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			Before all else, be armed.

			– Niccolo Machiavelli

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Invictus

			By William Ernest Henley

			Out of the night that covers me,

			Black as the pit from pole to pole,

			I thank whatever gods may be

			For my unconquerable soul.

			In the fell clutch of circumstance

			I have not winced nor cried aloud.

			Under the bludgeonings of chance

			My head is bloody, but unbowed.

			Beyond this place of wrath and tears

			Looms but the Horror of the shade,

			And yet the menace of the years

			Finds and shall find me unafraid.

			It matters not how strait the gate,

			How charged with punishments the scroll,

			I am the master of my fate,

			I am the captain of my soul.

				

			William Ernest Henley lost his left leg to arthritic tuberculosis when he was nineteen. Four years later, he was told that his right foot had to come off. Although he was told he would die if he did not have this second amputation, he refused and instead put himself in the hands of a physician who had developed new but untried methods, including a radically new surgery, to arrest if not cure the disease. He spent three years in the hospital taking this treatment, during which he wrote the poem “Invictus.” He did not lose his right foot, and he lived another thirty active years. I believe that when Henley made his decision to either die or save his right foot, he stepped into a dimension of time and space that very few of us ever have to contemplate entering––an arena where fear and courage do battle and in which there is no loser. Entering this dimension defines you forever and sets you free.

				

			The novels in my Invictus Cycle are connected by the simple but endlessly reverberating decision that the central characters in each book must make: to live free or die. 

				

			In The Fifth Man, the fifth of the Cycle, several of the characters from the  prior novels reappear: from Sons and Princes, the reinvented Chris Massi; his son Matt, now a young man, and his daughter Tess, now a beautiful young woman; and from A World I Never Made, the eccentric but lethal Max French. 

				

			Matt, a brilliant graduate student in New York, has received some unusual real-world training from his father, training that he draws on when he is approached by the Russian Mafia for purposes he cannot decipher. Tess too draws the attention of the same people. Chris, now fifty and a man of immense but very secret power and wealth, quickly realizes that he is the real target. To Chris, the risk of not acting is much greater than the risk of acting, though by doing so he knows that his children will be in harm’s way. He sets about the task, with the help of Max French, of identifying the enemies who have been so bold and so sure of themselves as to try to use his children to get to him. They turn out to be much more powerful than any enemy he has ever had to face, but he knows they must be eliminated, not for himself but for Matt and Tess, who will be forever at risk if they are allowed to live.

			Chris’ soul is unconquerable, he would meet his own death with honor. In the crucible they are all about to enter, it is his hope that his children will learn that their souls are unconquerable as well. 

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			Manhattan, January 19, 2005, 4:00 p.m.

			Chris Massi, a surgical bandage across the bridge of his nose, his left arm in a sling, pulled up the collar of his wool coat with his free hand and looked down at the pit where the twin towers once stood, then up at the sky, which was dull and gray and starting to spit snow. Next to him, leaning over the concrete parapet, stood a man he knew only as Mr. White and had only met once before. 

			“We appreciate what you did,” said Mr. White.

			“You’re welcome,” Chris replied. “I’m sorry I couldn’t get an answer.”

			“We rarely get answers in this business,” Mr. White said. “Tell me about your contact in the restaurant.”

			“I only made it to the foyer. Two young guys, in their twenties, Russian, met me.”

			“Can you give us a sketch? We do it by computer now.”

			“Sure.”

			“Then what?”

			“They told me I was going to get my wish, I was going to meet with a representative of Bratva Mafya. They blindfolded me, took me out a back entrance and put me in a car. You know where they took me.”

			“Who did they send?”

			“You mean the Bratva guy?”

			“Yes.”

			“I don’t know. A man with a gravelly voice. Middle aged. Sarcastic. I think he walked with a limp.”

			“Why do you say that?”

			“His gait sounded uneven on the concrete floor. It’s a guess.”

			“He spoke English?”

			“With a heavy Russian accent.”

			“What did he say?”

			“He said hello, and then the bomb went off, or whatever it was.”

			“It was a grenade. Then what?”

			“I was thrown from my chair. My shoulder hit something hard. A stack of metal pallets. They toppled over on me. One was on my chest and face. I was on my back. I came to with both of my eyes filled with blood. The blindfold had come off. I heard voices and footsteps. I just lay there, pretending I was dead. Someone lifted the pallet away and shone a flashlight in my face. I could see the light pass across my eyes. Then he spit in my face.”

			“Spit in your face? Did he say anything?”

