyes had been far too busy with her extraordinary body to register the spear gun in her right hand.




  “Look here,” Hawke said, “there are countless coves just like this one along this coast. Surely, you could have picked—”




  “The shells here are unique,” she said, holding up the bag so it caught the sun. “Pink Chinese, they’re called.”




  “No kidding,” Hawke said. “Do they come in red as well?”




  “Red Chinese? Aren’t you the clever boy?” she said, laughing despite a failed attempt at a straight face.




  For the first time, he heard the Slavic overtones in her otherwise perfect English. Russian? Yes, he thought, suddenly remembering the double-headed eagle above the monogram, the ancient symbol

  of Imperial Russia.




  She continued to stare down at his naked body, and Hawke shifted uncomfortably under her unblinking gaze. The intensity of her stare was causing an all too familiar stir, both within and

  without. He thought of covering himself with his hands but realized that at this late juncture, he would only appear more ridiculous than he already did. Still, he wished she’d stop looking

  at him. He felt like a bloody specimen pinned to the board.




  “You have an extraordinarily beautiful body,” she said, as if stating a scientific fact.




  “Do I, indeed?”




  “Light is attracted to it in interesting ways.”




  “What on earth is that supposed to mean?” Hawke said, frowning. But she’d spun on her heel in the sand and turned away.




  She strode lightly across the sand to the blue towel and folded herself onto it with an economy of motion that suggested a ballet dancer or acrobat. Crossing her long legs yoga-style before her,

  she opened the tote bag and withdrew a pack of Marlboro cigarettes. Then a slender gold lighter appeared in her hand. An old Dunhill, Hawke thought, adding rich girl to his meager knowledge

  base. She flicked it and lit up, expelling a thin stream of smoke.




  “Delicious. Want one?” she asked, looking at him out of the corner of her eye.




  He did, badly. “You must have missed the ‘No Smoking’ sign I’ve posted out there in the surf.”




  No response to that. She plucked one of the violently pink shells from her bag, dropped it onto the sand beside her, and began sketching it in a small spiral notebook. She began whistling softly

  as she drew and soon seemed to have forgotten all about him.




  Hawke, who felt that her skimpy white triangle of pelvic cloth gave her an unfair advantage, rolled over onto his stomach and rested his head on his forearm, facing the girl. In truth, he would

  have loved a cigarette. Anything to calm his now disturbed mental state. He found he could not take his eyes off her. She was leaning forward now, puffing away, elbows on her knees, her full,

  coral-tipped breasts jutting forward, rising and swaying slightly with each inhale and exhale of the cigarette.




  Watching her body move to adjust the shell or flick an ash, he felt his heart miss a beat, then continue, trip-hammering inside his ribcage. It seemed to ratchet, and each thud only wound him

  tighter.




  She smoked her cigarette, not bothering with him anymore, staring pensively out to sea every few moments, then plucking her pencil from the sand once more, resuming her sketch. Hawke,

  transfixed, was faintly aware that she seemed to be speaking again.




  “I come here every day,” she said casually over her shoulder. “Usually very early morning for the light. Today I am late, because . . . well, never mind why. Just because.

  You?”




  “I’m the afternoon shift.”




  “Ah. Who are you?”




  “An Englishman.”




  “Obviously. Tourist?”




  “Part-time resident.”




  “Where do you live?”




  “I’ve a small place. On the point by Hungry Bay.”




  “Really? I didn’t think anything lived out there but those nasty spider monkeys twittering in the wild banana trees.”




  “Just one small house still standing on the point. Teakettle Cottage. You know it?”




  “The old mill. Yes. I thought that ruin blew away three hurricanes ago.”




  “No, no. It survived,” Hawke said, feeling inexplicably defensive about his modest digs.




  “Squatter’s rights, I suppose. You’re lucky the police don’t rout you out. Bums and hoboes aren’t good for Bermuda’s tourist image.”




  Hawke let that one go. She was staring at him openly again, her eyes hungry and bright. He avoided those riveting emerald searchlights only by looking out to sea, scanning the horizon, looking

  for God knows what.




  “You’ve got an awful lot of scars for a beach bum. What do you do?”




  “Alligator wrestler? Wildcat wrangler?”




  The girl, unsmiling, said, “If you’re so damned uncomfortable, just go and get your swim trunks. I assure you I won’t watch.”




  “Most kind.” Hawke stayed put.




  “What’s your name?” she suddenly demanded.




  “Hawke.”




  “Hawke. I like that name. Short and to the point.”




  “What’s yours?”




  “Korsakova.”




  “Like the famous Russian composer Rimsky-Korsakov.”




  “We’re better known for conquering Siberia.”




  “What’s your first name?”




  “Anastasia. But I am called Asia.”




  “Asia. Very continental.”




  “I’m sure that’s an amusing joke in your circles, Mr. Hawke.”




  “We try.”




  “Hmm. Well, here’s Hoodoo, my chauffeur. Right on time.”




  She pulled a tiny white bikini top from her magic bag and slipped herself into it, one pale and quivering breast at a time. Hawke, unable to stop himself from missing a second of this wondrous

  performance, found his mouth had gone dry and his breathing was shallow and rapid. Her rosy nipples were hard under the thin fabric, more erotic now that they were hidden.




  Hawke again felt the stirring below, suddenly acutely aware of his missing bathing trunks. He quickly turned his thoughts to a humiliating cricket match from long ago, Eton and Malvern at

  Lord’s, a match he’d lost spectacularly at age twelve. That painful memory had successfully obliterated ill-timed desire in the past, and he prayed it would not fail him now.




  Seemingly unaware of his agonizing predicament, she quickly gathered her things and leaped to her feet as a small center-console Zodiac nosed into the cove. At the helm was an elegant black man,

  lean and fit, with snow-white hair. Hoodoo was dressed in crisp whites, a short-sleeved shirt, and Bermuda shorts with traditional knee socks. He smiled and waved at the beautiful blond girl as he

  ran the bow up onto the sand. There were two big outboards on the stern. Must be four strokes, Hawke thought. They were so quiet he hadn’t even heard the small boat’s approach.




  Hoodoo hopped out of the inflatable and stood with the painter in his hand, waiting for his passenger. He looked, it occurred to Hawke, like a young Harry Belafonte whose hair had gone

  prematurely white.




  Asia Korsakova paused, looked down at Hawke carefully, and said, “Good eyes, too. An amazing blue. Like frozen pools of Arctic rain.”




  Hearing no response from him, she smiled and said, “Very nice to have met you, Mr. Hawke. Sorry to have disturbed you.”




  “Yes. Lovely to meet you, too, Asia,” was all Hawke could muster as he turned and lifted himself to say good-bye.




  “No, no, don’t get up, for God’s sake, don’t do that!” She laughed over her shoulder.




  Hawke smiled and watched her take Hoodoo’s hand, step gracefully into the bobbing Zodiac, and perch on the wooden thwart seat at the stern. Hawke saw the name Tsar stenciled on the

  curve of the bow and assumed this was a tender to a much larger yacht.




  “Good-bye,” Hawke called out as the small boat swung round, turned toward the open sea, and accelerated out of the cove.




  Whether she’d heard him or not, he wasn’t sure. But Anastasia Korsakova did not turn back to look at him, nor did she acknowledge his farewell. Having deeply resented her intrusion,

  was he now so sorry to see her go? He’d always been amazed at the way the face of a beautiful woman fits into a man’s mind and stays there, though he could never tell you why.




  His eyes followed the little white Zodiac until even its wake had disappeared beyond the rocks.




