









The guards’ walkie-talkies began to squawk that there was a problem.

Outside the electronic double doors, the getaway van was now in Sydney’s line of sight. She willed herself toward it.

Eight feet to go…

Five feet…

Then suddenly Nikolav called out, “Excuse me…. Excuse me. Stop!”

Sydney ignored him and closed the remaining gap to the exit doors. She knew Nikolav had to operate the master release button at his podium. Please Vaughn, stay still. Let me spin whatever plays out! Sydney fought the urge in her to pull her weapon and blast her way out. Instead, she turned her head back to Nikolav, her left hand sliding under the gurney.

A lump of doubt settled in the back of her throat.
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To Big Rudy, for giving me the courage to try.

For Green Eyes







Chapter 1

Prague




After the collapse of the Warsaw Pact, many of the major cities of the former Soviet bloc toppled under the weight of their top-heavy bureaucracies. The obsolescence of their industrial centers left them susceptible to the growing pains that come with revolutionizing a people and its government.

But Prague was the exception.

The city experienced a rebirth after the ponderous yoke of the Socialist state was lifted, and it rapidly became the envy of Eastern and Western Europe alike. Artists, intellectuals, and the populace in general exploded in newfound freedom.

With the celebration of cultural and fiscal self-sufficiency came the economic powers, who were more than ready to use the city as an example of the birth of the new Europe.

Along the banks of the river Vltava, on the Bubenské nábrezí, stood a district known simply as “the riverfront.” This was a place where the rich and powerful made their homes. Here were houses whose lavishness would cause the city’s former leaders to roll over in their graves. Uppermost among the extravagances was privacy. And those who dwelt there guarded their tranquility as only those with great affluence could.

Not all of these buildings were owned by the captains of industry or robber barons of the new Europe. Instead, some estates were unofficial consulates of the economic powers of the West. They were places that allowed governments secure locales to do things better left unseen. Everything from the nuclear disarmament pact to the fabric of national currency rates was brokered from the buildings in this district. The destruction of documents from the time of Stalin through last week’s Middle East diplomacy took place here.

The three-story stone house with etched glass windows at 372 Vinoteka Street was such a place, and it was maintained by the Russian Federation.

 

“You just don’t understand!”

“Well, why don’t you try and explain it to me.”

“You wouldn’t get it. You never get things when it comes to me!”

She regretted saying it even before the last word came out of her mouth. The silence between them now was painful, and the hurt she saw in her mother’s eyes didn’t help the teenage girl’s resolve. She wanted to be seen as an adult, yet her mother’s crossed arms were a nonverbal statement that she still needed guidance.

Both were too tired, and too stubborn, to fend off an argument that had grown excessively familiar. The daughter recognized their standard battle cries, but it was her mother who decided not to play out their archetypal roles this time.

“You’d better go to bed. Tomorrow’s a school day.”

Before either could say anything else, her mother turned to leave the room. Both of them wanted to say something more, but the time had passed for that. No new ground was being broken in their conflict. There was nothing left to do but separate their viewpoints with a heavy oak door.

Her mother left without making eye contact. It felt like the forced calms between rounds at a boxing match. A great deal of unfinished business was left to sort out.

Dropping onto her bed, the young girl stared at the ceiling. Her flashing green eyes were the only indicator of the frustrated anger and guilt that consumed her. It was this combination of teenage angst and culpability for wounding her mother’s feelings that made her so irritable. It’s killing me to be expected to act like an adult, and not be treated like one. Faina Sorokin couldn’t wrap her thoughts around it. Why do I have to be what they want me to be? Running her hands through her brown hair, she continued to stare at the ceiling.

 

The filtered goggles gave everything in the room a distinctive reddish cast, but they were necessary to ensure his night vision. At first he thought, as he peered through the window, that she looked younger than the seventeen years her file indicated. He patiently waited out the argument with her mother. He couldn’t understand what she was saying, but it didn’t matter. She was a teenager. Whatever the language, it was always the same thing.

Moving in silence, the man left the window and made his way along the mansion wall. Covered from head to toe in black tactical gear, he was virtually invisible. Even in the full moon, his stealth suit helped to make him a fixture of the shadows. Moving slowly, deliberately, he reached the service door at the rear of the kitchen. Through an adjacent window, he saw a woman in her mid-twenties. She was dressed in a maid’s uniform. Slowly, and without a sound, he pulled out his knife….