			“Sicilian scum.”

			“Sicilian scum. That doesn’t sound like a pro to me. How many were there?”

			“Two.”

			“Did they say anything else?”

			“Dead. The other one said dead.”

			“That’s it?” 

			“Yes.”

			“Then what?”

			“I heard a grunting sound. Then there were footsteps and a gun shot.”

			“They shot a survivor.” 

			“That’s what I figured. I can’t believe I’m alive.”

			“Your two Mafya men took most of the shrapnel. You were lucky.”

			“Was it meant for me?”

			“We don’t think so. Did you see them at all?”

			“The blood was starting to coagulate, to thicken, and I was still bleeding, but I managed to open my eyes. I saw them walking toward a door. When they got to it, one of them turned to look at me. He had his gun out. There was an exit light above the door, red, so I could see his face in the red glare.”

			“What did he look like?”

			“Feral—a snout nose, slanted eyes like a wolf. Going bald.”

			“Did he see you? I mean, did he realize you were alive?”

			“I don’t know. The room was filled with smoke and dust from the explosion. An alarm went off. He froze for a second, then the other one pulled him by the arm and they fled.”

			“Did you see the other one?”

			“No, he wasn’t under the exit sign. Too dark, too smokey.”

			“I’m sorry to have left you on your own like that.”

			Chris shrugged. He knew what the deal was going in. No backup, no gimmicks. “Do you know anybody matching that description?” he asked.

			Mr. White did not answer immediately. He took out a small sterling silver flask, unscrewed the cap carefully and took a sip. “Care for some?” he said, offering the flask to Chris. “It’s Armagnac, a hundred and ten years old.”

			Chris was cold. He had been released from the hospital that morning. His head and his dislocated shoulder still ached. The wounds from the shrapnel that had lodged in his left leg were still raw. He took the flask and drank, glad that he did when he felt the liquor hit his stomach and almost immediately spread to the ragged ends of his central nervous system. 

			“So,” he said, handing back the flask. “What happened?”

			“It was probably an internal Odessa Mafya thing. A betrayal, an order disobeyed.”

			Chris shrugged. He was familiar with Mafia executions.

			“There is something else, though,” said Mr. White.

			Chris waited, wondering what was coming.

			“The Russians,” Mr. White continued, “have deeply clandestine units, just as we do. There are rumours about one headed by an agent who looks like a wolf. They say he came out of the Odessa Mafia, or maybe he infiltrated it for some reason.”

			“Rumours? Anything about 9/11?”

			“Yes, but just rumours, wild talk in the Middle East.”

			“About what?”

			“That Bin Laden had a wolf for an ally, that a Russian wolf visited Bin Laden at his camp in Kunar Province, that the wolf provided finances. The Islamists hate dogs, but this wolfman inflamed their imagination at the time.”

			“So maybe that was him, my feral looking bald friend.”

			“It’s probably a myth. They’re big on Messianic myths, the fanatics. Still, I’d like you to help with a sketch of him too. You can help us put a face to the rumours. Someday a match may turn up.”

			“And then what?” Chris said. “I’d like to meet the wolfman on my own terms.”

			“No, I’m sorry, but that you cannot do.”

			“Don’t you want an answer?”

			“I’m told we no longer do, that it was farfetched to think the Russians were involved in 9/11.”

			“What do you think?”

			“I think they were. Look where we are, bleeding in two wars. The Middle East street hates us. Just where they want us.”

			“But nobody’s listening.”

			“Correct. They tell me the Cold War’s over, the Russians are no longer ambitious, they want to co-exist with us, blah, blah.”

			Chris smiled. “Did I pass my test?”

			“Yes. I’m authorized to consummate our deal.”

			“You know my terms.”

			“I do, but all you’ll have is my word.”

			“You’re being videotaped right now. With audio.”

			“Is that a joke?”

			Chris shrugged. “You have my word, too.”

			The footprint of the trade center, starkly naked, had remained untouched in the last four years while New York politicians and businessmen fought over turf and money, as only New York politicians and businessmen could. The pezzi da novante, Chris’s father used to call them, big shots, living like kings, their hands in everyone’s pockets, above the law. Make your own law he had said to him many times. Make your own law and live by it. Little did Joe Black Massi know that one day the most powerful people in the country—the very epitome of the pezzi da novante—would be carving out a kingdom for his son, Chris, where his word would indeed be law.

			Mr. White, in his mid-sixties, his face rugged and lined with age and high in color, his eyes a twinkling blue-gray, smiled. “I have been thinking of retiring,” he said. “But not now. This project is for me the ultimate opportunity.”