  He stood up, brushed the sand from his naked body, and fetched his faded swimsuit. After donning it, he walked quickly into the clear blue water until it was knee high and then dove, his arms

  pulling powerfully for the first line of coral reefs and, beyond that, his little home on the hill above the sea.




  Mark Twain had said it best about Bermuda, Hawke thought as he swam.




  Near the end of his life, Twain had written from Bermuda to an elderly friend, “You go to heaven if you want to, I’d druther stay here.”




  Maybe this wasn’t heaven, but by God, it was close.




  

     

  




  CHAPTER THREE
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  Moscow




  The Russian president’s helicopter flared up for a landing on the roof of the brand new GRU complex. GRU (the acronym is for the Main Intelligence Directorate, or

  Glavonoye Razvedyvatelnoye Upravlenie) was a source of some amusement to President Vladimir Rostov. The frequency with which each new regime changed the names and acronyms of various institutions

  was a holdover from the old Chekist days: secrets within secrets.




  Every breathing soul in Moscow knew this building for exactly what it was: KGB headquarters.




  Vladimir Vladimirovich Rostov was a lean, spare man, a head or more taller than most Russians, with a dour demeanor and a long, pointed nose like that of a Shakespearean clown. He walked with an

  odd stoop, like some faux act of courtesy, simultaneously genteel and insinuating, a walk much parodied behind his back in the hallways of the Kremlin.




  His moniker, the Grey Cardinal, spoke volumes.




  At this moment, gazing down at the gleaming grey streets of Moscow from the sleet-streaked window of his helicopter, he looked grey and tired. He was within a nose of entering his eighth decade.

  Although it would be political suicide to admit it, he was feeling every year in his bones as he arrived back in the capital at the end of a long journey. He was returning from naval maneuvers on

  the Barents Sea.




  The endless flight to Moscow, aboard a Tu-160 strategic bomber, had been cold, rough, and uncomfortable. Still, he was happy, all things considered. He’d managed to enjoy two exhilarating

  days at sea observing military exercises. Russia’s reborn Northern Navy had been surprisingly successful in the long-awaited war games. Indeed, the Russian Navy, he would soon report to the

  GRU, was nearly back to full strength after a decade-long hiatus.




  From the bridge of the Peter the Great, a nuclear cruiser, the president had stood in freezing rain observing night launches of his newest Sukhoi fighters, taking off from the nearby

  aircraft carrier. Then, at dawn the next morning, had come the true reason for his visit. A new intercontinental ballistic missile was to be launched from the Ekaterinburg, Russia’s

  latest nuclear submarine.




  The missile, a sea-based version of the Topol-M called Bulava, was Russia’s most powerful offensive weapon to date, at least three years ahead of anything in the American arsenal. It

  carried ten independently targeted nuclear warheads and had a range of 8,000 kilometers.




  The Bulava launch, to the great relief of all present, had been spectacularly successful. It was believed the Russians now had a weapon fully capable of penetrating America’s missile

  defense systems.




  At dinner in the fleet admiral’s cabin aboard his flagship that evening, the Bulava Program officers had described how the initial velocity of the new missile would, in fact, make all of

  America’s missile defense systems obsolete. This was a quantum leap forward, and this was the news President Rostov would be carrying home happily to Moscow.




  All had gone exceedingly well, Rostov thought, settling back against the helicopter’s comfortable rear seat cushion. His report at that morning’s top-secret meeting with Count Ivan

  Korsakov and members of “the Twelve” would be positive, full of good news. This was a good thing, Rostov knew. Count Korsakov was the most powerful man in the Kremlin, and he had little

  tolerance for bad news. Rostov had learned early in their relationship that for the count, order was the ultimate priority.




  On that most memorable day, pulling him aside in a darkened Kremlin hallway, Korsakov had whispered into his ear that Putin would soon be gone far, far away. And that then he, Vladimir Rostov,

  would become the second-most-powerful man in all Russia.




  “Second-most?” the Grey Cardinal had said with his trademark shy grin.




  “Yes. You will be president. But we all know who really rules Russia, don’t we, Volodya?” Count Korsakov had laughed, placing a paternal hand on his shoulder.




  “Of course, Excellency.”




  Korsakov—the Dark Rider, as he was known—secretly ruled Russia with an iron fist. But since he had no official title or position inside the Kremlin, only a handful of people at the

  highest echelons knew that Korsakov was the real power behind the throne.




  As the president’s army MI8 helo touched down on the rain-swept rooftop, he saw his defense minister, Sergei Ivanov, striding out to meet him. A light December rain was turning to snow,

  and the rotor’s downdraft was whipping the man’s greatcoat about his slender frame. Nevertheless, Ivanov wore a huge smile. But it was pride in his new HQ, not the sight of the

  presidential chopper, that gladdened his heart.




  Sergei’s headquarters, built at a cost of some 9.5 billion rubles, was the new home of the Russian Main Intelligence Directorate, the GRU. In an exuberant burst of construction, it had

  been built in just three and a half years, a miracle by Moscow standards. Thus, the minister’s smile was justifiable.




  The two men shook hands and hurried through the rain to the glassed-in arrival portico.




  “Sorry I’m late,” Rostov said to his old KGB comrade.




  “Not at all, Mr. President,” Sergei said. “Still time for us to have a quick look around the facility before the Korsakov meeting. I promise not to bore you.”




  Overlooking the old Khodynka airfield on the Khoroshevskiy Highway, the GRU’s new headquarters stood on the site of an old KGB building long laughingly referred to as “the

  aquarium.” It had been an eyesore, a decrepit reminder of the old Russia. This glass and steel structure was huge, some 670,000 square feet, containing the latest in everything. Defense

  Minister Sergei Ivanov had seen to that. This was, after all, the New Russia!




  Inside the building were a plethora of high-cost secrets and state-of-the-art communications technology. Nevertheless, a large portion of the funds budgeted had been expended toward the

  construction of the wall that surrounded the building. On their way down to the Situation Room, Sergei assured the president that his new wall could withstand the assault of any tank on earth.




  “I’ll have to ask our tank commanders about that,” Rostov said. Long experience had made him skeptical of Russian military claims.




  But during the brief tour, Rostov found himself deeply impressed with the new Situation Center. As was his habit, he chose not to show it.




  He casually asked one of the nearby officers, a young colonel, exactly what situations the Situation Center had been designed for.




  “Why, practically any situation at all, Mr. President,” the man replied, beaming proudly.




  “So, did you follow the American Senate hearings on arms appropriations on C-SPAN last night?” Rostov asked, matching the underling’s toothy smile tooth for tooth. “That

  was a situation worth following!”




  “Well, not a lot, sir,” the man said, fumbling for words. “Some situations are—”




  A general stepped forward to cover the younger man’s embarrassment. “That’s more the job of the SVR, Mr. President.”




  SVR was the External Intelligence Service. Of course, Rostov knew it well. When Rostov had been head of the KGB, he had been personally responsible for that service’s complete

  overhaul.




  “Really?” Rostov said, eyeing the general with some amusement, “The SVR’s job, is it? Isn’t that fascinating? One learns something every day.”




  Embarrassed eyes were averted as Rostov smiled his shy, enigmatic smile, nodded briefly to everyone in the room, and took his leave. Korsakov was waiting upstairs.




  “The man’s a fool,” Sergei Ivanov said in the elevator. “My apologies, sir.”




  “That ridiculous little general? Yes. Somebody’s son or nephew, isn’t he?”




  “He is. Putin’s nephew.”




  “Get rid of him, Sergei. Energetika.”