 

The first floor of the house had many rooms designed for both comfort and display, yet only one was a favorite of the current occupants. The study had been converted into a lush office filled with Old World antiques and dark mahogany paneling. But tonight it seemed to envelop the man deep in thought at his desk.

He was a reserved gentleman of average height and build, and although he was no longer young, as evidenced by the smattering of gray in his hair, his physique still retained the athletic build that he had maintained since college. His face was distinguished, and when it wasn’t focused on the myriad of political documents, it commanded what his wife often referred to as “a certain schoolboy charm.”

In the fireplace, the smoldering embers cast an ever-dimming glow, painting Anton Sorokin in hues of soft orange. He tried to keep focused on yet another petroleum production report. God, will this never end? His eyes drifted, as they often did, to the painting hanging above the mantle. A near-perfect copy of Gauguin’s Spirit of the Dead Watching.

It was given to him by an old college friend in the Bonn office of Interpol. “I know how you are about paintings, Anton,” his friend had said when he handed him the brown paper–wrapped painting. At first Sorokin was hesitant about taking the undeniably exquisite gift, but his friend assured him, “Don’t worry, the man who painted it won’t be needing it. By the time he gets out of prison, he won’t be able to lift it, much less sell it.”

Sorokin had to admit that not much persuasion had been needed for him to accept the gift. He was mesmerized by it. The texture of the paint, contrasting with the simplicity of the subject matter, often reminded him of his job—both straightforward and complex at the same time. Maybe that was why he liked it so much. All he knew was that it had followed him from post to post for more than a decade now, always ending up in his study, undoubtedly at the suggestion of his wife. He smiled at the thought of her. Just by looking at his face, she could tell his every thought, every feeling. “It takes you away from this,” she had told him once. “And better a painted girl than a real one,” she often teased.

“Ogling your little girl again?” His wife’s voice caught him off guard.

“Guilty as charged.”

“Why don’t you come to bed? Whatever’s so important can wait until morning.”

He sighed. “Then I’ll be even further behind.”

Sorokin watched as his wife, Anna, walked into the center of the room. Even after all this time she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

She was tall and slender. The past thirty years hadn’t aged her as much as distilled her, like a fine bottle of wine or a good Italian opera. Sorokin stood and walked over to Anna, his partner of twenty-five years. Seeing the look on his face, a knowing smile crossed hers. She placed her head on his chest as she nestled herself in his arms, breathing in the comfort she always found there.

He recalled what a sharp contrast she had been to his work. It never ceased to amaze him how lucky he was to have her. She always knew exactly what to do. She kept him centered. Before big speeches she’d send him two bars of Andre’s Swiss chocolate. That was his favorite and she never forgot. She’d listen to his arguments, never letting him get away with anything so that he was always prepared.

Above all, she kept him from being consumed by the machine of the political economy. So many of their peers had gotten lost down that road, consuming themselves only with world issues and leaving family and marriage behind. “No work talk today,” she’d say, and take his hand in hers. “Today you’re all mine.”

Sorokin watched his wife as she moved around the study straightening things—at this hour it was a sure sign that she was anxious.

“Did you two quarrel again?” he asked. Anna was not the only one who could read the nuances of the person she loved.

“Of course….”

“We knew this was going to happen sooner or later.”

“I know. It’s just…I didn’t think it would be quite this difficult,” she said. “I can’t seem to say anything to her.”

Sorokin held her, comforted her.

“If she were a boy, it would be me, you know.”

Anna pulled her head away from his chest and looked up at him, a wry smile on her lips. “You could have mentioned that to me seventeen years ago.”

He held her closer, loving her more than he thought possible for someone he had known so long. He smiled, knowing he took a little of her pain away.

“What was I thinking?” he joked.

 

The maid’s body lay in the rear pantry. He had dispatched her quickly and quietly, carefully wiping his blade on her apron when he finished.

The agreed-upon language was English, and he spoke it into his throat mic. “Four secured.”

The tinny voice in his ear replied, “Roger Four. Begin your sweep.”

The man moved with catlike stealth. The security agent at the monitor console never had a chance. The knife slid between the agent’s forth and fifth ribs, piercing his lungs. Pushing the body aside, the man scanned the bank of monitors in front of him. What he saw pleased him. Everything is moving like clockwork. The rest of the team accomplished their tasks. Then he found his target. Quietly speaking into the mic, he alerted the others. “They’re in the study.”