			Chris nodded and remained silent.

			“I don’t exist of course.” 

			Chris said nothing. 

			“A man named Max French will be joining us in a few minutes,” Mr. White said. “He’s an oddball, an outlier, but a pro. If you agree, he will be your right hand.”

			“Will he exist?”

			“Yes.” Mr. White smiled again. “One more thing,” he said.

			“Yes?”

			“I think this wolfman was coming over to make sure you were dead, to shoot you. Now he’ll be wondering if you saw his face.”

			“That sounds right.”

			“That makes things different. You can back out if you want.”

			The snow was coming down heavier now, and a man in his mid-forties with short sandy hair, his hands in the pockets of his overcoat was walking toward them.

			“You mean,” Chris said, “if he’s this super-secret spy, he’ll want me dead because I can identify him?”

			“Yes.”

			“How about another drink?” Chris said. “To seal our deal.”

			Mr. White had put the flask back in his inside coat pocket. He drew it out now, unscrewed the cap, took a swig, and handed it to Chris, who took a deep drink.  

			“No,” Chris said, handing the flask back, remembering the wolfman’s saliva on his face, imprinting the memory on his brain. “I’m in.”

			“Good,” Mr. White said. “Here comes Max French. I’ll leave you now. Good luck. Max will know how to reach me.”

		

	
		
			1.

			Manhattan, Monday, August 20, 2012, 4:00 p.m.

			Dear Mr. Massi,

			The storage unit named above is due for renewal on September 1. The tenant, Mr. Joseph Massi, left instructions directing us to notify you of the renewal date in the event that he himself did not renew by July 31. Mr. Massi has not renewed. We have various renewal programs available. If you do not wish to renew, you must clean out the unit by no later than August 20. Please advise as to your wishes. 

			Sincerely,

			Anna Cavanagh, Manager

			Matt Massi read this short letter standing in the kitchen of his mother’s co-op on Manhattan’s Upper East Side. His mother, Theresa, was in the living room on the phone. He looked at the date on the letter, August 1, and then at the postmark on the envelope, also August 1. Theresa’s prior address in New Jersey was crossed out and her New York address written under it. The word Forward and a red arrow pointing to the New York address were stamped next to it.

			He pulled his cell phone out of the front pocket of his jeans, found the number of Wall Storage at the bottom of Anna Cavanagh’s letter and dialed it.

			“Wall Storage,” a woman said, after only one ring. 

			“Is this Anna Cavanagh?” Matt asked.

			“Yes it is.”

			“Hi. My name is Matt Massi. I got a letter from you about a storage unit. My uncle’s unit, Joseph Massi.”

			“I did not think you would call.” Matt did not respond. There was something about Anna Cavanagh’s deep voice that, despite her sexy accent, bothered him. A wariness. As if she didn’t trust him for some reason, though of course they’d never met. Weird. Too serious. 

			“Do you want to renew?” she said.

			“I don’t know.”

			“I will close in an hour. The contract is terminated today. You have to decide now.”

			“What’s the shortest I can renew for?”

			“Six months is the minimum. Plus one month security.”

			“How much?”

			“Twenty-one hundred dollars.”

			“Now?”

			“Yes. On a six month contract, you are required to pay it all at once.”

			I am required, Matt thought, all at once, trying to mimic the formal, metronomic way she spoke, as if she were picturing each word in her head before sounding it out. Each word an experiment. What was that accent? And what kind of face and body matched it?

			“Fine,” he answered, finally.

			“I will need your credit card.”

			“Hold on.” Matt slipped his wallet out of his back pocket. “How do I get in, by the way?”

			“To the unit?”

			“Yes.”

			“Do you have a key?”

			“No.”

			“You have to call a locksmith. Tell him there is an industrial lock on it. A puck lock. If there is damage to the door, we will charge to your credit card.”

			“Who’s we?” 

			“Please?”

			“Do you work for a company or is this your place?”

			“That’s not...that’s none of your business.”

			Matt had fished his Visa card from his wallet and was staring at the number. Anna’s tone had softened slightly when she realized she was about to make a quick twenty-one hundred dollars, but then hardened again when he asked his last question. How old was she? Twenty? Thirty? And why so serious? So grave? If she looked anything like she sounded—cold, suspicious, bitter even—she wasn’t pretty. Still, there was that accent, and that husky voice.

			^ ^ ^ ^ ^

			“Who was that?” Theresa asked, when he clicked off. She was in the kitchen now, near the built-in desk where she paid bills and kept her cookbooks, going through her purse.