  Energetika was a maximum-security prison on a desolate island off the Kronstadt naval base at St. Petersburg. The facility was unique in the history of Russian prisons. It had been deliberately

  built atop a massive radioactive-waste site. Prisoners who entered those walls had a death sentence on their heads whether they knew it or not.




  Rostov’s predecessor, the steely-eyed prime minister who’d overstayed his welcome, was a guest there even now. Rostov wondered briefly if his old comrade Putin had any hair left at

  all now.




  The elevator came to a stop, and they stepped off.




  “We’ve come a long way, Sergei Ivanovich. Eight years ago, we had more important things to do, even in the military sphere, than build fancy administrative buildings. But the GRU is

  the eyes and ears of the Russian Army, the entire Russian state to a significant degree. Its workers deserve such modern conditions.”




  It was true. After the collapse of the Soviet Union in 1991, Soviet intelligence services had embarked on a decade of serious decline. The much-feared KGB, where Rostov had spent his former

  life, had been an institution in free fall. A great many Soviet spies had defected and sold their secrets to Western intelligence agencies. Communism was dead. MI-6, the formidable British

  intelligence service, had simply declared its mission accomplished, packed up, and headed home.




  Better dead than red, the Brits and Americans used to say.




  That era was clearly over.




  The Dark Rider, Count Ivan Korsakov, had appeared to save Mother Russia.




  With Rostov at his side, Korsakov would now restore Russia to her rightful place in the world.




  On top.




  

     

  




  CHAPTER FOUR
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  “Good morning, gentlemen,” Count Ivan Ivanovich Korsa-kov, KGB code-named Dark Rider, said from behind his crimson curtain.




  His bottom-of-the-barrel voice, amplified, had a disembodied quality that added to the anxiety of everyone within earshot. He could see them, but they could not see him. Few people, beyond his

  closest confidants in the Kremlin, were ever privileged to gaze upon Korsakov’s countenance. He moved and worked in the shadows.




  Never interviewed by the media, never photographed, he was rich beyond measure. The most powerful man in Russia was a very private man.




  But everyone in the New Russia and, to some extent, nearly everyone on the planet felt the emanations of that vastly powerful intellect. In the dark, secret chambers at the heart of the Kremlin,

  Count Korsakov reigned as a virtual Tsar. Inside those thick, red brick walls, erected in the fifteenth century, it was even whispered that one day Korsakov might lose the “virtual”

  part of that title.




  President Rostov, and his siloviki, the twelve most powerful men in Russia, filed into Korsakov’s private conference room. This splendid gallery, with its huge gilded chandeliers,

  had been allocated to the count by presidential fiat. It was for Korsakov’s personal use whenever matters of state security needed to be discussed at the new GRU headquarters.




  The gilt-framed pictures adorning the paneled walls depicted the count’s great passion, airships. From an engraving of the first hot-air balloon ever to fly, the one that soared above

  Paris in 1783, to oil paintings of the great Nazi zeppelins, they were all there. One huge painting, Korsakov’s favorite, depicted the German ZR-1 on its infamous night raid over London, its

  gleaming silver hull glowing red from fires raging in the streets below.




  The room was dominated by a table Rostov himself had ordered built from his own design. It was long and could easily accommodate up to twenty-five people on all three sides. It was the shape

  that was so unusual. The table was a great equilateral triangle, fashioned in gleaming French-polished cherry wood. At the triangle’s point, of course, stood the count’s large leather

  armchair, now occupied by Rostov. It was the president’s idea of a small joke: there could be only one head at this table.




  Behind Rostov’s chair hung the very same red velvet curtain made famous during Stalin’s reign of terror. At the Kremlin during certain kinds of gatherings, Stalin would sit behind

  this very curtain, listening carefully to conversations, words of which could often come back to haunt those who uttered them. At the end of the room opposite Stalin’s red curtain hung a

  beautifully carved and gilded two-headed eagle, the ancient symbol of Imperial Russia.




  Now, behind the old worn curtain sat Count Korsakov. Like Stalin before him, he was the wizard who pulled the strings of true power.




  The Twelve seated themselves along the three sides of the brilliantly polished table. Place cards identified their seating assignments, and the solid gold flatware and elegant red china

  permanently “borrowed” from the palace of Peterhof meant breakfast would be served. At that moment, a troupe of waiters, resplendent in white jackets with golden epaulets, appeared and

  began serving.




  Rostov entered only when they were all seated, taking his place at the “point.” He smiled as a servant seated him, warmly at some, coolly at a few, pointedly ignoring others

  completely. The tension increased dramatically when one of the Twelve who’d been ignored accidentally elbowed his goblet, spilling water across the table. A waiter quickly mopped up the mess,

  but Rostov’s icy stare sent the man even lower in his chair.




  Beside each golden water goblet on the table was a small gift, presumably from the count. Rostov picked up his present and examined it: a small gold cloisonné snuffbox bearing the image

  of Ivan the Terrible. Rostov got the joke. This was clearly to be a very special occasion. It was even Fabergé, he saw, turning it over in his hand.




  “Good morning, comrades,” the familiar disembodied voice boomed from hidden speakers. It sounded as if a sub-woofer somewhere needed adjusting. But the count’s tone was

  unmistakable. Heads will roll today, Rostov thought, smiling to himself, heads will roll.




  “Good morning, Excellency!” the Twelve replied, nearly in unison and perhaps a bit stridently.




  Of the thirteen men assembled at the table, only the Russian president was utterly silent. He smiled indulgently at the others, a smile of almost paternal amusement. The good news he carried

  allowed him to seem relaxed and in good fettle. The others at the table all exhibited a greyish pallor and seemed unable to control their darting eyes, nervous tics, and trembling limbs. This was

  despite the fact that many of them were wearing both the Hero of the Soviet Union and the Hero of Russia stars on their uniforms. Such was the enormous power of the one known within the Kremlin

  walls as the Dark Rider.




  “Everyone enjoy the tour, I trust?” Korsakov said.




  Heads bobbed and a number of Da, da, da’s could be heard. The president’s head was one of the few not to bob. He’d learned a trick early on, a way of not automatically

  agreeing with everything Korsakov said. He planted his right elbow squarely on the table and made a fist of his right hand, placing it firmly under his chin and keeping it there for the duration of

  any meeting. No mindlessly bobbing head for the president of Russia!




  “Let us begin, comrades,” Korsakov said. “We welcome President Rostov home from the Barents Sea, and we anxiously await his report on the sea trials of our

  new Bulava missile systems. But our first order of business will be to clean up a little untidiness. At a Kremlin meeting one year ago today, I gave this group two very simple things to remember. I

  insisted that you pay your taxes. To the last ruble. And I insisted that you engage in no political activity that could in any way be construed as harmful to our beloved president. Does everyone

  here recall that?”




  An uncomfortable silence descended upon the room. Even the waiters were aware of the tension and stepped away from the table. The president’s two security officers, a pair of bulky

  Ukrainians who’d remained by the door, now moved along one wall.




  “Apparently, not everyone remembers. I would like for General Ivan Alexandrovich Serov please to stand.”




  The general, old, bald, and gone to fat, managed to get to his feet, knocking over his water goblet again as he did so. His face had gone a deathly shade of pale, and his right hand, holding the

  snuffbox he’d been inspecting, trembled uncontrollably.




  “Thank you, General. Now you, Alexei Nemerov. Stand up, please.”




  Nemerov, a thin, waxy figure with wispy blond hair, stood, his eyes blazing behind his round steel-rimmed spectacles. He realized he’d been deliberately seated next to the general, and

  they now stood side by side. Both were visibly shaken, one with fear, the other with rage.