He looked down at his forearm and the small map in its laminated sleeve. Time to earn my wage.

 

Sorokin still had his arms around his wife.

“Well, I’m going to bed,” she said.

She lifted her face to his and they kissed once. And for a moment Sorokin stopped thinking about petroleum futures.

When she pulled back, Sorokin could still sense her tension. “I’ll talk to Faina in the morning,” he offered.

“No, this is between a mother and her daughter. I’ll do it.” Anna stepped out of his arms and smoothed the front of his shirt. “Come to bed soon,” she said.

“I will,” he promised.

She kissed him once more, this time with a little more behind it. It was warm and everything the papers on his desk weren’t. Pulling away, Anna sighed, and without another word, turned and walked out of the room. Sorokin watched her body move away from him. He turned and found his political papers mocking him from the desk. It was a delicate balance, the life he had chosen, but the brief exchange with his wife reminded him exactly why he worked intently on the issues of the world.

 

Faina sat on the edge of her bed, still analyzing her conversation with her mother. Why does she have to be that way? It wasn’t even a real tattoo.

She decided to occupy her mind with other things.

Faina looked over at her computer. She still had to deal with the moron in that chat room before she went to bed. Sitting in front of the terminal, she logged in and began typing her reply. She had been present (virtually) at a lecture given by an American nanotechnician two nights before at Argyle Hall. How could an MIT professor be so totally wrong in his assumptions about micro-electrical feedback in nanocircuitry? She was relatively confident that she was going to bury him tonight.

Damn it, she thought, as her mind drifted back to the conversation with her mother. Her best friend, Paula, was going to give her a really hard time about her tattoo being gone. They had promised to keep them until Friday to wear them to a party. “Your mom’s going to lose it when she sees that,” Paula had predicted, and she was right. Faina had hoped to talk her mother out of making her remove it. But in the end, Faina was convinced that her mother considered the mark symbolic of her refusal to act responsibly. As soon as her mother voiced that opinion, Faina knew it was over. That was always the crux of their fights.

Great, school is going to suck tomorrow.

 

The hallways in the building’s residential section were carpeted, which made it much easier to move quietly. The intruder had confirmed that his target was in the back bedroom, and there she was, working on the computer. Quickly and silently he began to move in….

 

Anna stood at the base of the stairway, listening to the house. It was as quiet as it always was this time of night, save for when her husband craved a late-night snack if he was working late, which was too often. But now it was serene. I guess that’s why I like it so much, she thought. It gives you time to think, to reflect on things you didn’t have time to think about during the day. These quiet times were cherished in the life that she and Anton had chosen.

“If only she were a boy,” Anna murmured, and smiled to herself. Her husband was right. She loved her daughter immensely, but she had to concede that sometimes—and just sometimes—if she had known how hard this was going to be, she might have had second thoughts. The feeling stemmed greatly from the realization that she and her daughter were so similar. Both were curious, intelligent, and headstrong.

About to head up the stairs, Anna stopped. What is that? It was small and almost invisible in the shadows at the end of the hallway. A rat? No, surely not in this house.

Anna walked down the hallway toward what she thought she saw. Thinking about it for a moment, she pulled off a slipper—just in case she were to come upon one of those vile creatures.

Then a sound!

Not loud. Like the floor giving after the shifting of weight. For a moment she considered calling Anton, but she immediately dismissed the thought. I’ve been a helpless mother already tonight. I don’t need to be a helpless wife, too. Besides, she knew there was a light switch just around the corner.

Anna reached carefully for the switch, her silk weapon at the ready in her other hand. Her fingers hit what should have been the light switch, what should have been hard, cool plastic. When she felt the object she touched instead, she couldn’t initially define it. It was…soft, smooth, but hard underneath…leather! But before she could think another thought, two gloved hands grabbed her and pulled her into the darkness.

 

Sorokin looked across the room to the reports open on his desk. Sighing, he gave the painting one last glance and walked back to his work. Just as he reached his desk a voice startled him.

“It was always one of my favorites.”

A man Anton Sorokin had never seen before was standing calmly in the center of the doorway, dressed completely in black. He seemed to melt into the shadows behind him. Beyond surprised, Sorokin could only watch as the man entered the study. His confusion only expanded once the stranger began to speak. The uninvited guest’s eyes flicked up to the painting above the fireplace.