			“The bookstore.”

			“At Columbia?”

			“Yes. I need to read five books in the next two weeks. They’re sending them here.” He had actually been on the phone with the Columbia Bookstore before calling Wall Storage, while his mother was in her bedroom getting herself ready to go out.

			“Did you get your mail?” Theresa asked, her keys in her hand. 

			“Yes.”

			She looked at him now, her head slightly tilted.

			“What was that letter from the storage company?” she asked.

			“Uncle Joseph stored some things and put my name on the papers.”

			“What things?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Down the shore? He hated the beach.”

			Matt did not reply. The people that had known his father’s younger brother, Joseph Massi, Jr., all said he looked just like him—black hair swept away from the forehead and falling in waves below the ears, piercing, dark brown eyes—the irises so uniformly dark you had to look hard to see a pupil—a straight, proud nose, thick sensuous lips...Matt was the last Massi to see Joseph alive.

			“He’s been dead eight years,” Theresa continued.

			“I know.” 

			“Are you going down there?”

			“I renewed the contract. I’ll go down next week.”

			Matt could see that his mother wanted to say more. 

			He was twenty-two, about to re-enter Columbia, to start his senior year. He had spent the last twelve months in Ukraine and Turkey, working for a shipping company owned by a friend of his father’s, a client. A lot of those twelve months he had spent on a Greek-registered oil tanker going back and forth through the Bosporus and the Dardanelles, bringing Russian oil from Odessa to a half-dozen Mediterranean ports. Thanks to his bunkmate, and the crew at large, he now spoke semi-fluent Greek and could get by in a seaman’s rough Russian. He was grown up, but that wasn’t what stopped Theresa. It was their history, the things that happened eight years ago, the things that brought them to where they were now. Their relationship had mended, but he had defied her then, when he was fourteen, had wrested himself from her control. Had she forgiven him? Had he forgiven her?

			“Do you like the apartment?”

			“It’s great, Mom.”

			“Did you call your grandfather?”

			“Yes.”

			“Tom’s son lives in the building.”

			“Tom Stabile?”

			“Yes.”

			“You didn’t tell me.”

			“What’s the difference?”

			“Mom...” Matt did not dislike Tom Stabile, Theresa’s husband. Nor did he like him. His reaction to Stabile was an easy neutrality that infuriated his mother.

			“Have I been disrespectful?”

			“No, you haven’t, but I know what you’re thinking.”

			“No, you don’t.”

			Theresa stared at him.

			“Who else lives there?” he asked.

			“Ally Scarpa’s the super.”

			“Nick’s son? You’re kidding. He’s out of jail?”

			“Yes.” Theresa raised her eyebrows as she said this, stopping for a click at the top before lowering them, a movement that, combined with a slight tightening of the lips, transmitted a wordless mother-to-son message that Matt had received and acknowledged, sometimes silently, sometimes not, countless times. 

			“It’s a Mafia-fest over there,” he said, deciding to make this one of the non-silent times.

			“Grandpa owns the building. What did you expect?”

			Matt said nothing, but he smiled, and shook his head, acknowledging to his mother, who stood before him proudly, still striking at forty-six, that what bound them most profoundly, besides their blood, was their membership by birth in an old-fashioned mob clan, a Mafia family that few knew existed, but that, deft and imaginative, swam quietly with the deadliest and most powerful of sharks in the commercial seas of the twenty-first century.

			“You have your Uncle Joseph’s smile,” Theresa said, staring at him, her eyes softening. “What do you think’s in the locker?”

			“Heroin, cocaine, crystal meth. Stolen televisions.”

			“Stop it.”

			They both smiled now, and Matt could see from the look in his mother’s eyes that she was thinking of Joseph, remembering him, the bad Massi brother, the heroin addict, who, he had come to realize, she may have loved more than the one she married. 

			“Where are you off to?” he asked.

			“Shopping with Dana Carbone, then dinner someplace. Join us.”

			“Maybe; I’m picking a friend up at LaGuardia. I’ll call you.”

			That look again. That almost imperceptible tilt of the head and narrowing of the large brown DiGiglio eyes. A friend? What kind of friend? Male? Female? LaGuardia?

			“It’s the guy from the Scorpion,” Matt said, smiling, giving his mother a break. “Nico. I told you about him. He’s coming over to visit relatives.”

			“Oh. Okay. Bring him to dinner.”

			“I’ll call you.”

		

	
		
			2.