  “Excellency, there has been some mistake,” Nemerov said, glaring at the red curtain as if his eyes could pierce it, as if his hands could reach the man behind it, strangle the life

  out of him before he could—




  Korsakov’s voice was low and full of menace. “There certainly has been a mistake, Alexei! Both of you seem to have forgotten why you have risen to such exalted stations in our

  glorious New Russia. Sitting atop your billions, lounging in your villas at Cap d’Antibes. You are here today only because I trusted you. And you will be gone today because I no longer

  do.”




  Rostov’s two bodyguards, who had entered the room unnoticed, now edged along the wall until they stood directly behind the two traitors. Each took a step forward, silent and unseen by

  their intended victims. The other eleven averted their eyes from the bloody drama sure to come.




  Serov and Nemerov staggered against the table. Both felt the sudden press of cold steel at the bases of their skulls, and both closed their eyes, waiting for the inevitable.




  “Where chaos reigns, order retreats,” Korsakov said. “Let order reign once more.”




  It was a signal. The two gunmen fired simultaneously, the hollow-point Parabellum rounds spattering bits of skull and a fine mist of pinkish-grey brain matter into the air above the table, gobs

  of cerebral tissue spattering the shocked faces of the men seated directly across the table from the victims.




  Before the two dead men could collapse to the floor, the president’s bodyguards had grabbed each corpse under the arms and quickly pulled them away from the table, dragging them toward the

  door now being opened by one of the waiters.




  “Close the door, please,” Korsakov said when the bodies had been removed and the waiters had removed their unsightly broken china and cleaned up a bit of the mess. The bloody napkins

  used by the men most affected by the carnage were replaced with crisp white linen.




  “And let’s continue. Please, gentlemen, enjoy your breakfast. I have a few more comments to make before the president gives us a report on the Barents Sea naval exercises. Anyone

  have any questions? No? Good. Let me tell you what this meeting is really all about. I promise you will find it most interesting.”




  Here, Korsakov paused, giving the Twelve, now the Ten, a chance to compose themselves. When he saw that they were following Rostov’s lead and had begun to sip their short glasses of

  “little water,” what Russians called their beloved vodka, and push around the eggs and pickles and sausages on their plates, he continued.




  “First, regarding our own internal issues, particularly the recent Chechen atrocities, I would say that we must learn to look at all problems all-sidedly, seeing the reverse as well as the

  obverse side of things. In given conditions, a bad thing can lead to good results, and a good thing can lead to bad results. The massive loss of civilian life at Novgorod was regrettable, but we

  shall turn it to our advantage, believe me.




  “The world is once more in chaos, gentlemen. That’s because it has no bipolar symmetry. Since the catastrophic collapse of the Soviet Union, there has been only one superpower, the

  United States of America. There is no longer any global counterbalance to enforce a sense of symmetric order on our planet. The Europeans try and predictably fail miserably. The Chinese would

  gladly try, but their nuclear arsenal is woefully inadequate, at least as of the moment. Everyone agree?”




  There was murmured assent, everyone still too much in a state of shock over the recent violence to respond normally.




  “Only two global powers have any realistic chance of challenging the United States, two governments capable of bringing back balance, restoring order and political symmetry: our own and,

  at some point in the future, the Chinese. Personally, I would much prefer our own humble motherland to take the lead on this battlefield.”




  With laughter and applause, relaxation returned to the body language of the Ten. Although the smell of cordite and the coppery scent of fresh blood still hung in the air, the two dead colleagues

  were already fading from the collective memory.




  “Good, good. So let me propose a notion to remedy this crisis, shall I? This morning, I tell you that our immediate goal is to stop the American encroachment on post-Soviet territories. To

  do that, I suggest that we reclaim the lost republics of our former Soviet Union. Not all at once, too provocative, but rather one bite at a time. We will begin perhaps with little Estonia, such a

  thorn in our side. A great deal of the groundwork there has already been done. At a subsequent meeting, I will inform you of the actual timing and strategy. Once the West has digested that and

  thinks we’re done, we will take them all back! Either by force or by subterfuge, but we will take them back.




  “When we have accomplished the reintegration of our beloved motherland, we will look beyond those new boundaries, east and west. Because I tell you, gentlemen, the only way to protect our

  borders is to expand them!




  “Returning our beloved Russia to her rightful place as the dominant world power will require nothing less than a new revolution! It will not be easy. As Chairman Mao once said, ‘A

  revolution is no dinner party.’ But we will prevail, gentlemen, we will prevail!”




  Rostov got to his feet first, clapping his hands loudly. The other soon followed, leaping out of their chairs and applauding vigorously. This went on for at least five minutes, until Count

  Korsakov spoke again.




  “Thank you all. I appreciate your sense of duty and love of country. But to achieve this glorious rebirth and revolution, we will need to keep the West from interfering. Keep their noses

  out of our nest. We will need a ruse de guerre, a trick, a distraction that prevents any counterattack by our enemies when our tanks roll. Any thoughts?”




  General Arkady Gerimosov, who had perhaps drunk more “little water” than his comrades, spoke first.




  “We could distract them by taking out New York, Chicago, and Los Angeles, Excellency? A most persuasive ruse de guerre, non, mes amis?”




  The laughter in the room was explosive, but not everyone thought it was funny. Some of them privately thought it was a seriously good idea. Korsakov was not amused.




  “A most entertaining idea, General Gerimosov, but, as Napoleon once said, ‘There are but two powers in the world, the sword and the mind. In the long run, the sword is always beaten

  by the mind.’ And on that note, there being no further business until the president’s presentation later on, this meeting is adjourned.”




  “Volodya?” Korsakov said, speaking privately to the president via an earbud in Rostov’s ear.




  “Excellency?”




  “I desire a private word with you. I wonder if you might excuse yourself for a few minutes and join me in my office?”




  “Indeed. I’m on my way.”




  Rostov put his napkin to his lips, smiled at his colleagues, and slipped behind the curtain to see the wizard.




  “Yes, Excellency,” Rostov said to the silhouetted figure sitting in the shadows. He took his usual chair, crossed his legs, and lit a cigarette.




  “There is a man who needs watching, Volodya.”




  “Who and where, Excellency?” Rostov replied.




  “An Englishman named Hawke. I have some history with his family. He recently moved from London to Bermuda. He has somehow become involved with my daughter, Anastasia. A romantic liaison,

  perhaps. Perhaps not. He would appear to be a private citizen, extraordinarily wealthy. But I’ve reason to believe he’s MI-6. Or perhaps just a freelance operative for hire.”




  “He needs watching or killing?”




  “Both. For now, just watch. Contact my private security force on Bermuda. A Mr. Samuel Coale on Nonsuch Island. The old American NASA downrange tracking base. He’ll know what to do.

  When it’s time for Hawke to go, I will inform you. Then I will want you to contact Mr. Strelnikov. Paddy Strelnikov. An American gun of mine. He’s the only one I would send up against

  this Englishman.”




  “He’s good, is he, this Brit?”




  “Perhaps the best. He has caused our comrades in Havana and Beijing no end of trouble. Also, I am worried about my darling Anastasia. My daughter has been . . . unhappy since the untimely

  death of her husband, Vanya. She seems quite taken with this Hawke. It is troubling. I don’t want him in our nest.”




  “Perhaps you should tell your daughter to steer clear of this man, Excellency. She is, after all, the soul of obedience.”




  “Perhaps. But for a time, maybe, he will make her happy. And besides, who knows what she might learn from this Englishman in the meantime, eh, Volodya?”