“I always admired its clarity,” the stranger said. “Its message. It says, ‘I like the beach and I lust after young girls.’ ”

The man walked over to the mantel, reached up, and gently ran his fingertips along the surface of the painting. Not moving from behind his desk, Sorokin put on his bravest face. He found himself holding a deep breath. He tried to surmise the nature of business of the man before him. What is truly going on?

“I think you’ve misinterpreted Gauguin,” he said. “True, the painting is of a young native girl, but if you look past—”

“Nonsense.”

The mystery man spoke the word curtly, but kept his voice at an even level. “Academic tripe used by those unable to accept a simple, if unpalatable, idea from an artist.”

The man in front of the mantel reluctantly took his eyes from the painting and faced Anton Sorokin. What Sorokin noticed first was that his eyes were the most piercing blue. They seemed to look right into his mind and read his thoughts. He hated the way this stare felt. It measured him. A faint, thin smile spread across the man’s face. It didn’t, Sorokin noted, reach his eyes.

“You disagree.” The man didn’t phrase his words as a question. “I find that most people are reluctant to believe the worst in anyone whom they have taken the trouble to put on a pedestal.”

The man casually walked over to the desk. He glanced at the pile of reports spread across the work space. Sorokin was still unable to move.

“Although I will admit to you, I was expecting more from a man of your intellectual reputation.”

At that moment another man, dressed in green tactical gear, came through the study doorway. He shot a glance toward Sorokin that sent an ice-cold chill down his spine. Where is my family, and how many men are here?

The man in black looked at his coconspirator. Noting Sorokin’s lack of mobility, he smiled his empty grin and excused himself to the doorway.

Sorokin strained to hear what they were saying, but his attempts were in vain. The strangers spoke too low for him to hear. The second man, obviously a lieutenant, pulled out a small flip chart and indicated something to the man in black. The lieutenant did not look happy, and what little Sorokin could hear had a slightly apologetic cadence. When the man in black did finally issue orders, they were short, sharp sentences. Quickly the lieutenant left to carry out his instructions, leaving Sorokin alone again with the pair of icy blue eyes.

“Anton Sorokin, it is necessary for you to come with me right now, please.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you—”

“Minister Sorokin. Perhaps I misspoke.”

Almost on cue, the muffled sound of a struggle could be heard upstairs. For the first time, Sorokin became physically agitated. His eyes looked to the ceiling, to the noise, and then urgently he headed for the door. The intruder shifted slightly to block his advance.

“My family!” Sorokin cried.

“Is being loaded into our vehicles as we speak.”

“Why?” Sorokin said, trying to regain control of the situation. “Where are you taking them? Who are you?”

The man in black walked back to the painting. He oozed control. They both stood there a minute, the intruder and the minister. When the man finally spoke, his matter-of-factness, not his words, chilled Sorokin to the bone.

“Do you know what it really is that I love about this painting?” the man asked calmly. He didn’t wait for an answer. “Its conviction. I was always interested in Gauguin for this reason. He was an artist, an average man, with average dreams, though not without ambition. He had a wife and a family…and then one day he decided to leave it all. Just dropped everything and never looked back. Very much akin to a man shedding the shackles of conformity. How liberating that must have been…”

At that moment the lieutenant came back to the doorway to indicate that they were ready to leave. The man in black stopped him with an upraised finger. Once again he pierced Sorokin with his eyes.

“Don’t you see? By freeing himself of the apparatus of society, he was able to pursue his vision…his art in its purest form. He was able to be true to his innermost self. And this was the result.”

The man brought his lieutenant in with the slightest nod of his head. Working quickly, efficiently, he bound Sorokin’s hands with plastic zip cuffs and then covered his head in a thick cloth sack. When the lieutenant finished, his superior leaned in so he could whisper parting words in Sorokin’s ear.

“And as to your query about who I am, minister, I am like Gauguin…a humble artist searching for the truth in my work.” The man seemed pleased with his words, and added, “But you may call me Victor.”









Chapter 2

Los Angeles




Michael Vaughn was sweating. Hunched over the low table, he was the epitome of coiled tension. His brow was furrowed in concentration; he was obviously struggling with a difficult task. He manipulated the small pieces, trying to figure out which combination would yield the dividends he so desperately needed.

“You’re not going to make it,” Sydney said. Her eyes were locked onto his.