			Brighton Beach, Brooklyn, August 20, 2012, 7:00 p.m.

			“This is quite a place,” Matt said. He had been looking around Sabrina’s—the Russian restaurant cum nightclub on the boardwalk in Brighton Beach—while Nico was in the back talking to his cousin, one of the owners.

			“You like it?”

			“What’s not to like?”

			“The girls?”

			“They’re beautiful.”

			Nico was referring to the two young women in gold bikini tops and sequin-covered skirts who were dancing under blue and red strobe lights on a raised platform on the stage in the restaurant’s large main room. The jagged-edged skirts revealed a lot of leg, and seemed somehow, Matt noticed, to reveal a bit more as the girls waved to Nico and smiled when he passed the stage on his way to the kitchen. He and Matt were seated outside at a front corner table on a covered patio facing the beach. The Atlantic Ocean, solemn and calm tonight under a cloudless sky, lay just fifty yards beyond. Through open-air doors behind them, they had a view of the noisy interior. The dancers had been joined by a singer in a low-cut sequin dress that matched her golden hair and their sparkling outfits. She was smiling and waving at the people at one of the tables near the stage. Her teeth, Matt noticed, were very white and beautiful and her lipsticked lips bright red.

			“The singer is also my cousin.”

			Matt nodded and smiled. He had spent long stretches at sea with the twenty-five year old Nico, and heard a lot about his so-called cousins. In Odessa, it paid apparently to be a part of a large family with plenty of nerodnoy brat.

			“You don’t believe me?”

			“Sure I do.”

			“Later, I will prove it. We both have flowers on our asses.”

			“Tattoos?”

			“Nyet. Birthmarks. In the shape of a poppy, the Ukrainian flower.” 

			“Is the vodka good here?” Matt asked. 

			“Matvey! This you do not have to ask.”

			He didn’t. The vodka, brought out especially for them in tall bottles without labels—a family recipe according to Nico—was the best he ever had, silky smooth with an earthy bite and a clean, happy aftertaste, leaving you wanting more. Which Matt, who could hold his liquor, did and did not. He paced himself, and the food— brought out endlessly by waiters in white shirts and black bowties, who spoke rapid-fire Russian to Nico—helped him stay relatively sober. He had spent more than a few nights in ports from Sebastopol to Palermo drinking with Nico, who never got drunk. After ten vodkas his boyish face might turn a deep red and he might smile a lot, but that was it. He greased six-inch cables, wrestled with tie-down hardware and scraped rust all day onboard ship, and was tall and tanned and very strong. One night in Naples he tossed around some locals like they were ragdolls. They had called him a dumb Polack, a double insult. Matt wasn’t worried though, about anything Nico might or might not do. He just never got drunk with strangers, or in public. 

			After dinner, they sat on the boardwalk and smoked Nico’s black market Turkish cigarettes while they waited for the last show to end, when the singer and one of the dancers were supposed to join them and continue the evening.

			“Why are you here, Nick?” Matt asked. They were facing the sea, the better to catch the faint breeze drifting in from Ireland, the night still hot and humid. 

			“To visit my family,” Nico answered. “To play in America.”

			“That’s all?”

			“No, there is more, but if I tell you what it is, you will be...What do I mean to say? A participant?”

			“Then don’t tell me.”

			“I agree. I will not. May I ask you, Matt, who are you?”

			Matt smiled and glanced over at the young Ukrainian, who had his thickly muscled arms stretched out on the back of the bench they were sitting on, some few feet apart. Their eyes met for a second, and then both looked out to sea. Such patience, he thought, a year at sea.

			“I’m a college student,” Matt replied, flinging his half-smoked cigarette over the metal rail in front of him, watching it land and die out on the sand below. “I told you.”

			“American college students do not get visas to work on oil tankers on the Black Sea.”

			“The Scorpion was Greek.”

			“And your father is really a lawyer?”

			“Yes, The Piraeus Group is a major client.”

			“Not Mafia?”

			“The Mafia doesn’t exist any more, Nick, except in the movies.”

			“Our captain must watch the American movies.”

			“What did he say?”

			“Nothing was to happen to you.”

			“Why are you bringing this up now? You had a year to bring it up.”

			“I only take orders.”

			“Yes, I understand. Who from?”

			“Gods in tall buildings. Men in kitchens drinking vodka.” Wawdka, was how he pronounced it. It made Matt smile.

			“So, why are you here?”

			“I am to ask if you are interested in a business proposition.”