  Rostov nodded.




  “Where is Paddy Strelnikov now, Excellency?”




  “On assignment in America. Taking care of business.”




  

     

  




  CHAPTER FIVE
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  Badlands, North Dakota




  The road ahead looked like a frozen snake. Black and glistening in his headlights, slithering out there, disappearing into the distant snow-white hills. Paddy Strelnikov had

  his high beams on, but still, mostly all he could see was swirling snow. Wet stuff, soft blobs of it hitting his windshield. Splat. The wipers were working okay, but he still couldn’t

  see shit.




  He found the stalk of the left side of the wheel and put the dims back on. Yeah. That was better, less snow and more road.




  Strelnikov didn’t know from driving out in the middle of nowhere at night in the middle of a freaking blizzard. He was a Russian emigrant from Brooklyn, f’crissakes, where they had

  normal highways. The BQE, the Long Island Expressway, hell, even the Santa Monica Freeway out in L.A., et cetera, those he could handle. This road? North Dakota? Forget about it, brother. This was

  freaking Mars.




  He glanced at his chunky gold watch, saw what time it was, and accelerated, fishtailing a little. He watched the red needle climb past eighty, ninety. He hoped to hell this automobile had

  traction control. He thought they had a switch for that on these new cars, but he hadn’t been able to find one. He wasn’t exactly sure what traction control was or even where he’d

  heard about it. TV commercial, probably. Whatever it was, it sounded good to him. When it had first started snowing hard, he’d pulled into a rest stop and looked for the switch.




  Good luck. There were a whole lot of knobs and switches on the dash, way too many, in fact, but not one of them said anything about traction control. It was no wonder Detroit was going down the

  toilet. Nobody had a clue how to work the damn cars anymore. Somehow, a few years back, some genius in Motown had decided everybody in America wanted dashboards to look like the cockpits of a 747.

  Now, they all did, and nobody had a clue what button did what anymore.




  He’d looked around inside the glove box for some kind of a manual, but of course there was none. Just his rental contract and a folded map of North Dakota, which he did not need, and his

  .38 snub-nose, which he hoped he would not need. He really did not have time to dick around with this car anymore so he’d pulled back out onto the I-94 highway and kept on heading

  west, hoping for the best.




  Maybe traction control was even standard on this thing, automatic, he told himself now, speeding up a little. But about an hour ago, he’d almost skidded into a ditch. Twice. The road

  conditions were so bad back there it had been like trying to drive a friggin’ schoolbus across a frozen lake.




  The car, a black Mustang coupe rented at the Bismarck airport Hertz counter, had a good heater, at least, once you finally found the knob that turned it on. He’d come across it only by

  accident, looking for the traction-control thingy, just like he’d finally found the button that turned the radio on. At least a previous renter had punched in some pretty good radio stations.

  Must have been some fuckin’ electronics engineer or jet pilot or something who’d done that. Whatever happened to two knobs, over and out?




  There was an all-night talk show out of Chicago he’d been listening to. Pretty good reception, and the show was good, too, called The Midnight Hour with your host, Greg Noack.

  Tonight’s topic was capital punishment, of course, because tonight was the night old Stumpy was going to ride the needle.




  Everybody in the country, not just Chicago, was talking about Charles Edward Stump, a.k.a. Stumpy the Baby Snuffer. Yeah, talking about Stumpy’s impending execution, et cetera. This case

  had gotten media attention worldwide, not just the tabloids, either.




  Mr. Stump was, in fact, the reason Fyodor Strelnikov, known since childhood as Paddy, was driving through the Badlands of North Dakota on this most miserable night in December. The execution was

  scheduled to take place at midnight tonight, which was, he saw, looking at his watch, exactly two hours and six minutes from now. Stumpy’s sayonara party was going down at Little Miss,

  prison slang for the Little Missouri State Penitentiary just outside the town of Medora, North Dakota.




  Distance to the joint from here was approximately sixty-seven miles.




  Paddy snugged the pedal a little closer to the metal. He had time to do what he had to do, but he didn’t want to cut it too close. Get in, make his delivery, and get the hell out of this

  friggin’ state. You had to figure the joint would be mobbed, all the protesters and media crawling all over the place. He stuck the needle on 100 miles per hour.




  “The real question is, is Charles Stump insane?” a caller said on the radio.




  “Insane?” Greg Noack said. “Anybody who kills eight newborn infants in their incubators while their mothers are sleeping in the maternity ward down the hall is

  completely off his nut, man!”




  “That’s my point exactly, Greg. Stumpy’s not guilty by reason of insanity. Can’t right-wing geniuses like you and Rush Limbaugh understand that!”




  And on and on like that the calls went. The armies of bleeding hearts were out in force on the airwaves tonight. Apparently, in addition to the media forces gathered for the last two days, there

  were three or four hundred people standing in the freezing cold outside the prison gates at Little Miss. They were lighting candles, good luck in this weather, protesting the death penalty, et

  cetera, claiming Stumpy was emotionally distraught at the time of the murders, he’d been abused by his insane mother, blah-blah.




  Like that made it okay, like Stumpy shouldn’t stretch hemp because he was a victim, too. Right. We’re all victims now. Hitler was a fricking victim. His mommy was mean to him

  when he pee-peed in his pants. Here you got a guy, at this moment probably the most despised human being on the planet, and still, the governor was, even at this late hour, considering a stay. A

  stay? Politics. Enough said. The trial jury, at least, had had the balls unanimously to put Stumpy down as a stone baby killer.




  But Paddy Strelnikov knew that Stump’s train went a lot farther than that.




  A whole lot farther.




  Strelnikov had made Stumpy his personal hobby when the powers that be in Moscow had given him this current assignment a couple of months ago. Before writing up his report, he’d read all

  the trial transcripts, bought a few drinks for people here and there, interviewed nurses on duty that night, the K-9 guy who’d found the little bodies in their shallow graves, the arresting

  detectives, the ME, the whole nine yards.




  Then he’d gone to have a little chitchat with Mrs. Stump in the Lorraine, Illinois, loony bin where she’d been doing crossword puzzles since 1993. Oh, the stories that little

  ninety-two-pound, white-haired, wack-job chick could tell.




  According to Mom, who was wearing an attractive housecoat with sleeves that wrapped all the way around and fastened with heavy buckles at the small of her back, little Charlie, when he was just

  a tyke, had amused himself by putting insects, goldfish, rodents, and then abducted kitty cats inside an old microwave he kept in the basement. Zapped them at full power. Then he’d graduated

  to higher life forms.




  Nurse Stumpy, her golden boy, had been abusing and killing infants and children for years, his mom told Paddy, with a gleam in those weirdly protruding blue eyes, and then, what he’d do,

  Stumpy began calling the victims’ families around Christmastime, taunting them by implying that their babies were still alive. And how did she know all this? Because she was upstairs,

  listening in on the other line, that’s how. This was the Stump family’s idea of holiday entertainment, their special holiday greeting card.




  And that’s the final report he’d made, the report he’d sent to his boss, who’d told his boss, who’d told his boss, et cetera, and that’s how come he was out

  here in the middle of friggin’ nowheresville making sure everything was copacetic in connection with this particular execution. There were to be no loose ends, et cetera, in the case of

  Charles Edward Stump.




  The Wiz, as he privately called his boss, didn’t like loose ends. And the Wiz ruled his world. Paddy, he was just muscle for hire. He knew that. Accepted it. He was a gun, that’s

  all. But by God, he was a good one. He was a fuckin’ Howitzer.