“Cut it out. I don’t need any more pressure.”

“Vaughn, seriously, time is not on your side here. Let me—”

“No, no. I got it. Are you ready?” he asked.

“And waiting.”

“Here goes.” Carefully he placed three more tiles in a row. Then Vaughn playfully spelled out his word. T-A-X-E-S.

Sydney stared at the tiles Vaughn just placed on the Scrabble board. With a sarcastically exaggerated look of disbelief on her face, she sat back in the sofa. “Taxes? I waited ten minutes for taxes?” she said.

“It’s a word. And it was hardly ten minutes.”

“I wouldn’t bet on it if I were you,” she said playfully, and in Vaughn’s eyes, pretty cutely. She continued to rib him. “You understand this is not frat-boy, remedial Scrabble, but rather what I like to think of as the adult version of said game.”

“First, I wasn’t a frat boy, and second, I resent the idea that you aren’t recognizing the beauty of my use of the X. It’s worth, like, thirty points there.”

Sydney laughed as she looked around her house. It was strange, but until very recently she had never really considered it home. It seemed to her more apt to think of it as somewhere to keep her things when she was at work. Watching Vaughn reach for new tiles and then remember that Sydney had drawn the last of them on her previous turn, it suddenly occurred to her that the place was becoming more than that. Considering what had befallen her previous apartment, and her life, she had good reasons to hold her emotions back. But she was trying to make a point of letting herself enjoy life.

And then it dawned on her. Her place by the beach didn’t just seem more like home to her because she was getting used to being in it. It was becoming more to her because he was there. It was strange, because although it wasn’t the same—how could it be, Michael had been married for God’s sake—but having him there, with her, sort of made the whole notion of having a place…real.

Vaughn made a point of looking at the large clock hanging in the kitchen, and then took great amusement in toying with Sydney. “You ready to put your money where your mouth is?”

Sydney concentrated on her tiles. “The question is, are you ready?”

“Do your worst, Bristow.” With that, Vaughn sat back on the couch, watching her.

Looking down at her options one last time, Sydney started laying tiles down almost immediately. Vaughn watched, a little shocked at her speed, as each letter was placed around the X he was so proud of utilizing.

E-X-U-R-B-I-A. Vaughn was stunned. With the look of an angel, Sydney showed him that, yes, she had used all the tiles she had left.

“Exurbia?! That can’t be a real word.”

“I think the dictionary might beg to differ.”

“Use it in a sentence.”

Sydney thought about giving the actual definition of the word, but instead smiled and announced, “Exurbia. Vaughn does his taxes in exurbia.” She fell back against the couch, laughing wildly.

Vaughn shook his head, and Sydney regained some semblance of composure. She picked up her wineglass and watched him flip through the dictionary. Seconds later the look of absolute defeat that came over his face told her he had found the word. He tossed the book on the love seat next to him and pushed deeper back into his own cushion. This is perfect, she thought. The game, the quiet. Having Michael here and not a single worldwide threat in sight.

“Hey,” Vaughn said with a slight smile.

“Hey.”

“What are you thinking about?”

“I don’t know…nothing,” Sydney said.

That was a lie.

“Us, maybe.” She didn’t mean to say that, but with the wine and the laughter…

Vaughn leaned forward and picked up his tile rack. “I couldn’t find all the letters.” He could see that she didn’t understand what he was talking about, so he simply turned the rack around to her.

U-R-C-U-T-E.

Sydney looked at the rack and then into Michael’s eyes. He dumped the tiles into the box, embarrassed at his grade-school suaveness. Setting her wineglass down, she leaned closer to him.

“Sydney,” he said, “there’s something that I’ve been wanting to say to you.”

“What?” Sydney moved over to sit next to him on the love seat.

“It’s been so screwed up lately, so really…” He searched for a way to share what had been going on inside him, but he couldn’t find the right approach. He tried again. “It’s been so messed up. And sometimes I feel like there’s no way we’re ever going to get back to where we were.”

Sydney could see the pain in his eyes, and it made her want to hold him, keep him safe and warm until the pain went away. In a way, she already understood what Vaughn was trying so desperately to say. Part of her knew that she should help him, but the other part wasn’t sure if she was ready for that yet. Instead, she listened.

“I just need you to know that whatever it takes, I’ll do it,” he said. “I just want for us to be…”

Sydney could feel herself melting. This is where she wanted to be…maybe.