			Matt took his time replying. This meant that Nico’s people knew at least that money was a part of Matt’s world. And possibly—likely—more. How much more? For Nico to ask a question like this of Matt Massi was to take the risk that the tall, open-faced young Russian would not return from America, that he would never be heard from again.

			“Someone has done some research,” Matt said, finally.

			“That goes both ways, I’m sure,” Nico said.

			“No, Nick, we’re friends,” Matt replied. “But it could always be done now.” Even if your last name is not Pugach, and you were not born in Kiev, and your mother was not the woman who fed us dinner on the roof of her apartment building last summer, I could find out who you are in a couple of hours. And I will.

		

	
		
			3.

			Jackson, New Jersey, August 21, 2012, 3:00 p.m.

			“I need to rent another unit,” Matt said. He had rung the bell at the counter and waited several minutes for Ms. Cavanagh, she of the great accent and the chip on her shoulder, to appear. He spent those minutes looking around the Wall Storage office, which was neat and clean, but sad, its two faux leather and faux chrome chairs against a side wall, a Walmart flower print hanging slightly askew above them; a faux leather sofa under the room’s one window. And it was hot, near ninety degrees in the room. The air conditioner fitted into a wall cutout sat there silently, the words old and broken written all over it. While he was waiting a fax came in, something, he could not miss seeing, from the Superior Court of Ocean County, Domestic Violence Unit. 

			“In addition to A-17?” Anna Cavanagh answered.

			“Yes.”

			“What size?” 

			“Small, I just have to put this in it,” said Matt, lifting the duffle bag he was holding above the level of the counter that separated them.

			“I have lockers behind the office.”

			“So we don’t have to go outside?” Matt was thinking of Nico, sitting in Matt’s car in the parking lot just inside the front gate. He had walked from unit A17, the duffle bag over his shoulder, through the back streets of the facility and entered the office through a back door.

			“No. We go there,” Cavanagh said, pointing to a metal door to her right.

			“Is there an entrance from the outside?”

			“Yes, behind the office, but I will take you through from here.”

			“Good, let’s do it.”

			“I will need your credit card.”

			Matt, twenty-two, six foot tall, a trim one hundred ninety pounds of good-looking young man untempered by any bad experience with women, had been, as a matter of course, rapidly assessing Anna Cavanagh as they spoke. After saying let’s do it, he paused to take a better look. She was far from what he had expected. Her pinned-up hair—what he could see of it—was a pretty, golden blonde, her skin fair. A tiny bead of sweat was making its way slowly down a straight, slightly large, but finely modeled nose, a proud nose set between full lips below and wide apart green eyes above. One—the left one—was slightly off-center, looking permanently at the faint but distinct dusting of freckles on the bridge of her nose. They were beautiful, these eyes, made more beautiful by the one that was slightly cocked, but not beautiful enough to hide the shadow behind them. Of what, he could only guess. Fear? Hatred? Loss? They were eyes that would be magnetic if she ever smiled, feral if she got angry. A grown woman’s eyes.

			“I am waiting,” said Cavanagh.

			“You have it,” Matt answered. Why so serious? He wanted to say, to break the ice, to get some kind of a reaction from her, but held back, remembering the fax he had seen. Domestic Violence Unit. Something was very wrong in Anna Cavanagh’s life.

			“I must run it through this time.”

			^ ^ ^ ^ ^

			In the parking lot, Nico was standing outside the car, looking toward the facility’s front entrance, where the locksmith’s van was just passing under the black and white gate arm. He smiled and waved when he saw Matt approaching across the hot tarmac, a smile that Matt was familiar with, beaming, wide open, too innocent to be true.

			“So, what did she look like? Nasty?” Nico asked when they were underway, heading toward the Garden State Parkway. On the drive down from Manhattan, Matt had told him about his audio-based impression of Anna Cavanagh, leaving out the accent, the most interesting thing, until today, about her.

			“No,” Matt replied. “Worn down, wary, but not nasty.”

			“Good looking?”

			“She’s okay.” She’s beautiful, Matt thought. And then: You’re guarding your treasure. Like Smaug the dragon.

			“The body?”

			“Tall, thin.”

			“Too thin? Is she a woman?”

			“Not too thin.”

			“How old?”

			“Twenty-nine, thirty.”

			“Married?”

			“I don’t think so.”

			“Twenty-nine is the best age, Matvey,” Nico said. “They want to make the most of the last of their youth.”

			“Not this one,” Matt said.

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t know. She didn’t smile once.”

			“For me she will smile.”

			“Sure, Nick, give it a try.”
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