  Strelnikov saw the fluorescent green exit sign for Medora coming up and moved over to the right lane. He’d take a little-used two-lane state road from here the rest of the way to Little

  Miss. He reached over and shut off the radio. He couldn’t stand to hear those people defend that moron anymore. Even now, just thinking about it, Paddy was shaking his head at the stupidity

  that seemed to run in the Stump family.




  For instance, it takes a real numbskull to get the death penalty in a state that doesn’t even have the death penalty.




  Charles Edward Stump had been convicted on eight counts of first-degree murder. Stumpy, who was twenty-seven years old at the time of the killings, had been a male nurse at the Fargo General

  Hospital, working in the maternity ward. Hello? Background check? So, one dark night three years ago, nobody knows why, Nurse Stump had gone into the incubation ward and suffocated all of the

  newbies, one after another, with a pillow.




  Lights out, kiddies!




  Then, according to the transcripts Strelnikov read, he had gathered up all of his little victims into a pair of pillowcases, walked out of the hospital, and got into his car. He drove south from

  Watford City, where the hospital was located, and transported the dead babies just across the Little Missouri River. He parked on a dirt road outside Grassy Butte and buried them in a mass grave in

  a deeply wooded area just inside Theodore Roosevelt National Park.




  An autopsy later revealed two of the babies had been buried alive.




  If Stumpy had had even half a brain in his head, he might have noticed the word national in Theodore Roosevelt National Park. National meant it was a federal crime. And now it was

  the feds who were going to tuck Stumpy onto his cozy little gurney and put him to sleep permanently tonight.




  Blue lights flashing in Strelnikov’s rearview mirror snapped him back to reality.




  “Great,” he muttered, slowing down and pulling over to stop on the shoulder. Hell, he was only doing a hundred. Somebody on Mars had a problem with that? He reached over and popped

  the glove compartment, his fingers closing around the little snub-nose. He shoved it under his right thigh, the grip sticking out where he could get it if it came to that.




  A second later, the cop was standing outside his window, shining a flashlight in his face. He wound the window down, cold air and snow blowing in, and said, “How you doing,

  officer?”




  The cop bent down, shining the light in Paddy’s eyes. Then he directed it into the backseat, where something shiny had caught his eye.




  “What the hell is that?”




  “An alligator case.”




  “What’s in it?”




  “What’s in it?”




  “That’s what I said.”




  “Hairbrushes. Soap. Perfume bottles, et cetera. For my lady’s bath. I’m a salesman. I sell these things.”




  The cop looked at him a second. Paddy was used to it. He knew he didn’t look like a traveling salesman. He looked like a professional wrestler in a shiny navy-blue suit two sizes too

  small.




  “Driver’s license and registration, sir.”




  “Yeah, well, hold on a sec.” He reached inside his breast pocket and pulled out his driver’s license. The license wasn’t in his wallet, no, it was wrapped inside five

  crispy one-hundred-dollar bills with a rubber band around it, just in case of a situation like this one. He handed it to the cop, who played his flashlight on it.




  “What’s this?”




  “That would be my driver’s license, officer. Wrapped inside five hundred spanking-new U.S. dollars.”




  “Sir, you—”




  “Officer, look, I’m in kind of a hurry here, and I’d appreciate it if you’d just give me my license back and take the rest as a small token of my undying

  gratitude.”




  “Look, pal, I—”




  “Okay, okay, I gotcha.”




  Strelnikov stuck his hand back inside his pocket and pulled out a neatly packed wad of cash.




  “Five thousand dollars. That’s my final offer,” Paddy said, giving the guy his killer smile, the one he’d learned on the streets of Brighton Beach and Coney, use it just

  before you punch some scumbag’s lights out. “Christmas is right around the corner, you know, officer. Five large could come in very handy.”




  He could tell from the look on the cop’s face which way this thing was going to go. Due south.




  “Okay, sir, I’m going to ask you to step out of the vehicle. Now. Keep your hands up where I can see them.”




  “Look, you’re making a fatal mistake here, officer.”




  “Out of the car, sir,” the trooper said, backing away with his hand on his holster. “Now!”




  The honest cop didn’t see the ugly little snub-nose appear just above the windowsill. Maybe he’d missed that word, fatal. Too bad, it was a key word.




  Pop pop, went the .38. Two of the best, smack dab in the middle of the trooper’s noggin.




  “Buh-bye,” Paddy said, looking out the window at the dead man splayed in the red snow as he accelerated away, the Mustang fishtailing wildly on the icy shoulder of the highway.




  Hey. Shit happens.




  All you can do is try, right?




  

     

  




  CHAPTER SIX
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  Bermuda




  Teakettle Cottage perched on a narrow coral precipice some fifty feet above the turquoise sea. It was a study in simplicity. The cottage was perfectly suited to Hawke’s

  needs. In addition to satisfying his desire for peace, the precariously situated house provided a sense of “living rough.” Hawke’s more romantic instincts, which he would never

  admit to possessing, equated roughness with reality.




  He had discussed this rather arcane notion over cocktails one rainy evening with the brainiest man he knew, the famous criminalist Chief Inspector Ambrose Congreve of Scotland Yard.




  Congreve had said that Hawke’s very human instinct, he suspected, equated the sheer discomfort and occasional violence of living directly on the sea with some guarantee of authenticity.

  Living always on the very edge of things the way Hawke did, with the attendant lack of safety, provided Hawke, Congreve believed, with a measure of truth.




  That, Hawke had informed his friend, was laying it on a bit thick. But while Hawke much preferred to swim on life’s surface, Congreve tended to dive deep. It’s what had made their

  lifelong friendship such a lasting and successful one. In the cloak-and-dagger world they inhabited, they needed each other.




  Hawke’s modest limestone house was partially hidden in a grove of ancient lignum vitae, kapok, and fragrant cedar trees. Coconut palms lined a sandy lane that finally arrived at the

  house after winding through a mature banana grove. The layout of the house proper was an exercise in minimalism: a broad coquina-shell terrace that overlooked the Atlantic fanned out from a

  rounded, barnlike main room open to the elements.




  A crooked white-bricked watchtower on the seaward side of the domed house formed the teakettle’s “spout.”




  The large whitewashed living room, with its well-worn Spanish-tile floors, was furnished with old planter’s chairs and cast-off furniture donated or simply left behind by various residents

  over the years.




  The massive carved monkey-wood bar standing in one corner had been donated by Douglas Fairbanks Jr., who’d lived in the house on and off for many seasons. At one end of the bar stood an

  ancient but still operable shortwave radio. The old set was rumored to have been used by Admiral Sir Morgan Wheelock, commandant of the Royal Navy Air Station Bermuda during World War II. From

  Teakettle’s terrace, he’d monitored the comings and goings of U-boat and German merchant marine traffic just offshore.




  Rumor also had it that Teakettle was once a safe house for briefing British spies en route to assignments in various Caribbean stations. Having heard that rumor, Hawke delighted all the more in

  his tiny home, his little den of spies.




  The battered mahogany canasta table where Hawke took all of his indoor meals was allegedly a gift of Errol Flynn. Flynn sought refuge in the cottage for a few months in 1937, during a

  particularly stormy period in his marriage to Lili Damita. Leafing through the faded guest book one rainy night, Hawke saw an entry in Flynn’s own hand, saying he’d found Teakettle

  “a perfectly ghastly house, no hot water, pictures of snakes plastered all over the bedroom wall.”