“Be what, Michael?”

Vaughn moved his lips closer to hers. “What?”

Subconsciously, Sydney’s lips began to move toward his. Then they both heard the sound of a key in the door. Moments later the front door opened, and Nadia Santos practically fell in, her arms overwhelmed with paper grocery bags.

“I can’t believe it. The Argentine grocery stores here are better then they are back home. Sydney, you won’t believe this. I saw this guy and he was so—Vaughn! What a surprise!”

The moment was lost. Vaughn and Sydney shared a brief glance, feeling like high school kids whose parents were home early. Vaughn sat up and began putting away the Scrabble board. Sydney stood up and rushed to the entryway to help her sister with the bags.

Nadia gave Sydney a questioning look, but Sydney ignored it. They put the bags on the counter in the kitchen.

Sydney eyed the many overflowing bags. “How many people did you buy for? Or are you telling me that we aren’t eating enough?”

“I thought I’d cook us a real Argentine dinner…all seven courses,” said Nadia.

“All this for two people?”

“I thought we could invite some company…. Vaughn, for example.”

“Or Weiss, maybe?” It was Sydney’s turn to give Nadia the look.

Nadia dismissed it as her sister had, and she began putting the groceries in the fridge.

Vaughn walked up, putting his jacket on. “Hey guys, I gotta go.”

Nadia looked up from the groceries. “You can’t. I just got here,” she said with sincere disappointment.

Sydney sat on one of the bar stools. “That’s right. You can’t leave yet. You need to demonstrate your superior Scrabble skills for Nadia.”

“I’m pretty good myself,” Nadia quipped, “but we have to play in Spanish.”

“Sorry, guys, but I’m supposed to meet—”

Suddenly Vaughn’s text message alert went off on his cell phone. Seconds later so did Sydney’s. Like dominoes falling, Nadia’s followed. All three silently read their messages. Vaughn was the first one to speak.

“I’ll drive.”

 

Sydney, Vaughn, and Nadia walked down the converted electrical access tunnel toward the white light of the APO bull pen. Sydney always felt a little intimidated by the type of light they had down there. It was the one thing about APO that she still couldn’t get used to. Even though the complex was a good thirty feet below the surface and encased by as much reinforced, lead-shielded concrete, it always felt like midafternoon inside. She had commented about this to Marshall Flinkman once, and he told her that a Rand Corporation study indicated that illuminating windowless rooms in this way, with light that mimicked not only natural light, but specifically the kind that occurred in the spring between the hours of three and five, resulted in fewer claustrophobic reactions from inhabitants, and actually increased productivity. For that reason, Arvin Sloane had insisted on having such a system installed during the renovation.

All Sydney knew was that whenever she spent long periods of time in the complex, she lost all sense of day and night. It felt like a casino, and ultimately both experiences of time stopping often left her wishing she had a small window to look out of.

A funny thing occurred to Sydney as she, Vaughn, and Nadia walked to Sloane’s office. APO had a vibe different from the CIA, just as SD-6 had one different from the Rotunda. Unlike the Rotunda, though, APO was more casual, intimate. This was most noticeably reflected in the way the personnel dressed. Sure, part of it was cover; in the real world, they were all supposed to work for a bank, and business casual was in. But generally, because of the nature of the job, the way people dressed better reflected their personalities. Sloane’s impenetrable ego could be seen in his impeccable attention to detail in his clothes.

But her father never changed. For as long as she’d known him, Jack Bristow had dressed the same way. It was as if the pristine white shirts and the perfectly tailored suits were a sort of armor that protected and distanced him from everything. Sydney was taken aback by the unexpected surge of sympathy that swelled up from deep inside her. How lonely that must be, not being able to trust anybody. But was it sympathy or empathy? The past five years had been hard on her, very hard. And she knew that many of the convictions she once had, about right and wrong and the very natures of good and evil, had changed or just faded away. But how much of her father did she see in herself? I was different before. She knew that. But am I becoming my father now?

As the trio entered Sloane’s office they found that Dixon, Marshall, Jack, Weiss, and of course Arvin Sloane, were waiting for them.

Eric Weiss caught Nadia’s eye and indicated the empty chair next to him. She smiled, but instead sat next to Marcus Dixon on a small sofa. Weiss looked crushed. Vaughn put his files down next to his friend and sat in the seat he had just offered Nadia.
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