  There was plenty of hot water now, and Flynn’s snake pictures were mercifully long gone. There were only two pictures in Hawke’s bedroom now: an old black-and-white of his late

  parents seated in the stern of a gondola on their honeymoon in Venice and a picture of his late wife, Victoria, taken when she was a child. In the photograph, she was sitting on an upper limb of an

  old oak tree on a levee beside the Mississippi River.




  On a table in the bedroom’s corner was an old Victrola, a Cole Porter disc still sitting on the turntable, next to it a Royal typewriter. Hawke had seen Hemingway’s name scrawled in

  the guest book. Papa had apparently stayed at Teakettle a few times, too. He’d visited the island during a fishing tournament, staying on as a guest of Flynn, working like mad to finish his

  book Islands in the Stream. Hawke could imagine him over there in the corner, shirtless and sweating in Bermuda shorts, sipping Cinzano from the bottle and banging away on the Royal.




  Hawke took great comfort in his strange little house. Oddly enough, considering his substantial real estate holdings, it offered him a sense of abiding peace he’d not found elsewhere. In

  addition to his small room, there were three other bedrooms. Hawke had chosen the smallest for two reasons. It had three large windows, framed with vivid purple bougainvillea, that opened directly

  onto the sea. And the most intriguing thing of all was that it had a secret door, one that concealed an escape hatch.




  At the back of his cedar-lined closet, a door-sized panel slid upward to reveal a serpentine staircase of hand-hewn coral. The narrow steps curved down to the most perfect fresh saltwater pool

  you could imagine, a fairly large deep-water lagoon, sheltered within rock walls but with a sizable opening to the sea. The deep blue pool was edged with jade where it washed over the rocks.

  He’d had a wooden dock built and kept his pretty little masthead sloop tied there, the Gin Fizz.




  Hawke had indulged himself with one expensive eccentricity. Knowing his bedroom was some twenty feet directly above the surface of the lagoon, he’d had a three-foot-diameter hole cut in

  the floor and installed a gleaming brass fireman’s pole in the center of it. This system allowed him to slip naked from bed of a morning, still half asleep, grab the pole, and slide into the

  water below without even opening his eyes until he was three feet below the surface.




  It was a lovely way to wake up.




  He’d paddle around for ten minutes or so in the pool of sea-blue water, swim out into the open Atlantic, and commence his five-point daily regimen.




  The newly devised fitness program was straightforward enough.




  First, a 500-yard open-water swim, breaststroke or side-stroke, to be completed in less than twelve minutes, thirty seconds. A minimum of eighty pushups, four sets of twenty in two minutes. He

  would do the last set with one arm. Next, a minimum of eighty situps in two minutes. A minimum of eight dead-hang pullups. And finally, a 1.5-mile run along the beach to be accomplished in less

  than eleven minutes, thirty seconds. This run was always completed wearing combat assault boots, namely his old Oakleys from the Royal Navy.




  Hawke was first and foremost a warrior, and he placed his emphasis on strength and speed but with no premium on bulking up. Bulk just makes you slow, especially when running in soft sand in

  combat boots.




  He prized speed above all else. Speed through the water, speed over the ground, and speed of thought in rapidly evolving combat situations. He’d long ago lost his awe for the heavily

  muscled body-building types. They always looked ferocious but were never a match for a fast, highly trained martial artist. Reggae god Jimmy Cliff had said it best, as far as Hawke was

  concerned.




  De harder dey come, de harder dey fall.




  One and all.




  Morning routine done, Hawke would climb the winding steps back to his room, pull on a pair of faded khaki shorts and a T-shirt, and join dear old Pelham for some marvelous breakfast or other.

  This was the kind of simple, idyllic life he’d long dreamed of. And now that dream seemed to be coming true.




  The old mill house had been electrified during the war years, but at night, Hawke preferred candles in wall sconces, oil lanterns, and the kerosene Tonga torches ringing the open terrace. On

  cold, rainy nights, Pelham got a roaring fire going. The fireplace had a lovely mantel of old Bermuda cedar inlaid with polished pink conchs. Atop the mantel was a model of Sea Venture that

  Pelham had found in Hamilton. The English vessel, en route to rescue Jamestown settlers, had suffered an unfortunate encounter with Bermuda’s reefs, and thus Sea Venture had provided

  Bermuda with its first European settlers.




  Hawke had tried to persuade the feisty octogenarian to stay put at Hawke’s London house in Belgravia, but Pelham, the family retainer who’d practically raised Hawke from boyhood,

  wasn’t having any of it. So here they both reigned in squalid splendor, two happy bachelors in paradise. The fact that a half-century separated their birthdays mattered not a whit.

  They’d always enjoyed each other’s company and were long accustomed to each other’s idiosyncrasies.




  It was six P.M. Hawke’s dinner invitation at Shadowlands was called for eight sharp. The lovebirds, Ambrose and Diana, had only just arrived from England a few days

  earlier. Hawke was looking forward to a quiet evening spent in the company of two dear friends.




  Outside, soft dusk cooled the waning day. Hawke stood at his steamy bathroom mirror, shaving. He’d been ignoring his beard for some few days and was sure his friend Congreve would not

  approve should he darken Lady Mars’s door unshaven. No doubt, Ambrose would cast a stern eye on his hair as well. His unruly black locks threatened to brush his shoulders. If it got much

  longer, he’d let Pelham have a whack at it with his kitchen shears.




  In the dense banana grove beyond his opened window, the tinkle and zing of nocturnal insects kept him company while he shaved. Another thing he liked about this island: the simple music of

  everyday life. The birds, the bees, the Bermudians. Every passerby you met seemed to be either singing or whistling some tune or other all day long. Bermudians were happy people. Hawke was happy,

  too.




  “But I say,” Hawke suddenly sang out loud, simultaneously lifting his voice and his chin, scraping the straight razor’s blade upward along his throat, “dat de women of

  today, smarter than de man in every way . . .”




  He put his straight razor down on the sink and stared at himself in the mirror.




  Where on earth had that strangled lyric come from? He had a terrible singing voice and seldom used it. At his school in England, there had been two choral groups: the headmaster had named them

  the Agonies and the Ecstasies. Hawke had been a proud member of the former group. Couldn’t sing a note. He smiled, picked up his blade, and continued shaving, picking up the tune with

  gusto.




  “Dat’s right, de woman is smarter, dat’s right, de woman is smarter . . .”




  Someone was knocking at his bathroom door. Pelham, come to complain about the noise, no doubt.




  “Begging your pardon, sir,” came the voice outside.




  “What is it?”




  He was still warbling the old calypso tune when Pelham rapped again on the loo’s louvered door.




  “Yes?” Hawke said, cracking the door an inch with his bare foot.




  “Telephone for you, sir.”




  “Who is it?”




  “A young lady, I believe.”




  “Did she give her name?”




  “No, m’lord, she did not.”




  “What on earth does she want?”




  “I couldn’t really say, sir. Something about a painting, sir.”




  “Painting? We don’t need any painting.”




  “Yes, sir. She’ll pay a fee, but not more than a hundred Bermuda dollars an hour.”




  Hawke uttered something unprintable and splashed hot water on his face. Grabbing a towel from the door hook, he wrapped it round his waist and strode down the short hallway that led to the great

  room. A vintage Bakelite black telephone, the only phone in the house, sat where it always had, at one end of the monkey bar.




  Pelham had followed him down the hall and now moved quickly behind the bar. He got busy with a jug of Mr. Gosling’s rum and ice, slicing a juicy lime within an inch of its life, preparing

  the evening restorative.




  Hawke glanced at Pelham with a thin smile. Both men knew it was a bit too early for sundowners, and both also knew this mixology business was only Pelham’s sly ruse for the most blatant

  form of eavesdropping.




  “Hello? Who’s this?” Hawke demanded, snatching up the receiver.




  “Is this Hawke?”




  “That depends. Who is this?”




  “Anastasia Korsakova. We met earlier today, you may recall. I was just telling your . . . friend that I’m interested in painting you. I pay my models well, but I won’t be

  bullied.”




  “What on earth are you talking about?”




  “You. I want to paint you.”




  “Paint me? Good Lord. To what end?”




  “I’m an artist, Mr. Hawke. I’m having a one-woman show at the Royal Academy in London come spring. I’m doing a series of male figures. Life-size.”




  “Why are you picking on me?”




  “There is no need to be rude. I think you’d make a good subject, that’s all. And based on your rather quaint . . . lodging, I assumed you might be a man who’d find the

  money attractive. Surely you’ve done some modeling in your time, Mr. Hawke. A hundred an hour is not easily come by on this island.”




  Modeling? Hawke stifled the urge to laugh out loud and said, “Miss Korsakova, I’m terribly flattered by your offer. But I’m afraid I must refuse.”




  “Why?”




  “Why? Well, any number of reasons. I’m a very busy man, for one. I imagine this painting business would require a good deal of sitting around. And I don’t at all like sitting

  around.”




  “Your schedule didn’t seem too full this afternoon. Sleeping on the beach.”




  “That was a catnap.”




  “Look, I could paint you reclining, if you’d like. You could even sleep on the divan, for all I care. Wouldn’t bother me.”




  “May I ask where you got my number?”




  “Friends.”




  “Friends of mine?”




  “Hardly. I would scarcely imagine we travel in the same social circles, Mr. Hawke. No, friends of mine found the number of your cottage for me.”




  “You have friends who know my number?”




  “I have friends who know everything.”




  “Well, look here, it’s been lovely chatting with you, Miss Korsakova, but I’m afraid I’m late for a dinner engagement.”




  “Will you consider my offer, Mr. Hawke? I’m really most anxious to get started on you.”




  Hawke held the phone away from his ear a moment and accepted a frosted silver cup with a sprig of mint from Pelham. It was really a bit early, but what the hell. He took a sip. Delicious. A

  fleeting image of a nude goddess emerging dripping from the sea appeared suddenly before his eyes as he put the phone back to his ear.




  Get started on me?




  “Sorry,” Hawke murmured, sipping. “Rum delivery man at the door.”




  “Well?” Korsakova asked, impatience frosting the word.




  “I’ll sleep on it.”




  “Do that. I call you first thing in the morning.”




  The line went dead.




  “Bloody hell,” Hawke murmured to Pelham. “She wants to paint my picture.”




  “So I inferred, sir.”




  “Ridiculous. Absolute rubbish.”




  “Are you going to do it?”




  “Are you completely mad?”




  Pelham’s bushy white eyebrows went straight up.




  “Really, m’lord. One hundred smackers an hour is nothing to sniff one’s nose at. Pretty good gravy, in my view, sir.”




  Hawke laughed aloud, threw his head back, and took another healthy swig of Pelham’s delicious concoction before padding off toward his bedroom to strap on the black tie and his Royal Navy

  dress uniform. It was Saturday night. Congreve had told him they still dressed for dinner at Shadowlands. A quaint practice, but, to Hawke, anyway, an agreeable one.




  The muffled strains of the calypso song soon resumed from down the hall, his lordship singing at the top of his lungs, “Smarter than de man in every way!”




  “Trouble in paradise.” Pelham sighed to himself, wiping clean the varnished bar and smiling at his reflection.




  “Trouble in paradise,” echoed Sniper, Hawke’s pet parrot, who’d just flown from his perch and alighted on Pelham’s shoulder. Hawke had cared for the bird, a black

  hyacinth macaw, since childhood. Despite her name, her color was a glossy ultramarine blue. She was almost eighty years old, had a very sharp tongue, and would probably live to see one hundred.




  “Oh, hush up,” Pelham said, and slipped the bird a few crackers from the bowl on the bar.




  “Thanks for nothing, buster,” Sniper squawked.




  “Do sod off, won’t you?” Pelham replied.




  

     

  




  CHAPTER SEVEN
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  Medora, North Dakota




  Paddy Strelnikov waltzed into the warden’s office at Little Miss Penitentiary at eleven o’clock. Sleet was rattling against the windowpanes. Stumpy’s midnight

  date with destiny, in a little more than an hour, was going to happen right down the hall. Hell, he’d seen them getting ready, coming up the stairs to the warden’s office.




  The door at the end was open, and you could see inside to the pale green tile walls of the death chamber. Bright lights, like an operating room. Medical equipment. There was a lot of activity,

  and Paddy, catching a glimpse of the gurney, was curious about all of it. But he was on a mission.




  It had taken Strelnikov ten minutes just to negotiate the Mustang through the mob scene of press and protesters at the gate. Then another twenty or so to get through the check points at Wing

  Block D, the maximum-security building at the rear of the Little Miss complex.




  It was a long three-story building made entirely of concrete block with a guard tower rising at either end. In addition to the warden’s office, D Block was home to Death Row. Sixty-one

  inmates were awaiting execution, including some of the most notorious pedophiles, sexual sadists, and serial killers west of the Mississippi.




  Little Miss had replaced Terre Haute Correctional Facility in Indiana as the federal government’s new special confinement unit for inmates serving federal death sentences. A couple of

  botched lethal injections (needles passing right through veins and injecting the sodium chlorate into the muscle) had led to public protests and the shutting down of the Indiana facility. Powerful

  lobbyists in Washington had made sure the new federal correctional complex ended up in North Dakota.




  No one was ever quite sure who’d hired all of these expensive lobbyists, but no one much cared, either. In Washington, someone was always pulling the strings. Often, the true maestro went

  unseen and unnoticed. Like back in Russia.




  Overhead, searchlights and TV lights lit the snowy skies like a Hollywood premiere. Lots of excitement when you pan-fry a guy as world-famous as Charles Edward Stump, when he walks that lonely

  last mile.




  The warden, named Warren Garmadge, a short, wide toad of a man in a double-wide paisley tie, stood right up when the deputies escorted Paddy Strelnikov into his flag-bedecked office. He stuck

  out his meaty hand, a big smile on his face. He seemed to be having a good time, being on TV a lot recently. Interviews and all, CNN, Fox, all the biggies. Also, he saw the beautiful alligator

  carrying case in Paddy’s hand and figured it had his name on it.




  He stuck his hand out, and Strelnikov shook it.




  “Mr. Strelnikov, welcome to Little Missouri Prison. I’m honored you made time in your busy schedule to pay us a visit,” the warden said, showing off his white Chiclet-capped

  chompers. Guy was a real pol, you could tell that by the firm, slightly moist grip of his fat little hand.




  “Exciting time to be here, Warden Garmadge,” Paddy said, taking one of the two red leather chairs facing the warden’s desk. He put the case on the floor beside him, casual

  like, no big deal. Make the guy wait for it.




  “Everything’s going according to schedule, you’ll be glad to know,” Garmadge said, plopping down in his big executive swivel chair.




  “A lot can happen in an hour,” Paddy said, lighting up a big Cuban stogie he’d been saving for this meeting. He had another sticking out of his breast pocket with his hankie,

  but he made a point of not offering it to the warden. What he did, he crossed his legs at the knee, lifting the material of his grey silk trousers so that it draped nice, and smiled, expelling a

  stream of fragrant smoke at the warden.
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